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GET OUT OF mY Ass! 

MAYBE I'M FIGURING you’RE A MAN’S MAN. (GIGGLES) 

I'm NOT MAN’S...WOMAN’S...1’M MY (OWN) | I’M... 

(SCREAM OF FRUSTRATION) 

(SHOUTING OVER 2’S SCREAM) You’RE A TRIP! GET RID OF 

(ALL THE) SHIT YOU COULD BE (A) HUMAN BEING. 

I WILL PAY PAY PAY! How M-M-M-M- MUCH? (TO) LEAVE ME/ALONE!? 
WHERE'S THE CAR? 

(REALLY SHOOK -~- CAN’T REMEMBER WHERE HE PARKED) 


I DON’T KNOW! - 


Hope 17'S NOT ONE OF THESE FOREIGN JOB-pées: LIKE MY FUCKIN 


COMFORT--KNOW WHAT I MEAN? 
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(RESUMES FRUSTRATED SCREAM AS 


(LAUGHS WILDLY .) 
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STARK! 


This is a i-character play. The speaker is a father 
who lost his son in the USS Stark incident in the Persian 
Gulf. 

Lighting, besides indicating setting, can also 
personify others when possible--his conversing with the. 
light, in effect. 

A guitar will play his music--whatever the "song" it's 
mostly sad and "whispery," though at rare times, clangy and 
bold--mostly just a patterning of chords with a vague melody 


line. 


Cast 


A father 


1) Cemetery 

2) Kitchen 

3) Bedroom 

4) Den in Cat's house 

S) Factory 

6) Veteran's hospital 

7) Waiting room in the same 


8) Rec room in the same 


Dedicated to Paul 


in the hope that in his lifetime nations 
will cease murdering 


1) CEMETERY--windblown light alternately dark and 
brilliant--wind sounds with MUSIC: guitar soft and steady- 


under. 


Yeah? So let her lean on her own tree. I got mine. 
These guys...I mean I appreciate their help but I wanted 
to...oh I don't know, cry myself out first I guess--or as 


much as I can. Or just get a minute alone. What the hell's 


wrong with that? 

I'm almost ready...back [to] house. Huh! Former macho 
man. Oh well that was shit like everything else. Then, 
(shrugs) didn't believe it or not believe it. 

Always...in my family...ham, potato salad. It 
was always, mostly, occasion for a sort of...distant 
grief--then. I don't know. 

My family! (shakes his head and smiles). Jesus! 

Nice what he said. The Collar! I aint religious but 
it was nice. Mickey really was close to...what'd he 
say?...something like an angel? Something like that I 
guess...but no angel. Mick? Not Mick! Come off it! 


Hey! Mickey was Mickey! That was the great part about 


it. I don't want to remember shit the world always sticks 


int So...? it's nice shit this time, but it's always shit. 
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I just wait for them all...go ‘way, even her, even his 
mother. 

They're getting her back to the car and of course all 
looking back at me. My turn coming up. Thought she'd 
collapse long long before this...all the grit she got from 
fighting with me--that's what holds her up. Yeah that's 
what holds her up. 

I like those s's buzzing in there in what I say: like 
a...spell [to] make me forget my poor dead son for a second 
anyway. 

Sand in her blood. Cut her open sand'll pour out. 
Crazy, things you think of. (shudder) Used to own my brain 
once upon a time. 

I wanna say go fuck yourself all of you. He was my son 
and anything I do's all right today. But...look at this 
will you? I'm hurting them for some fuckin reason, and all 
the undertaker boys are putting on their even sadder faces 
(he imitates )--they're well-trained I'll give them that--all 
the while they chalk up the overtime in their heads like 
lightning. Welllllll got to get going really this time. 
(taking a few steps) 

Isn't it a kick in the ass? I should be allowed... 
walk, walk bareassed down main street! I should be allowed 
any fuckin thing. Shake dick [at] nuns. (quiet laugh) 

How about that? A fuckin etiquette even in death. 

What can you do? And look at her now, collapsing sitting 


down. Nobody can help her. How can I help her? 
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And who is in my corner? They're all pretending to. 
Yeah. Right. Uh huh. 

I...(walking faster towards light source) can't even 
tell myself how I feel. It's no word anybody can say that's 
for sure. Nobody can, least of all The Collar. He can't 
speak for Mickey or anybody. 

Who will ever speak for me? No man with a collar, 
that's for sure! No one at all is the truth of it. You 
expect another answer? 

Hallmark cards! How's that? They know the answer to 
blasted hearts. I can see the writers in their little cubes 
Slinging out that grandma shit for eight an hour. Poets, 
right? 


No one can truly gauge your loss I can now see 
Rat tatta duh-tatta duh-dee dee dee. 


I heard your son died for oil: 
Suck a boil. 


Like like like...dump ground glass down throat way I 
feel...I don't know. Something like that. I don't know. I 
can't say. I won't find out. If I do it'll be like a... 
dream...somehow. I don't know. 

And she's suffering just as much and I can't take care 


of me. Rocking and sobbing! Jesus H. Christ! What the 


hell can I do? Maybe she'll die. Maybe we'll both die. 
Throw us into the ground too...whole family. 

Always a little trouble with ceremonies--all the formal 
shit that hold us together allegedly--like...the bond of 


matrimony! Right! Well it's that. [I'11] give ‘em that 
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one., Me and [the] lady frayed it a time or two. Went 
haywire the once. But thinking about it today is just shit. 
What your mind does to you sometimes! 

And death. Mickey's dead...(trailing) little Mickey. 

The rituals...the sailors so nervous! trying to fold up 
the flag and giving it to her. Well I hope they come back 
to the house. Give ema shot. 

I got something special for you guys. You're a tall 
tree. Reach up there. I been saving this. Crown Royal 
from Canada. Mickey he'd be here. Hell he'd be making the 
toast! I don't know. The rest of it is just shit, 
window dressing, pomp. It's mostly for the assholes who 
perform it. It's not for Mickey. Not really. It's not 
Mickey. This is Mickey, raising a little hell. (toasts) 

(snap to present) It's not my Mickey! It's not my 
Mickey! In that fuckin box...someone else. . 

You...have to find out how you felt and then it's too 
late--story of asshole American male. I don't know. 

Yeah that's it. That's it. That's it. The pain is 
real. Like it's real now but I have to find out how to 
say it. 

I...didn't mean the sailors making the ridiculous pomp. 
They're just kids, just into being young. They're not into 
what they're doing in all this terrible shit. They do what 
they're told, like Mickey. 

Aint all of it just a kick in the ass? 


2) KITCHEN--coat off and tie loosened. Light is a strong 


warm glow. MUSIC in quiet waves. 


Fellow from the top of the block? He hasn't been there 
that long. I never had a chance to talk... Waved once. 
Anyway he must be from Pennsylvania Dutch. He brought a 
raisin pie Pretty nice of him. 

I mean, you can just ignore things easy enough. We 
have--oh not always we haven't, but we have. I didn't have 
a piece. I couldn't eat anything, but it looked... I 
didn't have anything. Ralph tried to make me drink coffee. 
Burnt my lips. Then I put it down and looked at it like I 
never saw coffee before. Talk about weird. 

...01d fussy batch in that big old house and he bakes 
it himself. Raisin pie. I can see him now...great big 
potholders...(pantomimes) take from oven...lots of care. I 


can smell it. 
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They [were] called....funeral pies...could travel a 
long way in the old days in your horse and wagon to the ... 
Well now too, up in the Dutch country I mean--unless they 
bring the Coleman ice chest along. 

Sometimes I think Mick would have been. Bachelor I 
mean. A little wilder than our new friend that's for sure. 

All the things Mick...could've done...they took away 
from him the way they took Mick away from us. All these big 
shots. You ever stop to think? Why someone can do things 
to-- I mean I'm not a Communist or anything, socialist, but 
there's gotta be a better way. 

I don't know--well you can tell that by listening to 
me, can't you? 

Ralph was nice. I mean everything's turning bleak for 
the company and yet he...he put it aside. Or Laurette sat 
on him. 

No no, I don't think so. It wasn't just an act. 

I'm beginning to think better of him..man of character or 
something. Why not? People can change. People can 
develop. 

Do I really believe it? Yeah, well, I shouldn't push 
it I guess. (laughs) 

And there was Cat...without his natural rhythm and I 


kind of missed it. I wanted him...make me laugh. Yeah it's 


strange! But not him. I'm the strange one. He could buy 
and sell us ten times over with Ralph thrown in, and he 


hates everybody and he's practically a Communist himself. 
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Well who can blame him all the shit he had to eat? Ali the 
ignorance from...well people like me in a way. Although I 
aint that way now. So I used to be an asshole what the f--. 

So I changed. Big deal. Did anybody else? You'd 
never know it. You got to look in the right places--there 
you'll see nobody's changed. They're mighty Them, and all 
the rest of us is niggers. 

You know, Mick was killed in fuckin war! I don't care 
what they say. And I'm going to do something about that! 
You can bet your ass on that. I'm going do something. 
Something! I'11 write these senators, Spector and Heinz, 
you see if I don't. If it's a war it's a war. 

Let's get in and do what we have to or let's get out. 
Why should I lose my good son in the middle of a whole bunch 
of shit? You tell me that! 

No. That's not right either. Now let me explain. 
That's for Vietnam. There aint no wall for kids snuffed out 
it peacetime. Now get that straight, and never start again 
with it or we'll have one of our old-fashioned go-rounds and 
I aint got the energy. 

I tell you every time you say it it puts a knife 
through me. And don't tell me again I. can't know what a 
mother can feel cause I feel everything and it's fuckin near 
put me in the nuthouse. I mean it's all smashed the living 
shit out of me. 

But I'm all right [1] keep the sense of humor sort of. 


It's dark and bitter, bitter, but it's there. And that's 
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what you'd expect under the horrible circumstances, darkness 
of it I mean. How about a no-name wall for no-name war? 
Blank. 

How about a dirty-work wall for those who did the dirty 
work for this country in all the little shitty corners of 


the world? How about that one, huh? 
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3) BEDROOM--twin reading lamps emitting a gold orange glow, 
MUSIC infrequent, barely audible. He is in chair and 


slowly ,meditatively undressing 


I guess I cried a few times already, I'm not ashamed. 
But it's now I feel I should really let go but I don't want 
to do it to you. You been through the wringer too much 
anyways. Besides, I just can't, let go, I mean. I couldn't 
if I wanted. 

You suppose they'll do anything? I mean I don't want 
vengeance against his commanders or anything like that but 


they should find out what really happened. Don't get me 


wrong. If a captain or somebody is responsible he should be 


punished. There are other kids on other ships and you got 


to send a message. 


And another thing...if we're on the one side why should 
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they be the one's firing at us? I mean was the pilot high 
or something? And we're supposed to have this wonderful 
radar that nui ccelealacmle or something I can't 
understand it. 

Maybe that's the problem. With the we. Like there 
aint no we. Mickey thought there was. That's part of the 
reason he went in I know. I mean if there was any reason. 

I'll get that report you can bet on it. And read and 
read that fucker, read and read and study and study 
it till I can say it from memory. I want to know every 
goddamn thing. 

On my watch all the politicians love to say. Well it 
happened really on my son's watch didn't it? 

They steal the language too, and screw it all around. 
Life isn't a fuckin figure of speech. 

Oh it's always a numbers game. Not enough died with 
Mickey. Not enough'll die in the Persian gulf, in Lebanon. 
Our kid did? Tough-ky Shits-ky! 

It's funny, beat up the way we've been and now the 
lowest, the lowest [feeling] and what's comes to mind? That 
raisin pie. Would you believe it? I see myself (rises and 
demonstrates; lights come down) paddling down there around 3 
am. Hey how could I find it? So many people washing up and 
putting things away. We'll be looking for things for 
months. (pantomimes opening cupboards) Who knows where 
they put that pie or if any was left. 


All this speculation, all this profound thought... 


-10- 


(sits) when if I had gun I'd shoot...(myself]. And that 
image is so real to me I'm down there so...soft...and the 
nightlight in the kitchen and and I don't want anything to 
eat. That's the strange part of it. I can't eat. I won't 


eat until God know when. Isn't it funny? 
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4) CAT'S DEN, MUSIC nervous. He waves a newspaper. 

I'm here ‘cause you read all this shit all the time, 
Cat. I don't understand it. And for better and mostly 
worst you're my best friend. 

Those cocksuckers ground our balls out and they don't 
know what the fuck they're doing! 

You read The New York Times and Time and Newsweek. 

I been trying, and they try to explain and put it into a, I 
don't know, long view or something--but there's never a long 
view when you're hurt. Why can't people ever understand 
that in this fuckin country? 

You're practically a Communist but they leave you 
alone. All the big boys can understand impotence. They 
call it freedom of speech. Say what you want as long as 
nobody really gives a shit about what you're saying. 


White man turn at fork in tongue. 
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Shame we couldn't have the sailors back at house. Slip 
twixt cup and lip cause nobody told them. And I wanted to 
give stiff drink...Crown Royal I had been saving, but for 
something good. Something good, not... 

My background tells me it's impossible. I can't 
understand...how kids trapped in bulkhead. There was a 
possible escape. I mean I figured it out when I saw this 
cut-away in your Times Sunday. Why you try to keep this 
from me? The truth'll set you free you know. Anyway, I 
figured more than one escape I figured...I know you're sick 
of hearing about this even though you don't say anything... 
anyway, I figured (winding down) I figured... 

I figured...figured... 

Anyway, let me show you here the route he could've 
got out. 

Could have got him out goddamn it! It it it it was 
some kind of Chinese Fire Drill or something! [I can feel it 
from my own training. Fuckin Chi--oh Cat why can't I put 
myself in there to die? 

I want that smoke I want to see nothing. (flails and 
chokes, then wanders, acts lost as LIGHTS dim) 

What happened? Blacked out a bit. You look scared. 
No reason, Cat. I mean what if I went? Just say sayonara 
and call Digger o Dell. Maybe [it's] not too late for the 


two for one. 
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5) FACTORY--florescent light. MUSIC is comprised of 
sporadic, clanging chords. 

I know what's coming. After all, I been here twenty- 
six years. I can feel what's in the alr before it...and 
before you too...I'd like to add. 

But I won't forget about Mickey, how you and Laurette 
were there. From the time you guys heard it on the news. 
So after all the water over the dam, that does stand out. 
It does. And I want that understood right off the bat 
today. Established! to use your favorite word. How many 
times have I heard...? well we did get established all 
right! Some golden years back there you bet your ass! 

So! you can be wrong about a lot of things--like this 
one that's coming up in the next minute, but, as I say, you 
were there for Mickey and we'll never forget. 

Yeah it was painful. It all is painful. Everything is 
painful. Yup. And it's painful that you'd rather have new 
whitewalls on the Cadillac than me. It's painful that you - 
spend my salary and more at the club every year. And it's 
painful that without me you would've got nowhere! You know 
it and I know it. What's...use of? 


So many things..so go many...what's {thel] use of saying 
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them? 

So! Now you're about to finally destroy this company. 
Our baby together and you're blasting the shit out of it and 
for what? To import the competitors’ stuff. Cheap shit 
from this or that slanteyed country. We become a warehouse 
and distributor where we once were state of the art, the 
best in the world. 

People want price? I guess. Something second- 
rate for less. So some poor half-starved bastard down some 
hole in the Far East will assemble a unit in half the time 
by staying on the line and pissing in his pants and spitting 
his tubercular lungers right into the shiny shiny shiny high 
tech guts. What price? Second rate becomes third rate and 
so on into what we call, for some reason, life. 

How did I find out that you're just going to pimp 
imports? I know. That's different than finding out. 

I'm not that sad. I don't see why you should be. What 
you think they been telling me at these trade shows for the 
last fifteen years? That I'm an artist that's what? And 
then their “listen 1f you ever wanna...?" 

Oh I know these aint the best of times so, considering 
the times now, and the bullshit then, it'll just be three 
four offers to think about instead of ten, fifteen. 

(lights suddenly dim; his MUSIC from lst scene) It 
like comes singing out of me the pain! Like..lady inside me 
singing. What they want me to do? Let The Collar rub her 


hands! That's what he does. Wham she's down! Collapsed... 
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Oooops, drifted off. I say anything? 

(lights back up) No I don't want water or coffee or tea 
or danish or Dunkin Donut. How ‘bout chicken soup? 

After all the shit we been through now you become the 
Jewish mother or something. Just leave me alone and I'll do 
the same for you: Golden Rule. 

Yeah. Uh huh. It's too bad it's come to this? It is 
too bad. That's one thing we can agree on anyway. It's too 
bad. Everything is too bad. On the whole fuckin planet. 


Me and the world. Both into useless shit. 
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6) HOSPITAL--bright light. His MUSIC in mostly a "picked" 
melody line. He wears sporty pajamas, his hair slicked down 


and severely combed. 


So I dress up. Hey some of these turkeys shamble 
around here Like rambling wrecks from Georgia Tech or 
something. 

So I tell her the navy is seting up an 800 number, 
You call oh god I can't you call, she goes. She goes oh god 
I can't oh god I can't oh god I can't oh god I can't. 
So I call. Maybe Exxon paid for it, huh? 
(very agitated) If God answers hang up. Hello this the 
Catholic God? Say five Hail Marys and hit to right? Roger. 5 
Hello this Jewish God? 

Who else? And do I have to call your mother? This too 

you're putting on me? 


Hello, this is the Muslim God: bend over. 


Pa iy 
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She couldn't call. She couldn't. 

We don't know anything yet! They don't know anything 
yet. They didn't know anything yet. 

They don't know anything yet! Jesus Christ! 

They accounted for most of them I tell her. I think 
it's looking a little bit good I tell her. Oh course he 
couldn't...officer on the other end...he couldn't... 

It looks like we have the full list of deceased and I 
don't see that name. It looks like we have the full list of 
deceased and I don't see that name. It looks like we have 
the full list of deceased and I don’t see that name. 

Don't see that name. Don't see that name. Don't see 
that name. Don't! See! YOUR KID? YEAH HE'S DEAD AND THEN 
THEY PUT ME ON TO SOME CAPTAIN OR SOMETHING. 

That the way it happened? That cold? I don't 
remember. Oh it was softer of course. It was softer but 
that's way it felt. Way I felt. 

If God answers hang up! Remember that! 

Who speaks for me? Hallmark? TV? Fuckin Navy 
Captains? (to audience) I speak for these kids cause I can 
do it. They're too...I don't know, sort of goofy wen 
they're they're not like, weak like 01d people, or staring 
off at something never was. I don't mean goofy exactly. I 
mean they don't remember anything afterwards. Every day you 
start over with them. Jesus H. Christ! what the hell you do 
under these circumstances? What the hell you do? (laughs) 


When their balls dangle from their nose some 
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congressman'll notice. These kids are spoiled work and 
Agent Orange did the spoiling 1I'11 tell you that...that and 
drugs. 

Shit! they're not even worth 300, not now. 

(factory light) We...both agree it is appropriate to 
dock me 300 for that spoiled piece. Mickey was on the radio 
with the other baseball kids and I forgot to watch the 
machine. Ninety-nine point nine per cent of the time it 
would have come out just beautiful. 

(snaps) So okay Ralph we agree on the 300! (hospital 
light replaces other slowly) 

Prick! There'd have to been ten thousand Christmas 
bonuses to make up for that. 

It should've been withdrawn. And yet he couldn't and I 
couldn't let him. And he wouldn't and I wouldn't let him. 
We got locked in. Fuckin men we was! Bad bad bad! 

Wedge started from there. He became Capital and me 
Labor. And let me tell you one thing, I never called him 
Boss after that without the acid pouring into my voice. 

That acid pouring into my voice. 

And a lousy week before all that shit he wanted me to 
buy him out and take the company. And we decided no, wife 
and I, too risky. We didn't have the family to fall back on 
like he had. 

oh how I wish...kick my ass for not taking the chance. 
Yeah. You're right, we probably be failing now, but I'll 
tell you one thing: (shouts) I'd go down fighting, not like 
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some whore of imports or something. Like the company, like 
the country. 

(His eyes follow someone entering.) Shouting? 

I didn't know. The other nuts complain? Okay, I'll lie 
down. (He does, on floor) Yeah your're right, doctor, 
something like that, bomb in psyche. (mocks) BOMB IN DUH 
BRAIN! (attempts long, rambling explosion sound) 
PENNSYLVANIA MAN HAS BOMB IN SHIT-FOR-BRAINS. I read it in 
the Snquirer-- for enquiring minds. 

Started with Mick's death, ended there too. (sits up 
suddenly, drapes arms over head as if to protect from blast) 
HIS ASSASINATION. 

Lot of other shit down in there too? If you say so, 


Doctor. I agree with you. 
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7) HOSPITAL waiting room. Dressed in warmup jacket but with 


shirt and tie. Windowlight. No MUSIC. 


I feel smaller, like all the angles come at me and 
pinch me in. Like I'm a window and they're smashing the 
house. 

Maybe it's the food here. It all tasted the same so 
sometimes I ate and sometimes I didn't and it was all the 
same to me I felt just the same. Everything's always the 
same. Shit! I could've told me that! (giggles) 

Where is she? Been here twenty times and now she's 
lost. And on Graduation Day. And no cards either...well I 
got a few get-wells after they hauled me in here. My 
friends at Hallmark never forget me. 

Hey who is she anyway? Stranger. Longer I was here 


more I forgot about her, and her and me. 
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Oh she'll do something piss me off and then I'll 
remember. Doctor said I must use her to comfort me and 
I know he's right on all this kind of shit but...I got to do 
it all myself. And yet I don't want to do anything at all. 
That's about the way I was when I come in here. Everything 
got weird and I had to say: that's coffee and that's a 
car... visitor to the planet. 

Hey! I see you sucking around the doorway, Mr. Grief! - 
Going home and yet still hallucinating? ‘that's all you want 
to know? Hey I shut up with the doctor and became a capon. 
That's the ultimate strategy for a man everywhere you go 
nowadays, so that's what you pretend, and then one day you 
turn around and those are feathers sticking out of your ass. 
Hey! So I'm STARK raving mad. 

Hey I made that joke because I thought the pain would 
let me. Why you not let me make that joke, Mr Grief? And 
who's your friend behind you? Huh? 

Don't worry. I know. Tell him to come in or don't: 
come in--it's all the same. Couldn't tell the psychiatrist 
about Mr. Grief. And you! You'd blow him fuckin away, Mr. 
Death, that you would. 

(two or three flashes of cemetery light) I am suposed 
to hate these other young men, the Iranians. Why should I 
want one of their young lives? I want all young lives 
preserved. The rest is fuckin evil! Hey we killed Chinese 
in Korea and then Nixon goes to China. walking over their 


bodies and ours. 


my 


Die for the system and the system dies. They take your 
life beCAUSE they're dying. Preserve Freedom my ass! 

I spoke to Chinese guy in Korea, demilitarized zone. 
We'd have these meetings after the war to straighten things 
out, return volley balls or something. He went to Yale with 
all the sons of stockbrokers. 

I remember the New Haven Green it was so lovely, the 
central space for socializing-- 

And there we two were socializing. 

Urban planning he says. I want to study urban planning 
at probably NYU, plan a whole new Chinese city. It's all 
jammed in how you say? too close. 

And the Russian kids in their dirty little war in 
Afganistan. They die and nobody wants to know nothing, 
officials--the dirty work of empire. Dirty work of empire 
is always the same--it hasn't changed. And they don't know 
what the fuck they're doing either. 

(to kitchen LIGHT) Yankees? They aint got a chance, 
believe me--you can't buy a pennant. You really can't buy 
anything. Come on now drain bottle. Mickey'd want us to. 
And watch out for the women. Don't get married for awhile. 
Go ahead and fool around but not all women are ehbree you 

| know. Don't get wrong idea from these sleazy bars in the 
Phillipines. I can't eat, drink anything. You see that 
raisin ple? Get any? 
(He carries chair to apron, and turns it around. Sits with 


arms resting on on back) 


yk 


And all that AIDS shit...just blows my mind. I mean we 


had jokes it'd fall off but... 
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8) HOSPITAL--some sort of rec room. He enters in pajamas, 
but with a carpenter's apron too. He carries assorted 


lumber which he drops. MUSIC--his song, upbeat. 


Encore huh? I heard you yelling at me earlier. Well 


I'm back to straighten out you smoked-brain fuckers. Didn't 


have enough time last time I visited. 


You like? (revolving) Hey I can't go round hospital 
issue like you guys, government issue with names stenciled 
like kids at camp. You got that right: dignity of age! 
{starts arranging lumber) 

For me to know and you to find out. (lies down, 
attempts to spread out inside arrangement) Elbow 
room-~-young person. 

Knew that'd get you clowns. You know a better way to 


measure what I'm measuring?...maybe only thing you really 
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get to own, your grave. (sits up) 

That's the thing about this coutry. It doesn't really 
belong to anybody. Mishmosh. Oh the rich and corporations 
they got a lot and can push buttons but... 

Anyway I'm doing it for another father. We got an 
international conspiracy of fathers. It was in Pravda 
originally and we copied it here, our TV. Father of kid 
killed in Afganistan couldn't get the town fathers [to] 


| 
i 
$ 
| 
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build a fence around his kid's grave--1 gues6 that's a 
custom there. 

Hey they just want to remember the great patriotic 
war!--big fuckin monuments everybody walks through like 
death--not any dinky shit in the dust and mud of asshole 
mountains with an enemy in rags. You know what I mean? 

What kind of fuckin class is that? It's even worse than 
Nam--where all you guys checked your brains. 

The Big War! Hey! now that was big time murder, and 
across the board! Across the board! 

No I'm not gonna build it here, this is just to get an 
idea. Im going there to build it. | 

Get what on the plane? You all here for brainwork? 
Listen! you can buy lumber there. It aint that backward you 
know. 

Won't let me? They won't even know till it's finished. 

Well that's a ten on the laugh meter. They might get 
it built before I get there? Who? Bureaucrats? 

Silent protest? Shit no I'11 talk too if anybody 


ey ye 


listens or if nobody listens. 1'11 say not one life is 
worth your shit! That's what I'11 tell them. Not one life 
is worth your shit! Simple fuckin message and 1'11 say it 
in the White House or the Congress just like I'm saying it 
..-here in Russia. (to moonlight) Mhhhh! Smell that 
earth! (sort of dancing)- 

And all that white, 

that lovely fence, 

those pickets... 

tearing the moonlight 

away so white 

and white and white, 

the moonlight away 

so white and. white away. 
(end dance, with dappled moonlight moving over him) 

Close your eyes 

smell the dampness, 

the flowers and grass 
(LIGHT becomes still, clear moonlight again) 


and you're everywhere. 


(qo to black; bring his song up; some hammering is heard) 


a 


A FACE IN THE NAMES 


Urgent rock music under BLACK 
FADE IN 
LONG SHOTS of Vietnam Veterans Monument in Washington. 


INTERCUT CU’S of various hands placing flowers, making 
rubbings--music gets more strident under these. 


DISSOLVE TO 

stock shot of WW 2 war bond rally or the like, people 
together. Linger on the clothes in grainy stills 
resembling hand-tinted photographs. 


cuT TO short sequence of victory parade, vigorous march 
music under until 


CUT TO bw jitterbuggers. They’re speeded up-- 
no music. 


GO TO BLACK. 
Rock returns, distorted and faster; vaguely recognizable 
individual singing voices from the era as 


STRAGGLY PEACE MARCH FADES IN. 


CUT TO : 
luscious red which fills the screen Camera backs away 
to see red car, man lovingly polishing. Backs further 
to see rowhouse street in Northeast Philadelphia. 


DISSOLVE TO 


1 INT large studio apartment, 50s in feeling. Veterans’ Day, 
November 11, 1986. Morning. 


FERN and GEORGIA drink coffee. Table contains some 
notebooks, jar of pencils, pens, markers, a photo album. 


They turn to MAC’S voice. MAC holds up ice cream 
carton at frig. 


MAC 
Mmmmmm, I thought, Butter Pecan! 
He’s like a kid. Just like a kid’d 
do. Put it back empty. I was dying 
for some. [I’m] not fat enough. 


(Some inappropriate or exaggerated 
gesture. ) 


MAC to table, sits. 
FERN 


Your father’s always alone here. 
Why put it back empty for himself? 


GEORGIA 
(hurried) Anyways, little early for 
ice-- 

MAC 


Maybe he had somebody from that . 
church committee up or something. 
(shakes notebooks, etc.) Witness 
this committee folderol. 


FERN 
Parable of the empty ice cream 
carton. Seek and ye shall find-- 
nothing. 


GEORGIA 

(to MAC) 
Your mother? When I knew her? "I 
got my mouth set for it!" she’d 
always say. 


FERN 
She set her mouth for about a 
million desserts. God rest it. 


GEORGIA 
They say they’re the best, the ones 
with nuts. The...uh...room the nuts 
take? Better than the crappy sugar 
and all. 


MAC (aside) 
And the greatest of these is 
clarity. 


FERN 
Big fat pecans’1l1 save your life. 
Is it worth it? 


MAC 
Yes and no, like everything else. 


| 


GEORGIA 
Hey you get sick of hearing about 
it. You can’t turn around. They 
think they got you up against a wall 
or something. I got news. I eat 
what I want. 


FERN 
Go get ‘em Georgia Baby! 


MAC 

I don’t need it anyway. That’s for 
sure. Well where’s Dad gone to? 
Let’s get this road on the show. 
They won’t hold up the ceremony for 
us. And it’s not a hop, skip, and 
jump down to Washington. AND... 
there just may be a stop, too. 


GEORGIA 
(to MAC re DAD) You know. 


Camera looks with them to bathroom door. 


FERN 
You’re the one who wants to eat and 
drink coffee anyway. We’d be pretty 
near Washington right now if-- 


MAC 
And I’m the one who usually wants to 
get going, hey Georgia? 


GEORGIA 
It’s your brother I knew,. Mac, not 
you. 


MAC gets up and wanders, picks things up, discards, 


jumpy. 


MAC 
So, anyway, I’m contradiction. 
Lots of go and sit on my ass. 
Life abounds in in in contradiction 
and irony. Abounds! 


GEORGIA 
Whatever you say, Mac. 


FERN 
Most of it’s predictable. Fashioned 
by the victim with great neurotic 
skill. 


restless, 


MAC 
At any rate, while the old man 
dandies himself up in there we-- 


GEORGIA 
It’s nice to see him pay 
attention to hisself. For anybody. 
It’s a way to-- 


MAC 
never get anywhere! 


FERN (sarcastic) 
There’s time...a lifetime. 


MAC is into some slapdash organizing of articles ina 


cabinet. 


MAC 
Speak for yourself. Better for me 
[to] try to hurry up a bit. 


GEORGIA 
You got older--I mean since I met 
you those few times with Jimny. 
Years ago now--no offense. 


MAC 
To me it’s been. 


FERN 
(who has heard it all before) 
Just...have to learn to cool out 
when it rages. 


MAC 
Easy for you to say, Fern m‘ love, 
but I’ve worn out. Going, going, 
gone. One day you’re walking around 
and...the next... 


FERN 
You’re on your knees. 


GEORGIA 
You feel that way sometimes. 


MAC 
That’s okay. It’s when you don’t 
feel anything else. 


ey 
Pov 


FERN 
It’s an infection. You catch it 
from other burnouts. Then you have 
conferences and workshops when you 
should’ve had guts. 


GEORGIA 
That’s the way [to] get around ‘en, 
huh? All these workshops for 
teachers. 


MAC 
I’m workshopped out for sure, but 
I’ve tried guts too. They can 
handle anything. Stonewall ‘em they 
go around. Butt against them they 
slide off like shit. 


GEORGIA 
You could retire, turn over a new 
lease. 

FERN 


Or something like that. (to MAC, 
who fumbles around with some 
bottles) Allow me? (in rising) 


FERN exchanges places with MAC--her neatening up routine 
calmer and more methodical. 


DISCRETIONARY ANGLES FOR REST OF SCENE UNLESS NOTED 
OTHERWISE. 


MAC 
Less than four years to go out that 
window! Leap out! Fly out! (He 
tries an awkward pantomime, rocking 
the chair.) 


GEORGIA 
Window? Why not now? Be my guest. 

MAC 
Retirement window. It’s an 
expression. 

GEORGIA 


(shrugs) I was thinking, like, 
suicide. What I don’t know’d fill a 
book. 


is 


: FERN 
That’s not much. 


MAC 
[And that’11] make twenty-five years 
at Terrence Allowell Middle School. 
Twenty-five! Staggering! 


FERN 
Don’t tell us about it. 


MAC 
Then I can reach the lower 
middle-class Valhalla: 
standing in line for government 
cheese under Ronnie’s Republican 
Socialism. 


FERN 
Just noblesse oblige in polyester. 


GEORGIA 
What’s good about that is the old 
farts can’t eat (gesturing to door) 
but just a little bit of the cheese, 
you know, so the middleaged kids 
visit, [and they] go home in the 
Cadillacs and Olds’s with most 
of it. 


MAC 
BMW children can’t get all the way 
home. Gets smeared all over their 
perpetually greedy mouths. You’d 
think they have the ‘couth to write 
thank-you notes to Ronald Reagan. 


FERN 
At the end of every pipeline a fat, 
wrong mouth. 


MAC 
(musing) I voted for that Cheese. 

FERN 
Ronald Roquefort. 

MAC 


I was neo-something then-- 
conservative I guess. What’s neo 
mean? Like? I’m always like 
something. 


FERN 
It means new which means old. 


GEORGIA 
What’s your whachacallit...? I 
never found out. 


MAC 
Nor did I. 

GEORGIA 
Fern? 

FERN 


(to MAC) Fool! His field is-- 


MAC 
Drug Enforcement. And it should 
include rubber dispensing. Should. 


GEORGIA 
Never mind. 

FERN 
You're right. Talking to him isn’t 
worth it. 

MAC 


It used to be. Even for me. Tragic. 


FERN 
Only when you know what’s going on. 


MAC 
Can’t even wring my hands anymore. 
One can’t stand the other. 


FERN 
‘Twas inevitable. His field’s 
history, Georgia. 


MAC 
Emphatically! And if not elsewhere, 
then there I do shine! 


DISSOLVE TO INT CLASSROOM. Energetic Mac lectures. POV 
over backs of students’ heads. BLACKBOARD: Emancipation 
Proclamation (smeary date.) 


Reverse POV and we see blank students, one sleeping. 


Reverse again as MAC slams book on lectern and student . 
wakes up in fright. Others laugh. 


CUT BACK TO APT. 
1 (CONT) 


GEORGIA 
After a while you always know, you 
know. That’s the trouble. 


MAC 
The clowns don’t run the circus. 
That’s really the trouble. 


GEORGIA 
I aint so sure about that. 
LOCAL GIRL WONDERS. 


FERN 
Ma’am? 


MAC 
Well this clowns doesn’t. This 
clown tumbles on cue. 


MAC slides off chair in half-hearted pratfall, gets up from 
floor to demonstrate: 


MAC (cont) 
Ass out of my seedy, schoolmaster pants. 


(GEORGIA laughs; FERN disgusted) 


GEORGIA 
I just signed on to go to Vietnam 
War Memorial and see Jimmy’s name. 
The stage show is a bonus. 


FERN 
You should’ve become a boozer, Mac. 
[It’s] the way they think. 
Self-pity lowered to an art. 


MAC 
Don’t know how I missed it, my sweet 
Fern. But I always said that art 
is-- 


GEORGIA 
Don’t teach. It makes me sad. 


MAC 
Me too. Sometimes. 


GEORGIA 
I can take a drink or leave it 
alone. (aside) Can almost say the 
same for men. 


MAC 
(re drinking) Drove through. 
Mostly. 


FERN 

Few stops. 

MAC 
I remember. 

FERN 
One separation back in there. 

GEORGIA 
Didn’t know. 

FERN 
Yeah, nearly a year. 

MAC 


[That was] for a lot of things. 


GEORGIA 
It usually is. 
FERN 
One prime one. 
MAC 


Wish Dad’d hurry. Getting deep out 
here. 


FERN 
A, uh, Mexican difficulty supplied 
the, excuse the expression, trigger. 


MAC 
You can’t boil anything down. 
Anything. You just can’t. That’s 


what I found out in all these odd 
years. And don’t I mean odd? 


FERN 
YOU can’t. 


GEORGIA 
What’s a Mexican difficulty? 


MAC 
I say yes to women in combat roles! 


GEORGIA 
I don’t think so, but thanks. I/’11 
let you know when we get stupid. 
What’s a Mex--? 


MAC 
Snipers! Wasting us, wasting each 
other. 


FERN 
You only hurt-- 
MAC 
the hurt you love. 
GEORGIA 


When I’m with husband, wife...they 
throw it back and forth--(shrugs, 
shakes head). 


FERN 
We better or worse? 
GEORGIA 
‘Bout the same. 
FERN 
Marriage toughens people up. 
MAC 
What doesn’t strengthen me kills me. 
FERN 
You got that right. 
| MAC 


World War Two never officially 
ended. No real peace treaty. Let’s 
@rink to it. 
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GEORGIA 
To the war or--? 

FERN 
Any unfinished business. 

MAC 
Pregnant! 

GEORGIA 


Let’s hope not. (aside) 
Spanish fly I heard but Mex-? 


FERN 
Just a bad episode in our mar-- 

MAC 
Wheels within wheels. 

FERN 
Bores within bores. 

GEORGIA 
You lost me. 

MAC 


Stay there. You’re better off. 


FERN 
Somebody stirred the wrong pot, a 
spicy one. 


GEORGIA 
You found me. 

MAC 
Fern! 

GEORGIA 
Say no more. 

FERN 


Georgia’s practically family. 


Why fart around with secrets? Deep, 


Geeeeeeep and dark! 


MAC 
Forget it! Well maybe one more. 
Another one. 


FERN 
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The Mystery Man. 


GEORGIA 
I didn’t know he had it in hin. 


FERN 
He didn’t either. It may have 
been his finest hour. 


MAC 
The woman’s way: 
FERN 
And what might that be? 
MAC (CONT) 


admire what you condemn. 
Devastating. Devastating weapon. 


GEORGIA 
We gotta have something. 

FERN 
Anyway, it died soon after. 

MAC 
That was murder. 

FERN 


We do what we have to do, no matter 
how much it hurts. 


MAC 
Do tell? 


GEORGIA 
That’s war too, family war, lover 
war. So what’s the big deal? 


MAC 
Later. And you’11 both agree it IS a 
big deal. 


FERN 
How priggish his replies are! 


MAC 
At any rate, The old war’s quaint, 
the real one. Old Deuce I mean. 
It’s a black and white movie and 
even though the guys move at the 
right speed it’s-- 
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FERN 
The quaint gassing of Jews. 

GEORGIA 
Why don’t we change the 
subjects? 

MAC 


Even the cold war...that’s...it’s 
got that old look. 


FERN 
Easier to forget we fried our own 
two then. One a mother. 


GEORGIA 
I wasn’t paying attention, I guess. 


FERN (cont) 
Living color would have 
prevented that. Sorry, Georgia, I 
keep tuning up the racist kind of 
notes. 


GEORGIA 
Hey! Be my guest. Some of my best 
friends belong to a race, or are 
planning to join one after the first 
of the year. You know, like a diet. 
You-- 


MAC 
never leave the obvious unsaid. 
TV influence. 


GEORGIA 
You should know. 


FERN 
Everybody knows. That’s why 
nothing can get done. 


GEORGIA 
If you say so, Fern. 


MAC 
Color in Korea but muddy, grainy. 


FERN 
(softly) The visual bore, a new 
stunning, technological variety. 
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Has studied the medium. Bound to 
win on DATING GAME if the other two 
gentlemen drop dead. 


GEORGIA 
It was the whatchacallits back 
there, in Korea I mean, rice 
paddles. 


MAC 
Whatever you say, Georgia. 


FERN 
But if you watch too long they 
won’t let you watch anymore. 


MAC 
Huh! More you watch less you 
know. But Nam brought it home. 
Dian’t it? Whammo! You could smell 
the fear. 


GEORGIA 
Yeah, like Monday Night Football. 


FERN 
Just don’t be a Jew. Or a black. 


GEORGIA 
Live and let live. Anyways I 
flunked that history that you’re so 
fond of, Mac. They never gave us 
t-shirts [the] way they do now. 


MAC 
We try everything. 


FERN 
We all do. When you don’t get a 
black eye it’s a triumph. 


MAC 
I was only beat up the once. 


FERN 
Oh? Why haven’t you told me about 
it?--more than a thousand times that 
is. 


MAC 
Closer to fifty-eight thousand--a 
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little inside joke you’11l both get 
later. 


GEORGIA 
Oh? Another one? Just a gag a 
minute ’round here. 


MAC 
What was that old show? "I’ve got a 
secret." 

FERN 
I doubt that. 

MAC 


You aint seen nothing yet! 


FERN 
I’m intrigued. At least I think 
that’s what this is. 


; MAC 
In a pitch dark hallway after a 
dance (muses) the moons of balloons, 
the heat in the gym like Bataan. 


(b) DISSOLVE TO MAC from rear walking through dance 
described, teens locked into slow number. Camera 
follows him into locker room, but when he turns corner 
he’s out of frame. Sounds of his being slammed into 
locker, and repeatedly struck. 


1 (CONT ) CUT TO CU GEORGIA 
GEORGIA 
(soundlessly mouth forms) Bataan? 


BEATING SOUNDS STILL IN BG, slowly fade under MAC’S words. 


MAC 
Like I said it was pitch dark--all 
hammering and snorting. Couldn’t 
even tell his race, but I hurt the 
hell out of his fists. 


FERN 
The way people pronounce motherfu-- 


GEORGIA 
You are bad, Fern! 


FERN (CONT) 
says a lot about then. 
Especially nuns. 


MAC 
He didn’t pronounce anything. 
FERN 
I read that in Emily Post once. 
GEORGIA 
She never came out of the rain. 
MAC 
Fern or Emily Post? 
GEORGIA 
Fern looks dry to me. 
MAC 
Alas. 
FERN 


What’s the hell’s that supposed to 
mean? 


MAC 
What a great phrase! Fern!-- 
Georgia too! 


GEORGIA 
Thanks. 


MAC 
Why it’s the greatest question of 
our time! What’s anything supposed 
to mean! Not what DOES it mean 
but--? 


GEORGIA 
We hear you! We hear you! 

MAC 
Supposed to. 

FERN 


The teacher teaches till the last 
classroom dog dies. 


GEORGIA 
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Camera travels 


CUT TO GEORGIA 


It’s too much for me. Tell me once 
or forget it. 


MAC 
I’1l remember that. I will. Truly. 
Promise. I really do promise. 


FERN 
Tiresome. Tedious. Titless. 


MAC 
Not as I get older. A training bra 
wouldn’t be amiss. The final 
feminization of the middle aged man 
in our time: he grows tits. 


FERN 
Useless, appropriately enough. 


GEORGIA 
(re Father) I think he’s singing in 
there. 


to door, lingers until GEORGIA does Mae West. 


FERN 
That’s what happens when you 
forsake sex for television. 


GEORGIA 
I aint ready yet...but I wouldn’t 
mind the whatchacallit, free cheese. 


MAC 
He got a snappy cheddar once. 


who has risen into bumps and grinds. 


GEORGIA 
(a la Mae West) Just how did it... 
uh...snap? 


MAC 
(circus barker) The incomparable 
Mae West! 
FERN 


Might as well get a laugh out of it. 


GEORGIA 
Why not? 
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MAC 
Laughter’s the name of a station on 
the way to--what? Tragic Mess? 


FERN 
More like the one after. 


GEORGIA 
So what’s the choice then? 
Fuck it. Oh excuse me. 


MAC 
Apt language needs no excuse. 


FERN 
Maybe not, but a fuck’s out of place 
in this house. 


MAC 
I should hope. What would mother 
say? 


FERN 
Less than usual--being dead as 
usual. 


MAC 
You never know. 


GEORGIA 
I have a little hunch the senior 
citizen in there wouldn’t object. 


MAC 
He’d have to tie a string to it to 
find it. 


GEORGIA 
I bet he would though. Find it. 


FERN 
I refuse to participate in 
speculation quite THIS boring. 


GEORGIA 
...-out of place? How can you get 
one out of place? 


FERN 
In lots of houses really. 


MAC 
Stop hinting. It’s not impotence, 
it’s exhaustion. Deeper today. 
Deepened today. Ex-hausssss-tion. 


GEORGIA 
Never your brother’s problem. 


MAC 
No, he was an enthusiast. 
Unburdened by deep thoughts. 


GEORGIA 
Lot smarter than you think. 


. FERN 
Very. Too smart to bother with 
alleged deep thoughts. Man of 
instinct in a world of wimpy 
schemers. 


MAC 
Yeah? Well, what’d it get him? 
Jimmy? Name on that black wall 
we're going to. Wasted in Nam. 
Well what the hell! He’d be fat and 
forty now. With a rumbling belly... 


GEORGIA 
(burps exaggeratively) 


MAC 
(CONT) Popping Tums. Jesus Christ 
when you think of it! 


GEORGIA 
Yeah? And where’s your name? Or 
mine? On what wall? 


MAC 
A point. Maybe it was worth it 
after all. Fame. Fuckin fame! 


FERN 
Thank God I don’t have any children 
to lose, so fat old men could grow 
maudlin afterwards while shoveling 
in New York Cuts and sucking up 
champagne. 
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MAC 
We'd go to the wall for that. | 
FERN 
Hah hah. 
GEORGIA 
Shit! I’m forty too. I mean also. 
Almost. 
MAC 


He thought Vietnam was a cause. 
Jimmy. Or he didn’t care. He 
wasn’t one of those against the war, 
tortured by the ambiguities or-- 


FERN 
A cause my ass! How about Georgia 
here? Isn’t she a cause? 


GEORGIA bows. 


FERN (CONT) 
How about the babies they might’ve 
had? Stupid asshole male word. 


MAC 
I didn’t make the dictionary. I’m 
not Webster Johnson. 


, GEORGIA 
I don’t know about that. I mean, 
like, babies I-- 


FERN 
You were planning to get mar-- 


GEORGIA 
I would’ve got Jimmy for some more. 
That’s all. You could never think 
about nothing lasting with hin. 
It wasn’t his way. 


MAC 
Whatever. 


FERN 
The teacher determines that the 
subject is barren. 


MAC 


No, it’s Jimmy. Just J-- 


FERN 
And we fire blanks, poor us, 
while...wanting something he had-- 


MAC 
I guess. 


FERN (CONT) 
and yet he was some kind of moral 
idiot. 


MAC 
Fern! 

FERN 
All I remember. 

GEORGIA 


Different is all. Moral, schmoral. 
(shrugs ) 


FERN 
Whichever foggy memory. We must, at 
any rate, go look at his name on a 
stupid wall. Heroes on the mall or 
below the mall or whatever. And 
there’s naturally controversy so 
they put up a statue too, believe it 
or not. Some found the wall too 
flatly blackly awful. 


MAC 
You don’t have to go. You or 
Georgia. I/’11 just go with Pop 
and-- 


GEORGIA 
I’1l go along with it if we can get 
going! 


FERN (to MAC) 
Why don’t you just move that other 
ball of fire along? 


MAC 
Hey give the old guy a break. He 
doesn’t want the hair from his ears 
to flare in the sunlight. "Look at 
the old fart!" they’d say. Listen, 
you can hear the clip-clip in there. 
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FERN 
You can. 


GEORGIA 
(fiddling with knobs on radio) 
It supposed to be one of those days, 
partly sunny, partly cloudy...I 
don’t know. You listen to that 
maniac in the morning? The Squirrel 
Cage? "Hey man! Hey ma’am! Roll 
your buns out and show em to a 
gor-gor-GORGEOUS morning! Catch a 
wave in that there ole water bed, 
and right over your sweet sweet 
sweet cuh-uh-uhm-puh-LETELY sweet 
one!" Kills me! 


MAC 
Too many maniacs have come and gone, 
some even on FM. 


GEORGIA 
Well this one’s crazy altogether. 
I’m in a contest to win a date with 
hin. 


FERN 
Into each life some silly fun must 
rise. It’s critical. 


MAC 
He may well prove to be the sleazy 
diarrhea mouth of your dreams. 


GEORGIA 
Something like that. 


MAC 
We live in cheap times. I was for 
all the freedom but it came out 
ninety percent sleaze. Ninety-nine. 


FERN 
You never even heard the guy. 


MAC 
I don’t have to. The air is full of 
bullshit. You just have to listen. 


GEORGIA 
I’m listening. 
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MAC 
Or just walk around. It even enters 
your pores. They’d use their 
mothers. 


GEORGIA 
Finals are wet t-shirt. 


FERN 
It’s a lock. 


FADE OUT 


(d) FADE IN INT BAR. GEORGIA in wet t-shirt and sultry gaze 
walks directly into camera which ultimately tilts in 
fuzziness before FADE OUT. 


(CONT ) FADE IN on transfixed MAC, since it was 
his daydream 


MAC 
I’d...be glad to support you. 


FERN 
But you’re afraid to knock on a 
door. Spreading Romeos have a 
narrow courage channel. Excuse the 
flaccid attempt at language. 


GEORGIA 
Keep talking. I don’t hear it much. 
Even if it’s bad it’s good. 


MAC 
No it’s not. Uh uh. (Knocks) Dad, 
we really should get moving. Might 
be crowds much later on you know. 
(turning around) They’re going to 
have a flag with more than 
fifty-eight thousand roses, Georgia! 


GEORGIA 
. Fifty--? 


MAC 
One for each. 


FERN 


How fair. We truly ARE equal in 
death. 


GEORGIA 
Lot of good guys lost. 

“MAC 
Would you rather be a communist? 

GEORGIA 
I don’t give a shit. 

MAC 


The failure of education rears its 
ugly head once more. 


GEORGIA 
Ugly? I don’t think I like that. 


FERN 
Don’t you see your life’d be 
terrible, Georgia? It’d be just the 
same. 


GEORGIA 
So what else is new? 


FERN 
Rich getting richer equals blood in 
the streets. White men never learn. 
Anywhere. Anytime. 


MAC 
Fern dropped Political Science. 
A Republican was mentioned in the 
textbook. 


GEORGIA 
I don’t know about all that. But 


there’s one rose for Jimmy. One for — 


Jimmy. (half sob) 


FERN 
Mama, pin on rose on this country, 
let it rot and rot there till the 
stink is unbearable. . 


GEORGIA 
Who cares ‘bout...all that shit? 
Jimmy is all. 


MAC 
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(to FERN) Try a little less hard. 
It’s a mistake to rely completely on 
hatred in the personal or the larger 
life, generally speaking. 


FERN 
How else? Sorry if we get too-- 


GEORGIA 
Sure. Hey! Even with lovebirds it 
aint always singing all the time. 


MAC 
(mutters) Tell me about it. 


FERN 
At any rate, getting back to this 
rock of fundamental values, ‘twas 
nary a sound from the inner sanctum. 
But a communication nonetheless 
between father and son through heavy 
mahogany. 


MAC 
He’s coming. 


FERN 
Every family has its quiet madness. 


MAC 
Every once in a while you get to 
hear it--but you must listen. 


GEORGIA 
It’s better believe me. [In] mine 
they’re always screaming. 


FERN 
There was never screaming here. 
Uh uh. : 
MAC 


Where the door’d hold it in, not 
like the cardboard excuses for doors 
in our so-called unit. 


FERN 
Secrets are the big deal here, of 
course. Hide the little things, 
hide the big things. Who’s queer. 
Who took the last brownie. 
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MAC 

I got the last brownie so I guess 
that lets me off the other hook. 
Yeah, in our place you’re caught 
every time. Radar, sonar. I can 
see that brownie up on a screen like 
a geometry example or something. 
Blow job be at least a hologram. 


GEORGIA 
What’s a blow job? 


MAC 
Unit! Shit! Sounds vaguely Soviet. 
Our Germantown unit! 


GEORGIA 
Old hippies never die. They just 
move to Germantown. 


FERN 
What do you mean VAGUELY 
Soviet, Mac? 


GEORGIA 
We are living in the U. S. of 
A.--last time I looked. But I 
haven’t seen your unit of course. 


MAC 
You don’t know what you’re missing. 


FERN 
So...we’re saving our money to 
build. And we will insist on doors 
too. Pay the extra. It’s worth it. 


MAC 
Another fiction. They keep raising 
the prices. While they’re fuckin 
you good in the land of the free, 
they keep asking each other,"How can : 
we fuck him more?" 


GEORGIA 
Yeah, THEY have conferences. 


FERN 
What do you expect? Got to keep 
niggers and women and teachers in 
their place. The system works. 


GEORGIA 
Not to mention route salespersons. 
I get an increase sheet every few 
months it seems like. It’s getting 
so that even in the mom and pop 
stores I gotta let pop put his hand 
on my ass when I’m stocking the 
rack. 


MAC 

It knows its place. 

FERN 
Where’s mom? 

FAST PAN to befuddled MAC 

MAC 
What!? 

FERN 


[She’s] not keeping up with the 
times. 


MAC 
Right! Uh, lucky pop! Oooops, too 
loud. The old dandy’11 think we 
mean him. 


GEORGIA 
Maybe we do, in a way. 


FERN 
(to MAC) Almost got caught, didn’t 
you? 


MAC 
Not for your reasons unfortunately. 


GEORGIA 
Got a special on Dandy Cakes if 
you’re interested.. 


FERN 
Mac’s always interested. Beginning 
with food. 


MAC 
I’m not dead yet. 
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(e) 


28 


GEORGIA 
(CONT) And a deal on a batting 
helmet with the Dandy cakes 
whatchacallit --thinger, 
label-like...? 


MAC 
Logo. 
. FERN 
Just brain dead. 
GEORGIA 


(distant) A vegetable might be 
interesting. "SEX WITH A 
VEGETABLE-- a Star exclusive!" 


FERN 
How about a couch potato? Take him 
off my hands? Send a future draft 
choice. Anything that doesn’t 
whine. Dandy, randy, you name it. 


GEORGIA 
You could have had my Phillie 
baseball player before he dumped me. 
Oooooops, he’s hurt. 


MAC 
No! Hemingway-Macho-boy--that’s me. 
Shoulder to shoulder with Rambo, 
breaking up fights in the cafeteria, | 
submitting a flawless photocopied 
report. All guts and a yard wide. 


FERN 
At least. 


CUT TO EXT SCENE OUTSIDE SCHOOL BUS, SNOWING. Mac, with 
clipboard, is pulling kids off bus labeled TO MUSEUM to 
check their names. A young black woman with a sort of 
spiky hair style assists him. She has an ID suspended 
from a neck chain. 


There are about a dozen black boys, all dressed in puffy 


parkas. 


They won’t cooperate, so MAC and the woman pass some 


between them roughly. One takes a swing at the back of MAC’S 
head, misses, and ends up sort of turtling on the snow. 

The woman tries to pick him up and he resists. She tugs 
fiercely until exhaustion. 
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At the end we see MAC and woman head on, both played out. 


REVERSE POV to see bus departing, a banner flaps on its rear 
but we can’t read it, until camera catches up to bus. 


The banner reads: EXCELLENCE! 
FADE OUT 
(CONT) FADE IN APT 


MAC 
Wouldn’t even know how to complain. 
’a need to take lessons no kidding. 


FERN 
Not any more, king-oh-SAH-bee. 


MAC 
Girl’s college somewhere--that’s 
where the major’d be. 


FERN 
Hostile bastards of the world unite. 
You’ve nothing to lose but--aw hell, 
you’ve already lost. 


MAC 
We just wait, then grab a little 
back, grab a little back. Little 
more. Then before you know it-- 


GEORGIA 
I never got past high school. You 
know the principle that’s enough. 


MAC 

You got that right. 

GEORGIA 
I mean the basic crap. 

FERN 
Let’s just knock off the male-female 
stuff. 

MAC 


Hadn’t noticed. 


FERN 


We’re hysterical and you guys keep a 
stiff upper chin: that’1l settle it. 


MAC 
Sometimes I fall quite in love with 
your nastiness. Still-- 


FERN bows to MAC. 


MAC (CONT) 
there’s a surprise in it even after 
all this time. You like surprises, 
too, don’t you, Fern? 


FERN 
No. Yes. Rapturously. They make 
me gag. 


MAC 
Your attitudes recall so much. And 
that so-much in turn-- 


GEORGIA 
Everything reminds him of something 
else. How does he do it? 


MAC 
Thinking. S‘called thinking. 
I think. 


FERN 
The macho stuff is charming when 
it’s harmless, in situations when it 
doesn’t count. But when the chips 
are down there has to be some some 
central you. 


MAC 
I’m hoping for something. Cause the 
chips they is honest~-to-God down! 


FERN 
Oh? 


GEORGIA 
That wakes me up. What bullshit 
haven’t you told us, Mac? 


MAC 
Forget it for now. 
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FERN 
Forever. 


MAC 
At any rate, inside every hard- 
blooded man there’s an absolute 
sweetie. Am I correct? 


GEORGIA 
Then how come I meet the absolute 
pricks? Excuse again. LOSERS WRECK 
GIRL’S LIFE. A Mirror Exclusive. 


FERN 
Don’t be a lady here. It’s not 
becoming. 
MAC 


Anyway, Georgia, you haven’t looked 
inside me yet. 


GEORGIA 
Thanks but no thanks. 


FERN 
Mac, you’re fat and stink of 
middle-aged desperation. So knock 
off the mawkish flirting. 


GEORGIA 
It’s okay. 

FERN 
Uh uh. 

MAC 


What else can I do? I’m driven. 


FERN 
You haven’t been driven to 
anything except butter pecan ice 
cream in at least two years. 


GEORGIA 
Hey, you can turn into that stuff. 


MAC 
Then I’11 devour myself. 


FERN 


Well, don’t flirt first. People 
want to keep their food down. 


GEORGIA 
If you ate yourself your mouth’d 
have to be left, so you can’t. If 
you think about it you can’t do it. 


MAC 
(incredulous) How about them 
Phillies! 


GEORGIA 
Don’t remind me! Ballplayers should 
never be married. It oughta be 
against the law. 


MAC 
Does it stop you? 

GEORGIA 
No, but sometimes you think 
about it. 

FERN 


A little guilt, a little seasoning. 


GEORGIA 
I wouldn’t mind the guilt if I 
didn’t worry about it. 


MAC 
That’s Catholic. 

GEORGIA 
I don’t know what it is. 

FERN 
It’s Georgia 

GEORGIA 


(wistful) Georgia here, Georgia, 
there, everywhere everywhere 
Georgia. 


FERN 
There may be something in that. 


MAC 
I don’t follow. 
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FERN 
That’s not like you. 
MAC 
One mistake I made! Jesus Christ! 
GEORGIA 
You must be a saint. 
MAC 


I have painted the basement stairs! 
I have even tarred, though not 
feathered, the roof. How much 
penance is penance? 


FERN 
That depends on your transgressions, 
not just the times you’re caught. 


MAC 
You’re not interested in the whole 
picture anyway, just the part you 
can squeeze and squeeze the ball on. 


FERN 
(re his handyman bit) People who 
don’t do much make a great, smashing 
show when they do anything at all. 


MAC 
Drama! It’s the best we can do just 
running on one ball. 


FERN 
How painful for you. 


GEORGIA 
Stop complaining. You got one left. 
(laughs) 


MAC 
verified. Got in the way last time 
I fished for the soap. 


GEORGIA 
Huh! Men are lucky. 


FERN 
You take your romance where you can 
get it I guess. 
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GEORGIA 
One of those freakin Phillies and he 
was married? 


(f) CUT TO perky GEORGIA chasing a baseball player 
up a runway. 


We hear only the huge buzz from inside the stadium. He 
turns around to wait for her, gives her a perfunctory 
hug. When she tries a warmer embrace he pushes her off. 
She manages to cling and implore him. He spits out a 
few words, spins around and runs up the ramp. 


1 (CONT) DISSOLVE TO XCU crying GEORGIA 


GEORGIA 
(CONT) I poured my whole stupid 
heart out, you know? He says at the 
end: "Take two and hit to right." 
Stinking little-- 


MAC 
You gotta compete with cute little 
stews forget it. — 


GEORGIA 
I have, believe me. The prick! 


FERN 
At any rate, it’s good to have 
something in mind when you negotiate 
about the grimy basement stairs. 


MAC 
Nobody sees them. 
FERN 
Just you. Just me. 
GEORGIA 


I’11 look! [I1’11] come over some 
Sunday while you’re watching the 
Eagles. Fern and I can exchange 
Bloody Mary recipes. What color’d 
you make them? 


MAC 
What was on sale? 
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GEORGIA 
What was that? 


MAC 
I can’t remember. We buy everything 
on sale. There’s nothing to 
contrast it against. 


(sniffs) Do I sense the magnum Ola 
Spice douse? That’s pretty much the 
last step in a series of about a 
hundred, right? That means the 
moment is right. 


FERN 

Or ripe. 

GEORGIA 
To blow this stupid old place. 

MAC 
Bug out like a big-assed bird-- 

FERN 
Haven’t heard that for a century at 
least. 

MAC 


(CONT) (broadcaster’s voice) 

for the famous or infamous monument 
in our nation’s capital! The names 
of the war dead on the black wall, 
covered with a flag made of, 

count ’em!--58,000 roses! 


(his own voice) After a very very 
interesting and most intriguing 
stop--fortunately or unfortunately. 


GEORGIA 
I thought we were--? 


FERN 
Driving straight to the monument? 
We'd better be. 


MAC 
Since you’re already sitting down-— 


GEORGIA 
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We picking up the president first? 
At the White House? Poop! I 
could’ve worn my new red frock. 


MAC 
Mom e 
FERN 
Uh huh. 
MAC 
Mother! 
GEORGIA 


"Sweetly remembered." [A] card. 
"From her loving son and 
daughter-in-law." Or one of those 
little ads in the paper? Little 
angels and whatchacallits, wreaths: 
"Departed this world on--" 


MAC 
Have to pick her up, believe 
it or not. 

FERN 


Yeah. Sure. We’1l throw her ashes 
against the wall. 


GEORGIA 
Right! Great whatchcallit? 
Symbolism. Where’s whochacallit? 
Walter Cronkite when you need hin. 


MAC 
For better or for worse, only way to 
say it is to say it. 


FERN 
Do tell? 


MAC 
She’s, uh, ALIVE. Mom is. 


GEORGIA 
Of course she is. How dumb of us 
not to know. 


FERN 
As the judge said, "Bullshit, next 
case." 


MAC 
No. Seriously. 


GEORGIA 
Now I know you’re kidding, [if] you 
can even get that word into your 
mouth. 


MAC 
I’m not always fooling around. Can 
get as grim as life itself. As 
right now. 


GEORGIA 
Don’t. Just keep making jokes, even 
lame freakin ones. 


FERN 
Just cut it out, Mac! This is stupid 
stupid stupid. Don’t always keep 
straining to come up with perverse 
gags. Think of your blood pressure. 


MAC 
Dad called me into the bedroom when 
we came, threw Georgia out. 


GEORGIA 
Too bad. I was only in there a 
couple of minutes but he was 
beginning to talk a good game. 
Old man’s tease--you don’t pay no 
attention. I can always tell when 
there’s something behind that stuff. 


It’s sad. (musing) All these guys 
thinking they’re all cool. 


MAC 
That’s your intellectuality-- forged 
in flirting. 


GEORGIA 
If you say so. 


. FERN 
He’1l say anything. Tell me it’s an 
ja@iot lie about Mom. Shit, listen 
to me! I know it’s-- 


GEORGIA 
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Now don’t get shook up Fern. You’re 
my whatchacallit, rock. 


MAC 
Since then [I’ve been] deciphering 
what you two’ve been saying, like 
through a filter, and all the while 
trying to think of a way [to] tell-- 


GEORGIA 
We don’t talk in no code. Maybe 
you do. 


MAC 
I said it as clearly as I could. 
Mother did not die. She is actually 
alive. You must have questions. 


FERN 
Uh huh? Yup. Sure! This is too 
SICK even for you, Mac. 
You might get the butterfly net 
before your burnout. 


MAC 
(to FERN) Evidently not for him. 
Pop. Sick enough that is. She’s at 
Bide a Bit. He put her in there for 
diet pill addiction. 


FERN 
I’ve seen the ashes, anyway the urn, 
you asshole! I’m not listening! 


GEORGIA 
Be a man, Fern. Listen to the 
latest load of shit. Try some. 
You’11 like it. 


MAC 
He...bought...pretended. And then 
he...couldn’t see...way out. 
And she evidently decided to go 
along--in her lucid moments. 


GEORGIA 
And the farmer took another load 
away. I had an uncle always said 
that. He shook all over when he 
said it. But that was cause he had 
gotten sick. Not, uh, because, 
uh... 
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MAC 
Whatever, what fuckin ever! 

GEORGIA 
(CONT) I mean not the whatchacallit, 
subject. 

MAC 


Even for this crowd you’re rattling. 


FERN 
Uh huh, Mac. If it were true you’d 
be doing the rubber wall routine 
while tearing out your hair. So 
knock it off. You had your fun. 


MAC 
You’d better knock it off to save 
time. I’m serious. I am serious. 
I gave you the fact. 


GEORGIA 
Just the fact, Ma’am. 


FERN 
Let’s just get Pop and go-oh! 


MAC 
That won’t change anything. Mother 
is alive! Mother...is...alive! 
No shit! Doesn’t it just blow you 
fuckin away? 


GEORGIA 
You’re not kidding. He’s not 
kidding, Fern. Is he kidding? 
Fern? 


MAC 
Unfortunately, or fortunately, no. 
And it’s making me sick to my 
stomach, the whole thing. 


GEORGIA 
Got some Malox in my purse. 


FERN 
[It’s making] YOU sick? Even as a 
joke it’s double-ugly. I knew you 
were a crazy fuckin tribe but-- 
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GEORGIA 
He IS kidding. Good! And now he’s 
stuck with it and won’t let go. 
Once you start lying it’s murder. 
Ask an expert. 


MAC 
Way he explained it, Pop, she she 
she had this spell and he panicked, 
you know? And he ran out and 
telegraphed us on vacation. Mexico. 
Cause he thought she was dead. 


GEORGIA 
Uh huh. Keep it going. 
My favorite men were liars. Geez... 


FERN 
You could tell because their lips 
moved. 

GEORGIA 
(CONT) think about that for a 
minute. 

MAC 


Uh, we, of course, got the message a 
week and a half late in Mexico or we 
didn’t look at it if it was 
delivered before that. Things were 
a mess you may recall. Sus- 
suspended animation. 


GEORGIA 
MESS IN MEXICO STIRS POT--New York 
Post. ZOMBIES WATCH. 


FERN 
Shush for just a minute, Georgia. 
We have our own little tabloid here. 
I want to get to the bottom of this 
particular pot. It’s not dear dead 
decaying old mom, but it’s 
something. I know it’s something. 
Something else. Probably just an 
depraved excuse for some even sicker 
shit. 


GEORGIA 
I’1l go get my shovel. 
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FERN 
[To] get our attention like a little 
kid. Like Pop with his empty ice 
cream carton. 


MAC 
Don’t I wish? 


GEORGIA 
(giggles) WEIRD TEACH SLICES 
BALONEY ON MOM’S DEATH. No, they’d 
say exit or something, The Post 
would, not The Globe. I’m sorry, 
Fern, kinda slipped out. 1/11 
behave, but it’s hard to behave when 
you’re, like, down into somebody’s 
grim shit or somebody’s pulling your 
leg and you don’t know which, you 
know? Shit! [This is] getting me 
all excited! Shows you where my 
life’s been. Bore-town. 


MAC 
When--since I trust you want to 
listen to more of this, Fern--he got 
back to the house, uh, he had called 
the undertaker who called the cops 
for some reason. 


(g) CUT TO old woman fighting as described below--Except we 
don’t see FATHER. HE IS NEVER SEEN! Scene is silent 
with the three voices over. 


MAC (CONT) 
She she she was anyway raving at 
them all by then, and kicked and 
even gouged a couple of cops I’m 
given to understand, and well-- 


FERN 
Sure. They tried to impound her 
Godiva Chocolates. 


MAC 
Go ahead. Keep sticking up your 
little screens! 


FERN 
As long as you hold on to your 
big one. 


GEORGIA 
You go ahead, Mac. I’m waiting. 
This is gonna be my favorite soap 
opera from now on. 


AT THIS POINT COPS ARE DRAGGING MOM OFF. 


MAC 
He had her committed. 
Some doctor he went to high 
school with. 


DISSOLVE TO CU FERN 
1 (CONT) 


FERN 
That I WOULD believe. In another 
context that is. An old boy network 
to ease the wives out. 


GEORGIA 
It’s been effective. You should 
hear the phonecalls I get after they 
salt ‘em away. 


FERN 
I don’t believe a lying word. 
GEORGIA 
(pretended) I’m hurt. 
MAC 


As you wish. So-o, she was cremated 
or wasn’t cremated in that delay 
time, before we got or looked at the 
news sent to us in Mexico. Therefore 
we missed or didn’t miss the 
funeral, depending on the version 
you prefer. 


Maybe there’s no difference. 


GEORGIA 
Well that much is nice. I mean if 
you didn’t miss, uh, anything 
anyways, uh--what’s that mean? What 
I just SAID, I mean? You guys 
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notice if I’m speaking English or 
not? Let me know, okay? 


FERN 
I’m slapping myself. Gotta wake up. 
Don’t listen anymore, Georgia. He’s 
finally lost it. All that burnout 
talk wasn’t kidding. Gone. 


MAC 
That wasn’t and THIS isn’t! Now 
goddammit it’s the truth and let’s 
deal with it! 


FERN 
Good Jesus! I don’t-- If you’re 
not kidding I-- 

MAC 


You’re getting there, Fern. 

Now just hold onto things! Don’t 
want to lose you. I don’t think I 
can handle everything all by myself 
today. We were just going to go 
down to the monument in Washington 
when we walked into this house. 


GEORGIA 
[That was] my dumb understanding. 


MAC 
That alone’d take the starch from 
your legs, without this. 


FERN 
(attempts to choke him; he evades) 
Lose me? You’1ll be the one lost. 
[I’1l1] choke you and your imbecile 
father too if-- And I’m not fuckin 
kidding! 


MAC 
He, uh, said that since we had our 
own troubles when we got back from 
Mexico, that he thought that--uh, 
more convenient to-- 


GEORGIA 
I’m getting an awful feeling about 
all of this. Pukey even. 


FERN 


Oh yes! Leave her dead in our 
MINDS. There’s a sort of, kind of, 
logic. Let’s call it that. Logic. 


Just so we have some kind, kind of 
word. We need a word, that’s all. 
It’s all bullshit anyway but if we 
get the right word we’ll get an 
insight into the depravity. Maybe 
into the bullshit too. Or the vile 
bullshitter. 


Too bad it’s not worth it. Anyway 
anyway anyway! [if] we get that, 
that word, we’ll...we can take a 
step. 


Step! Logic! Perverted, but we can 
call it that for convenience. 
Sometimes it’s just getting the 
right WORD. Straighten out your 
whole life if-- 


MAC 
He visited her last week and just 
let it drop we’re going to 
Washington to see Jimmy’s name on 
Vietnam Veterans’ Wall and she flew 
into a fit. He had to promise to-- 


GEORGIA 
I think I remember she liked roses. 


FERN 
Cut it out! Don’t play into his 
slimy hands. 


GEORGIA 
I thought you was kidding too. 
I still do. Craziest shit I ever 
heard. What kind of people’d--? 


MAC 
She mostly doesn’t remember anybody, 
but-- 


FERN 
I’m not listening. There’s always 
trouble enough without bullshit. I 
stopped believing. It won’t 
compute. 
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GEORGIA 
The bullshit is the trouble. 

MAC 
Not guilty. Maybe for the first 
time. 

GEORGIA 


I’m beginning to believe you, Mac, 
but I don’t know why. If you wanted 
to get somebody you got me. So now 
tell the truth, 


FERN 
Let’s concentrate on poor Jimmy and 
just forget all this-- Maybe we 
should buy roses of our own. 


MAC 
Then you’d have to buy some for Mom 
too. You know how she is. 


FERN 
Was ° 


GEORGIA 
Get ’em anyways. I love flowers. 


FERN 
We’ll...stick ’em in her urn. 


GEORGIA 
Jimmy! Jesus! There’s so much I 
can talk to her about now--I mean as 
a kid, Jimmy. 


FERN 
Georgia! Don’t you know that 
he’s--? 

MAC 
Her doctor thinks it may be key: 
Jin. 

FERN 


Key? Key? No key to a madhouse! 

I concluded that long ago. But, 
again, let’s just back right up, 
Mac. You have definitely had us on. 
All right? Best job you’ve ever 
done in fact. You demonstrate 
talent in that arena. Mix ina 


little cruelty, more than a little, 
you come up to the top of your 
pornographic forn. 


GEORGIA 
Super Bowl. 


MAC 
Why thank you both. But I don’t 
deserve it. 


GEORGIA 
Be a kick meeting her again after 
all these years. Or would be. 
Shit, listen to me! Come on 
somebody! Tell the freakin truth! 
I’1l start chewing my nails again 
and I broke it. 


Excuse me, Fern, I’m sorry but I 
think I believe him. It’s just 
crazy is all. Big Crazy, but 
"crazy" I can figure out. 


Habit I mean, biting nails, kicked 
the habit. 


MAC . 
I’ve been kicked. Believe me. 


FERN 
(kicking at him ) YOU aint seen 
nothing yet! Now I want it stopped 
now! It’s tense anyway without 
this, this, this insanity! Way out 
of hand! 


GEORGIA 
Why blame Mac? It’s that old 
churchmouse in there. 


FERN 
All right. I’m sick of this. I/11 
call the bluff and right now! 1/11 
fuckin CALL it all right! 


GEORGIA 
You sure got a fire going under her 
vocabulary. 


FERN 
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I’ve got to get this this this 
QUARTER-assed explanation again and 
then I want to phone the doctor at 
Bide a Bit, and then, Georgia’s 
right and I am going to murder that 
incompetent asshole slicking down 
his few hairs in there if any of 
this shit is true. 


GEORGIA 
You’d be acquitted. Mercy Killing. 
"TV News 2 reporting from this 
modest apartment house in Northeast 
Philadelphia--" 


FERN 
But you’ll stop me before your fraud 
is uncovered. I know you. 


MAC 
It’s taken a lot out of him to 
finally own up. Years grew into 
each other and she got sicker I 
guess. He surely wanted to tell us 
earlier. 


GEORGIA 
Five years aint much as these 
things go. 


FERN 
Not much?! These things?! What 
things?! 


GEORGIA 
I don’t know. COULD’VE gone on 
longer. Why not? Anything could. 
(shrugs, whispering) Just wanna make 
conversation. 


FERN 
He...telegraphed us in Mexico--? 
Five? years ago. 


MAC 
It was a mess then and we both know 
it, mostly my fault-- 


GEORGIA 
Fuck that now. It fades into 
whatchacallit, insignificance. 
Nooky and tortillas. Who cares? 
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It’s no big deal anymore. 


MAC 
(CONT) but the present mess is a 
little bit our fault too. We we 
didn’t seem receptive I guess. 
Or he would’ve told-- 


GEORGIA 
Yeah, waiting for the right moment. 


FERN 
RECEPTIVE? RECEPTIVE? You’re as 
crazy as he is! (breaks into 
shaking, sobbing fit) 


GEORGIA 
Now see what you’ve done? True or 
not, it’s far enough to take your 
stupid-- 


MAC 
I had a duty. People get hurt. 
It can’t be helped. 


GEORGIA 
Tell me about it. I’m all for you 
guys doin’ your kind of duty-- 
about four thousand miles away 
from me. 


FERN 
I can’t believe such a thing. 
My mind refuses to believe such a 
thing. It cannot hold it! It-- 
Nobody says his wife died and then-- 


GEORGIA 
A first. Guinness Book. 


MAC 
Come on now. Try to get ahold of 
yourself, Fern. You can get used to 
anything. 


GEORGIA 
Been spying on me again. 


FERN 
Sure! Sure! Resilient! Get 


smashed to shit foreye nda er and 
that’s what they call it? 174 go 
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[if I] had legs left. I’d get the 
hell out of here and never come 
back. Never! You’d never see 
stupid Fern again! 


MAC 
Yelling doesn’t help, Honey. 


GEORGIA 
Speaking of getting used to things? 
Don’t I know it? Shit I’ve gotten 
used to so much. But this one’s a 
special category, don’t you think? 
Specially to ole Fern here. 


MAC 
Yeah it is, but you’ve gotta think 
about it, how a person can actually 
dig himself in, and not know how 
to--I mean a private person like 
Pop. Hey! It’s not only possible, 
it fuckin happened! 


GEORGIA 
That’s too private, but, I don’t 
know. I know it’s stupid but I feel 
better about things. 


Jimmy--I don’t know--Jimmy’s got a 
mama. 


FERN 
(rising sobs, yet sort of angry- 
sarcastic) It touches you. 


MAC 
Right. And that’s good! 


FERN 
No! You LET it touch you [it] makes 
you crazy. Rips and rips and you 
can’t get away from it! You can’t 
help it. It’s not your fault. It 
isn’t my fault! It isn’t my fault! 


MAC 
Ana who the hell said--? 


GEORGIA 
What the hell? 


MAC 


I’ll...grant you that it’s 
disturbing. But why be a martyr 
over a couple of old fools? 

We anyway gotta start living with 
it. And the soon-- 


FERN 
Disturb--? 


GEORGIA 
(with photo album) I’m gonna bring 
this and ask her. We can talk all 
the way to D. C. 


MAC 
Good. That should help break 
the ice. 


FERN 
Ice. Polar. Family. Jesus Christ! 
How many years? 


GEORGIA 
Five you already said. Coffee, 
Fern? You had coffee. How bout 
tea? Pop-- 


FERN 
Ugh! 


GEORGIA 
(CONT) got one of those kinds for 
the nerves? MAC?! 


FERN 
Both fuckin batty. 
MAC 
I’1l ge[t]-- Fern? Tea? (waits for 


response) Gotta get back to 
everyday, Honey. Routine--I don’t 
know--stops everything from, from 
from shaking loose. 


FERN 
Loose. Holy shit. Loose. Loose. 
F-f-f-f-f-fuckin loose. 


MAC 
That’s right. 


GEORGIA 
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I’m looking for ones where you’re 
together, you and Jimmy. 


MAC 
It’s bad, awful bad, Honey, but this 
is our opportunity to come to grips 
with it. 


GEORGIA 
Hey! Proof of the pudding’s at Bide 
a Bit. I’m sick of all the talk. 
Fuckin happy I never got to college. 
Not as a student anyways--climbed 
some drainpipes. 


FERN 
Jesus Christ don’t rattle! 


MAC 
Let’s not make a federal case. 


GEORGIA 
Here’s, uh, one of Mom must be 
before she went in. Fat. I can see 
the diet pills. 


(She shows photo of fat woman in fur 
coat. ) 


CU OF PHOTO 


MAC 
No shit? In the picture? 

GEORGIA 
I mean the reason. If I aint 
rattling. 

MAC 
You’ve lost me. 

FERN 
A federal case! A federal case [is] 
nothing! 

GEORGIA 


O The hell with it. I can’t tell 
which is which on these freakin 
ponies. 


MAC 
Let me see. This is me. No no wait 
a minute. Yeah, yeah, that’s right. 
I can remember the little sort of 
sun suits we wore back then and how 
I didn’t wanna wear--sissy I 
thought. God this is a relic. This 
is the last these kinda guys came 
around with a pony. Take your 
picture on the pony? Enterprising. 
Where’d that stuff go? 


FERN 
Into the black hole, asshole. 
With with with with federal case. 


MAC 
Try to be a good sport about things 
Fern. 

FERN 


(inarticulate. ) 


CLOSE. SHOT finds FERN growing quite still now, depressed 
shock overtaking the tears. 


GEORGIA 
So sweet. Jimmy’s little mouth. 
(pointing out picture) 


FERN (uncomprehending) Sport? 


MAC 
(He breaks in the following, but 
rallies toward the end.) 


Both our mouths. You couldn’t tell . 
from only that. And Pop’s got Marine 
picture round here somewhere. 
Saigon, some leave he had before... 
dress uniform. Sharp. Sword. 


Whole bit. He’s anyway tough- 
looking, hard...but still the, you 
know, sweet mouth. Couldn’t be 
cruel. 


Sometimes I think we’re twins. 
Almost like, I mean. And when I see 
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the wall, my own face in the midst 
of all the names, the thousands 
upon thousands, my own face 
reflected there, with all the names 
behind and his name, my my my FACE 
UPON HIS NAME, I think that 
maybe that I’1ll see his face too, 
Jimmy’s and then I’11 know from him 
that everything’s okay. And I will 
put my hands upon his face and my 
face too, covering up his name. 

Oh Lord! 


You see because I was in school, 
college, grad, I couldn’t go. I, I 
should have been the one. I should 
be dead. Oh how I wish! Like when 
I see him sitting on a pony there 
and in my thoughts and walking 
dreams--Instead, I stayed in school. 


But even so I had intention [to] 
sign up. At one point [I was] 

ready to sign but didn’t for some 
reason and then, after...well, I 
didn’t believe in it. And I was one 
of those against the war and he was 
in it, and it tore me up. You never 
hear that about people. 


I never was the same and no one was, 
here. Still does tear and why? 
Why? I mean what did I prepare for 
that it couldn’t wait? Fuckin seedy 
little junior high school teacher, 
wornout tire, white all sticking 
out, the cord, that you can just 
throw away and who would care? 
Nobody gives a shit. Lousy car a 
little money. 


Grubby little materialist, ass 
falling out of his pants. IIIEII 
don’t even think that car’1ll get to 
Washington no shit. 


But all those things back there 

coming at you all at once. Dear 

Christ! What could you do? What 
could you do? 
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Too much, it was all too much for 
me. (muses; rallies) But this is 
good. Teacher, Teachers’ Room, he 
has his little subject, you know, 
and his little hobby, narrow-gauge 


H. O. trains ...engineer cap 
watching them at night...talks 
endlessly, happy as a pig in shit. 
Oh how I yearn for such simplicity. 
Yearn! If only it had been clean 
cut: and I had been afraid. I know 
that sounds a little foolish 
now--not not not that I hadn’t been 
a little... 


maybe fear turned first impulse 
aside I just don’t know. God you 
can’t know anything. Nothing. You 
can’t ever really know a thing. And 
yet, teacher I was talking of, he 
ALWAYS KNOWS. 


Yeah he never doubts! Knows 
everything he’s doing and opinions 
[on] everything else. Simple fuckin 
tool! 


Put em on a raft, the bunch, and 
send ’em out to sea. They’d be 
laughing [when the] sharks [were] 
Slashing ’em to bits. Blood and 
froth and laughing in a wild-ass 
fury! 


Oh Jimny! 
Oh my poor brother Jim. 


FERN 
(rallies, whispers) That explains 
it. Something. 


MAC 
I’m not trying to-- 


GEORGIA 
Hey! (slamming album closed) you 
really should light into that weird 
old man when he gets out here! This 
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kinda sneaky stuff can rip the crap 
out of a person. 


Secrets? Who cares? What’s 
the big freakin deal? My tribe 
says everything right out. 

Rip-roar! What’s the use of keeping 
it inside? We call each other every 
kind of whore and whoremaster you 
can think of. Hey! Your cards are 
called. Like right away. 


FERN 
(hoarse) His kind of tribe is quiet 
and mean. 


MAC 
Yeah. Well. Blood’s thicker than 
water, Fern. 


FERN 
So is shit. 


MAC 
I know it’s been a sort of shaky 
thing for you, Fern. I don’t know 
that I’m much better but I did get 
the shock first and by now-- 


GEORGIA 
(to MAC) You’re still shocked. 
Shaking anyways. 


MAC (CONT) 
I don’t know that it’1l be all that 
much different. The old man says 
she still won’t know us. 


FERN 
Yeah, there’s very little difference 
between a dead person and a live 
person. It’s in the nuances. 


MAC 
Come on now! 


FERN 
Maybe if she saw us, even the year 
or so after she supposedly died, 
she’d recognize us better. Did you 
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or that old asshole in there ever 
think of that? 


MAC 
Gotta leave me out of this one. 
My hands were washed clean. I 
screwed up before, I know, but this 
one got shoved in my face. We were 
going to the monument. That’s all I 
knew. 


FERN 
You’re like hin. 


MAC 
Hey, I’m not like hin. He may be a 
selfish little prick but he knows 
what he’s doing. 


. GEORGIA 
Now aint that respectful of your 
father? Him with good book in his 
hand every Sunday of his life. 
Anyways, since mama d--whatever she 
freakin did. It’s funny when the 
facts aint facts. Kick in the ass 
really. But weird as it is 
it--somehow, I don’t know--aint new. 
It aint new. Aint that the wildest 
shit? 


MAC 
Me? I’m three-quarters apart and 
losing it. Losing what I got left I 
kid you not. And this this wildest 
shit aint helping! 


GEORGIA 
You don’t look no different than 
nobody else. You educated types you 
just think more about it. Or think 
you think--I don’t know. 


FERN 
Your family! 


MAC 
Hey family is family. Mine is 
pretty much like anybody-- 


FERN 
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I’m not gonna let you get away with 
that. This this this this batshit 
crazy episode’1l top anybody’s This 
family! This this--! 


GEORGIA 
Logic you said before. Hey! I got 
it figured out now. Pop’s afraid to 
come out! 


MAC 
Come on out now! Everybody knows. 
All is forgiven. 


GEORGIA 
Come out come out wherever you are! 


FERN 
(to MAC) Never! And I mean that. 
Get out here! You old madman! 
Look at me! Look at me! I’m 
drooling. I’m...and don’t even know 
it. Turning into...idiot! 


GEORGIA 
Takes the legs right out from under. 
Did me. But I’m all right now. 
Chalk it up to experience. 


MAC 
(to sobbing FERN) Come on now! 
GEORGIA 
Maybe some aspirin? 
MAC 


Hey! Fern! Come on now! You 
should never let yourself go that 
far. Never! Take hold! yYou’1ll get 
smashed far worse than this! 

I know it! 


FERN 
There’s a rule then. You got a 
rule. One. Congratulations. A way 
to deal with what couldn’t even be 
imagined! Could never even be 
imagined! (furiously shakes her 
head) Oooccc000! God! No! 


GEORGIA 
After this they could. Imagine. 
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MAC 
Now stop! Don’t start making 
everything worse. 


GEORGIA (to FERN): 
Look out or they’1l grab YOU up at 
Bide-a-Bit. 


FERN 
I... wouldn’t [be the] first [they 
take from] this crowd. 


GEORGIA 
Hey I’m ready now. O take me to 
your lovin’ arms, Bide-a-Bit Crack 
Whacko and Booze Hospital. 


MAC 
Big on all addictions. They were 
ahead of everybody! 


FERN 
Jesus Christ! Let’s hear it for 
Bide-a-Bit! 

GEORGIA 


(getting up awkwardly in order to 
act the cheerleader) Oh hoh! Hot 
stuff! Right! ( cheering) Bide a 
BIT! Bide a BIT-IT-IT! 


I was a cheerleader. What else, 


right? 
MAC 
Money from everywhere. 
GEORGIA 
Of course. Give me an M! 
Give me an O! 
. MAC 
But it’s no big deal today. 
GEORGIA 
Crashin’ on junk being the fashion, 


Punk! 


FERN 
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Your mother [was a] forerunner, 
fuckin pioneer. How proud we--! 


MAC 
I think Dad wanted to tell us much 
earlier but she was ashamed. 


FERN 
Ashamed to be living. [I can] 
understand that. Join join join 
this birdhouse family and hold on by 
[the] f-f-f-f- fingertips. 


MAC 
So who’s holding on? I accepted 
insanity as the mode of normal 
living a long, long time ago. Think 
of how many times we can kill each 
Russian. The more that figure goes 
up the more normal things are. 


GEORGIA 
Did you ever hear such shit? 

FERN 
No! No! Never! No! 

GEORGIA 


Any more normal we‘ll explode. 


FERN 
(slurred) Fuck Russians! Forget 
Russians. Every little guy thinks > 
[he’s a] big deal, like Kissinger 
should call up. You think about 
things like that to keep away [from 
your] life. 


GEORGIA 
You all right, Fern? She all right? 
I really think some booze’d be the 
ticket. Stiff jolt. 


MAC 
Hey! Listen! We’1l meet Mama and 
it’ll be hard but happy, believe me, 
and-- 


GEORGIA 
The harder the happier I always say. 
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I wouldn’t mind a stiff drink 
neither. 


FERN 
(vally again) MAC, you are nuts--but 
I think you got something, something 
lurking in there. 


MAC (CONT) 
and you’1l be surprised how soon 
you'll get used to the idea. It’s 
like a bad practical joke is all. 


GEORGIA 
Did someone mention my life? 

FERN 
Your family! might be the root cause 
[of] world horror. 


GEORGIA 
Don’t flip, Fern. My mother walked 
the streets selling week-old 
newspapers. I mean you talk about 
mothers? Somebody told me she was 
alive I’d run and never stop. 


MAC 
(re FERN) She’s gone out and come 
back in. 

GEORGIA 


Me? I’m always out. Out to lunch. 


MAC 
Fern got intestinal fortitude. 


GEORGIA 
Good, ‘cause I wanna talk to her 
later. Girl talk. 


MAC 
My family as catalyst for world 
horror. Hmmmm. It’s irrational 
enough to be true, poor Fern, but 
I’m holding out for vice-versa. 
Save some face. 


FERN 
That’s always too easy. 


GEORGIA 
It’s all, whatchacallit, relative. 
Only thing I remember from school. 
Taught us to say it’s all relative. 


MAC 
That was the fashion in simpler 
times. When we understood 
something. (two beats) Oh God! 
Jimmy. Jimmy. Jimny. 


GEORGIA 
Poor ole lover--[at] least Mom’s 
lucky enough to be alive. 


MAC 
Whew! Murder to juggle the two all 
right. 


FERN 
Yeah, Jimmy, he was a pea-brain and 
he’s dead. 


GEORGIA 
Cut it out, Fern! 


FERN 


I resent the Jimmies too. All the 


Jimmies! 


GEORGIA 
Hey! You wouldn’t have a good word 
for God. 


FERN 
They don’t try! . Fuck ‘em! Rats in 
amaze. The tragedy [is that] they 
think the maze is life, and they’re 
grateful for it. Scumballs! And 
too stupid [to] know. 


GEORGIA 
She’s been dead five times herself 
today and she snaps back each time 
nastier. 


MAC 
You got the right verb. 


GEORGIA 


61 


62 


Don’t even know which one’s a verb. 
Oh well. What’s a cat got? Lives I 
mean? 


FERN 
Eat and shit and screw and [we’re] 
suppose to admire and envy that? 
Or think [of] it as some sort of 
innocence that’s beyond our worldly 
corruption? Oh my oh my. 


GEORGIA 
She’s at it again, irregardless of 
mama. 

MAC 


You can be tolerant. You can always 
be tolerant. I always was. So he 
wasn’t like us. You can still be 
tolerant about it. 


GEORGIA 
We’re sure Jimmy’s dead aint we? I 
mean around here--? 


FERN 
Innocence is evil. 


GEORGIA 
Fern, you do turn everything upside 
down. Take it easy. 


FERN 
I’ll take it. I/’11 take it easy all 
right. (to MAC) And I‘1l take my 
misery over your bullshit anyday. 
You have bullshit, you get 
w-w-w-w-what we’re having now. 
It’s a fuckin plague! Black death. 
Lies kill! ties kill! Lies kill! 


GEORGIA 
Yeah? Well say what you want about 
Jimmy. He was a man! 


FERN 
Then God help us. Any idiot [can] 
get an erection. 


GEORGIA 
I’m not just talking about-~ 
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MAC 
We understand, Geor-- 


FERN 

I don’t. If there’s such a thing as 
a man then it’s you, Mac. Don’t you 
see that you poor asshole? You you 
you you went in there and fought it 
day by fuckin day, and now you’re so 
exhausted you don’t think you’re a 
man anymore. 


And now your father’s trying to kill 
you off with this one, suck out the 
life you got left. Again. And 
mama’s going to commence again? She 
gave you a vacation. 


Hah! Listen to that! Listen to me! 
You’re fuckin c-razy, Fern! 


What horrible horrible torture! 
Tumbling the whole fuckin wall down 
on us! 


Oh Mac, you don’t know what you are 
even after all these years, and some 
stupid...PILGRIMAGE [is] supposed to 
reveal something to you, some 
secret, oh yes!, SEEE-crit! to 
enable you to--go on. [To] gain some 
understanding. More bullshit. Like 
some cretinous radio preacher’s 
little example. 


There’s no secret. None! You go on 
by doing more [of] what you’ve done. 
[Isn’t that a] sensational message? 


That’s what a man does, and woman. 

[That’s] called courage. ,Or life. 

Or everyday. And you don’t have to 
be pretty with a uniform and prop 

sword. 


GEORGIA 
J-J-J-Jimmy did his own thing. He 
was a great guy! 


FERN 
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Yeah! Right! So many great guys! 
Don’t even remember him do you? 


GEORGIA 
(sobs) 

MAC 
For God’s sakes, Fern! 

FERN 


We don’t remember him. We can 
hardly remember him. Even Mac. 
He’s fading [from] you too. Just 
natural. I can’t remember mama and 
she’s alive. Alive! Holy shit! 
Life exceeds bullshit! Such happy 
happy horseshit! Even if Jimmy was 
tons of substance we wouldn/t-- 


MAC 
Not true! Thousand things! 


FERN 
We’1l good luck to you and your 
thousand things. Or millions. or 
fifty-eight thousand. What do I 
care? I’11 give you what you want. 
I’m just here to give you what you 
want. My mission! You’1ll see! 
I’‘1l make you equal to Jimmy and 
then you can forget all the nonsense 
forever. 


And find some peace. And find some 
peace. Then we can relate to your 
totally totally totally fuckin 
insane crazy-fuckin-alive mother! 


Camera follows FERN as she seizes Magic Marker from table, 
leaps up, raises it over her head with both hands as if she is 
going to plunge it into MAC.) 


GEORGIA (Escalating) 
No-o0000000000! 


Then FERN writes "MAC" in huge script on wall. 
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FERN 
There! Your name all by itself. 
All honor [to] you! You! I/’11 get 
you a fuckin rose. Hey! I/11 get 
you sunflower! [If there’s] larger 
one than that, I’1l get that. You, 
Mac! You! Life’s [a] struggle, not 
[a] jerkoff smile! 


GEORGIA 
The old man’1l1 shit! 


MAC 
Fern! For Jesus Christ’s sake! 


FERN 
(fires marker into wall) See that! 
Ninety-five miles per hour. I’m 
another Steve Carlton! 


GEORGIA 
Gross! 
MAC has risen abruptly. 
| FERN 
Where you going? 
MAC Hall 
closet! [To get] Mr Clean! 
FERN 
What else? 
FADE OUT 
FADE IN 


Rowhouse street and we see MAC’S older car leaving 
from rear. 


ZOOM OUT to show the entire street. At about midpoint we see 
guy is still polishing car. 
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AT END OF ZOOM, CUT BACK TO CLOSE SHOT OF HIM INSANELY 
GRINNING. 


We hear GEORGIA 


GEORGIA 
I just love this one. 


CUT TO picture of JIMMY in Marine Uniform. A young man of 
much appetite and little intelligence. 


GEORGIA (under) 
(OBVIOUSLY TO PICTURE) 
"Take two and hit to right." 
That’s what he actually said, Jimmy! 
Wish you were around to beat the 
livin crap outa him! 


GO TO BLACK where we hear the motor laboring 


FADE IN 


Camera follows long, tree-shaded driveway to EXT 
convalescent home, lingers over bright lawns, deep shadows, 
occasional wheelchair at odd angles etc., ends on bench under 
huge tree. 


FERN and GEORGIA into frame to sit on bench. 


FERN 
Whew. 

GEORGIA 
Stinks in there! 

FERN 


Didn’t even notice. 


GEORGIA 
That I don’t believe. 


FERN 
The day the dead live and I should 
sniff? I’d have to utilize the 
sliver of my brain that’s left. 
I mean, worry about mere stinks in 
the presence of miracles? 


GEORGIA 
Then you must be dead. How could 
you help it? Gag! Puke! 


FERN 
You’d expect urine, wouldn’t you? 


This is a dead-end convalescent home 


isn’t it? For all the P.R. that is. 
The TV commercials showing the old 
loony-tunes weaving the basket of 
all our dreams. 


GEORGIA 
Urine huh? That’s piss! And it’s 
been, whatchacallit, aging. 


FERN. 
Appropriately enough. 


GEORGIA 
Ugh! I really MIGHT puke. I don’t 
even wanna walk around--even out 
here. Let’s go. Yuk. PISS SMELL 
KAYOS STARLET. Why not flatter 
myself? (muses) Hey Fern. Ever 
notice that no ugly broad is ever 
murdered? "The statuesque blonde" 
really means enormous slob who 
fucked the town and was starting on 
the outskirts when she met Mr. 
Wrong. 


FERN 
Would that life was one of you 
tabloids. 


GEORGIA 
Too weird. Life that is. Listen, 
what’s going on in there? I mean 
speaking of weird. 
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FERN 
They’re still working on mama. One 
minute she calls Pop, Pop, and the 
next -- 


GEORGIA 
Dwight somebody when I could 
understand her. Some old one. 


FERN 
Eisenhower, this time. A presidency 
without cheese. 


GEORGIA 
Christ! That was back even before 
Nam! 

FERN 


Something she didn’t resolve back 
then. Probably when she ate a 
birthday cake, candles and all. 
And speaking of gifts. 


FERN flips something aside. 


GEORGIA 
(puzzled) What’s that? 


FERN 
[An] Altzeimer Honey gave it to 
me when we came in. I was so out of 
it [I] didn’t notice. Little 
rosette of shit. 


QUICK CUT to fuzzy shot of teetering old woman 
approaching them 


CUT TO rising GEORGIA 


GEORGIA 
Tell her I left! (giggles) 


JERKY FOLLOW SHOT as they run 


DISSOLVE TO their arriving in waiting room, breathless 
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GEORGIA 
(standing) Now you’ve done it! You 
have duh-un it. Grossed me out. 
Why don’t you go wash your hands at 
least? 


FERN 
(sinks to chair) When I can get up. 


GEORGIA 
I hope God never forgives you. 
I didn’t think it was possible 
anymore for anybody to gross-- 


FERN 
The truth’1l do that. Too much of 
it. Gross you out good! 


GEORGIA 
(stares at her knees) [If] I get 
like that, Fern, simple, blow my 
brains out, will you? You have my 
permission. 


FERN 
You come and you go, Georgia. 
I won’t know you then. And I 
wouldn’t want to be reminded of this 
day in any case. So where’s that 
leave us? 


GEORGIA 
But I want to. Stay friends. I do. 


FERN 
What for? Get away from us. We’re 
poison. We infect. 


GEORGIA 
YOU’RE not. 


FERN 
What can I offer? Stale wisecracks. 
Shit. Excuse the metaphor when the 
real thing’s so close. 


I was totally bored with old Fern 
when this day cracked my skull open. 


GEORGIA 


You’re excused right now, but the 
thing is we can talk. Even Mac. 


FERN 
Is that what you call it? 


GEORGIA 
Hey! So it’s not Channel 12. In my 
family you scream or it’s nothing. 
No one ever talks. I mean I’m...so 
lonely. 


FERN 
We waltz the streets of life alone. 
GEORGIA 
You didn’t say that. 
FERN 


Thomas Wolfe the Former had the 
original impulse. I fucked it up. 


GEORGIA 
You‘’re strange Fern--or wanna be. 


FERN 
Why I came into this family, to look 
normal by comparison. 


GEORGIA 
Well, she aint fat no more anyways. 
You gotta say that. 


FERN 
Little trembly-white old lady. 


GEORGIA 
A killer. Don’t know what I was ex- 
pecting. Somebody...younger, tell 
truth. I pictured Mom, the mom 
Jimmy introduced me to. Disapproved 
my makeup. Lovely without anything 
she said. Me! What I remember. Made 
her real. 


Oh God if I could stuff some 
cotton up my nose! Hospitals 

scare me even though this aint one 
really. Makes you think about...I 
mean you walk around inside your 
body, right? Don’t think about it? 
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And then come to place like this and 
nothing’s really covered over here. 
People dying, really, right before 
your eyes. Some smell like dirt 
itself or worse. 


I think about my breasts and, well 
it aint like like standing ina 
certain way make sure some guy can 
get a view; I mean men are crazy 
‘pout--You see those women on TV 
news, bare-breasted on some beach 
cause men can do it? 


Hey, one says, ’sS only tissue. We 
got more of it is all. Whatsay 
Fern? Thissss (lifting a breast) 
only tissue, hey? I believe her and 
I don’t, but gets the men completely 
nuts, that much I know. 


But you know what I think about in 
all these places like this? I think 
about how you get cancer, breast, 
and have to-- Why I can’t stay. 
‘Cause these places all are cancer 
and all horrible goddamn things. 


Forty. Life begins. What crap! 
Death begins. O I get so scared. 
Let me tell you Fern, it’s 

Death begins. 


But Jimmy. Wow! Let me tell 
you. Said I didn’t remember but 


there’s one thing--but you’re right. 


Don’t ‘member much--flashes. 


It...Jimmy...wouldn’t’ve gone 
nowhere. Know that now. Know it from 
the other Jimmies. All wanted [to] 
hang on, really. Breast. Suck, [be] 
babied. 


Oh how you get your heart set hard 
on something you don’t even want! 


And then you die to have it, what 
you didn’t even give two shits 
for first. Then you get walled-in 
and want the hell right out! 
Can‘t breathe! 
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Can‘t figure it. Can’t figure 
nothing. Like you and Mac, so you 
aint perfect and fuck up, but you do 
have a hand on something, I don’t 
know, can handle things--even this 
weird day which’d kill most people. 
And and and lunch: Mac talks to 
waiter, asks about the wine, 
whatchacallit? 


"Sha-blee" the way Mac says it. 
Great! 


Like a little island at lunch. 
And talk about everything under the 
sun. 


And yet we’re heading to this awful 
place all the freakin time and 
everybody knows how freakin awful 
it’d be and still could cool it, 
talk and even laugh. Just a little. 


Christ! Amazing. And I can hold my 
own, that’s the beauty part. I know 
you’d say that was the craziest of 
all, we could stop for lunch and 
eat and anybody watching us’d 

think we’re havin this nice time, 
like we were all professors from 
Penn or something. 


FERN 


You’re right. Mac got this free 
book on wines when he joined the 
Literary Guild. It’s just a class 
thing that you so admire. You learn 
that there’s an etiquette too 

in tragedy and in despair and pain. 
And even when you’re dying. You 
smile, you eat, you listen to the 
others, you nod. 

I did at lynch but was in shock. If 
I behaved qyite naturally I wouldn’t 
ave stoppeq acreaming till I was 
carried off. 


CUT TO silent scéne Fern will describe 


FERN 
(CONT) When I think of it now, of my 
mind then, it--what I saw when we 
talked at lunch--was a battlefield, 
city full of black, smoking craters 
and people trying to get out of 
there on trucks,buses, all kinds of 
horrible screaming. I didn’t hear of 
course, saw the mouths ripped open, 
frozen. 


CUT BACK TO XCU of FERN 


FERN 
(CONT) This this this this was out 
the window, restaurant, with the SUN 
blinding, in the parking lot, off 
the cars. And it became like movies 
I saw as a kid and everybody 
fleeing, Chinese, pushing homemade 
carts through bomb blasts and 
smoke and hanging onto tops of 
buses. Hundreds and thousands of 
people gonna be dead. And children. 
I was never in a place like that 
but I think I got one inside, you 
know, these images, pictures, and if 
something scrapes the surface it’s 
it’s it’s all nightmare underneath 
and never stops, endless loop. 
Endless. Horrible forever. 


GEORGIA 
Holy shit! 


MOVE to MAC entering, exhausted but with false bravado 


MAC 
Don’t take it so hard, Georgia. 
We'll get the ole Mom moving. Hey! 
(to FERN) Space Woman of 
Philadelphia. 


GEORGIA 
Don’t call her that. Don’t you 
think she’s been through enough? 


MAC 
All of us. Your wish is my command. 


73 


74 


GEORGIA 
I’11l pass. 

MAC 
If you wish. 

GEORGIA 


You oughta learn something. You 
oughta listen to your wife for 


starters. 

MAC 
I have. 

GEORGIA 
Yeah, but you don’t hear. 

' FERN 
[I] wear out. 

GEORGIA 


You and your stupid burnout all the 
time. She’1ll be the one who’ll-- 


MAC 
Well, she’s forty. Before she caves 
in I’1l trade her for two twenties. 


GEORGIA 
You’re heading for something bad I 
think, Mac. Ask her about 
the...dream she has. 


MAC 
Georgia, my dear, it’s bad every 
day. You get used to it. 
Be a man, hey? As for dreams, 
I don’t need to bother. [1/11] just 
ask Prudential how long I’m going to 
live, throwing high blood pressure 
and C-over-C stress into the 
equation. They’1l give me the 
number and on that birthday I’11l 
blow my dreary brains out. 


FERN 
Why don’t you just get out of that 
school? And why don’t we get away 
from here? From ALL the misery? 
Your father and now your--I can’t 
even say the word. 


75 


GEORGIA 
People oughta stay dead. It aint 
freakin fair. 


MAC 
Sure! Woods and bunnies on half a 
stinking pension. Or become what? 
A Kelly-boy, your counterpart in the 
part-time wolf from the door 
brigade. Thanks but no thanks. 
I‘ll stay at old Allowell. There’s 
more dignity there, believe it or 
not. I mean like one percent when 
the rest of the world runs on empty. 
If it kills me it kills me. Malox 
might prevent farting to death at 
least. 


GEORGIA 
Not a bad way to go here. Might 
speed up a few of the wheelchairs. 
(weak) That there’s a joke 
everybody. 


FERN (to MAC) 
Yeah, well I’m stopping today’s 
pretending right now. I’m overdrawn 
on nerves like right this very 
second. I can’t hear any more from 
anybody. Nobody! Got to get home, 
[I] know that. Don’t know how I/11 
get there; if you don’t take me I’11 
call a cab. 


GEORGIA 
From here? Hundred with the tip! 


FERN 
I‘1l LOSE it if I don’t--! 


GEORGIA 
Hey, he don’t take you I will--we’11l 
split the cab. It’s enough [to do] 
what we did today! I mean your 
mother’s dead [and then] she aint 
dead. Give us a break. Go look at 
the roses and the wall with the two 
old screwballs yourself. 


MAC 
Please! Come on! Fern! Trooper 
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like you! We came this far. 1/11 
tell you, the doctors are most of 
the trouble. (imitates two doctors’ 
voices) 


"your mother she should go, 
best thing in world." 


"She maybe not just yet go. 
Well, perhaps you take 
responsible." 


"What you think here Doctor 
Hong?" 


"Maybe I don’t know here Doctor 
"Kong. 


All this sounds at least 
understandable. The sentiments I 
mean, not the language. I mean, 
today’s doctor, right? Ask hin | 
about a coughdrop, he’s on the phone 
to a malpractice lawyer. But these 
particular pill pushers don’t 
speekka duh English, not really. 
It’s not required in the slippery 
medical schools they were shot from; 
probably not required here anymore 
either. 


Anyway we got rid of those two 
yapping medical fools who suck the 
Medicare tit I am positively sure! 
Pisses me to death these thieves! 
Thieves! Fuckin thieves! 


Well...anyhow...Pop’s softsoaping 
her in there now and-- 


GEORGIA 
He’s good at it. Ask me. 


MAC (CONT) 
and we’ll be taking off in ten 
minutes guaranteed. Hey we’ve got 
to get there! It’s important to 
everybody, not just me. 


Trust me on this one, girls: I can 
feel it in my bones. In my sunken 
bones! Get there in hour and a half 
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and we won’t stay long. Ten, twenty 
minutes be enough I know it. Please? 


GEORGIA: 
No-o way, Ho-o-ZAY. [Jose] 


MAC 
Listen! Get with it, Georgia. 
You’re not anymore the little 
gum-snapping tar[t]-- 


FERN 
Mac! 


GEORGIA 
What was that word gonna be? I know 
some nice names too, and a lot of 
them are on walls. Your precious 
walls! (cries) 


MAC 
Aw come on Georgia! You’re over 
forty! Cut the boo hoo shit! It’s 
a joke. Nobody took Barbie or Ken 
away, now did they? 


FERN 
Now you’re simply being a prick. 


GEORGIA 
Yeah well I’11 tell you one thing, 
joke-man! I’m fuckin glad Jimny is 
dead. I coulda married into this 
goonball bunch. 


MAC 
Then celebrate his death at the 
wall. Come on! 


FERN 
You’1l say anything, won’t you? 


MAC 
I’m sorry--that 1/11 say anything. 
FERN 


The game has to be won. 


MAC 
Game? I don’t think...uh...so! 


Couldn’t think of "so"--hard word. 
Shit! I gotta keep it together, 
this trip! Don’t know why. [Do] 
one fuckin thing right in my life, 
maybe. 


FERN 
You’ve done many things ri-- 


MAC 
Won’t ask [you] name one. 


FERN 
(weary) Male. Keep banging your 
head against the wall. It won’t fall 
down but you can show the blood. 


MAC 
Can I put that in sight file? Sight 
file? Whatsamatta you, mouth? 
IN-sight file! 


GEORGIA 
I can tell you another place. Where 
the sun doesn’t shine. 


MAC 
Fuckin alternator light kept coming 
on but just test [of] almighty, 
right? Right! Let’s let’s let’s 
let’s let’s let’s let’s let’s 
IRRITATE piss out [of] him! Mac! 
God says. Irritate p--! 


We we we didn’t...did it before 
[and] we’ll do it. A-a-a-a-nother. 
[We did it before, we’ll do it 
again. ] 


GEORGIA 
Whaaaa--? 


FERN 
You flatter yourself. You 
really do. God and Mac! 


MAC 
Sin--, uh, sin--uh, pol, gies. 
Cere. [sincere apologies] GOD! 
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FERN 
Sit down and catch a breath. 
There’s no red hot male obligation 
to hold together anymore. Cry! For 
Jesus sake cry and let it out! 
Shout! Scream. The old caved-in 
nuts won’t care here. 


GEORGIA 
I still aint going and you can turn 
yourself inside freakin out 
apologizing till you’re blue in the 
face. So there! 


MAC 
(lurching into Georgia) I’m sor-- 

GEORGIA 
Watch it Buster! 

MAC 


You! Wahhhhhhh--[tch]!--(collapses 
into chair) 


GEORGIA 
Holy shit! He is looking sorta 
---blue! Like instant! 


FERN 
MAC!? 

GEORGIA 
Holy shit! 

MAC 
(unintelligible) 

FERN 
Honey? ! 

GEORGIA 


His face, all like silly putty or 
something. Jesus God! 


' FERN 
Oh no! I should’ve stopped him. 


GEORGIA 
Purple-y...face now. More purple! 


: FERN 
(as if passing out) Can you 
help. I-- 


GEORGIA 
Should we slap him or something? 

FERN 
I don’t know! 

GEORGIA 
What’s that C. P. R.? 

FERN 


I don’t know! 
GEORGIA (leaping up) 
I’1l1 rub his neck. 


FERN (rising shakily) 
Not too hard! 


MAC 
Stroh--ohhhhhh. [stroke] 


FERN 
Oh why didn’t he tell us sooner? 
About Mom? All the back and forth! 


GEORGIA 
Fern! Who cares? You better sit 
aown! 


FERN 
No I-- 


GEORGIA 
Shit he’s turning--I don’t know--all 
water or something! 


FERN 
What’1l we do? 


GEORGIA 
What’re we thinking about? We’re 
NUMBNUTS! Shit! Call a doctor! 
(shouts) Doctor! Emergency! We 
need a doctor here for Chrissake! 


FERN 
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But Mac didn’t like-- 


GEORGIA 
Emergency! In here! 


FERN (cont) 
the two he met. He didn’t, did he? 


GEORGIA 
Sit down Fern. Really. You can’t 
order from the menu for Chrissakes. 


FERN 
(yell) Doctor! Oh it’s my fault. 


GEORGIA 
No it aint. Don’t be ridiculous. 
Shhhh! I think I can hear ‘em 
coming--jabbering in a shitload of 
foreign languages. Yo! In here! 
Doctor Rameriez-Hong! 


FERN 
We shouldn’t‘ve-- 


GEORGIA 
been freakin born! My uncle Freddy 
. had something like this. It was 
whatchacallit, Ball’s Palsy. (shakes 
her hands) 


MAC 
Ohhhhhhh! 


GEORGIA 
His hands [were] active enough 
before that. (demonstrating by 
rubbing herself) Sorry, Mac. 
(who is toppling since she no longer 
massages ) 


FERN 
Just keep him from FALLING! (now 
trying to get MAC sitting up 
straight in order to study his face) 
Can you feel anything, Mac? On the 
left side? THIS side? 


GEORGIA 
That’s his right side; it’s your 
lef-- 
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MAC 
Ohhhhhhhh ! 

GEORGIA 
Hey, maybe it just looks worse 
than-- 

FERN 
No. Stroke. I...think. 

GEORGIA 


Hey! So you’re an expert? 

I don’t see no medical diploma 
hangin’ from your ass! Come on! 
Could be virus or something or or or 
twenty-four hour flu? Oh where are 
those (shouts) DOC--!? 


FERN 
It’s a stroke. Poor Mac! 


GEORGIA 
No! Now just shut up! 


INT. overhead angles of COUNSELOR’S Office. She works on 
great piles of paper, shoves one onto chair next to desk. 


FERN enters pushing MAC in wheelchair. He wears a suit and a 
sweatshirt with a college seal. Great difficulty pushing it 
over papers, books; shoving a chair aside to put wheelchair 
in its place. COUNSELOR ignores her plight at first. 


angle down to COUNSELOR 
COUNSELOR 
(brightens) Good bit of work! 


FERN 
Yeah, I’m getting better at it. 


DISCRETIONARY ANGLES as the women talk--except when other 
shots indicated. 


COUNSELOR 
Sweatshirt’s a funny item...I mean, 
what with the fancy suit. 


FERN Catches the drool. 


COUNSELOR 
Some...supplies? 


FERN 
Beside him in there. The one bottle 
of supplement lasts him the day-- 
sucks it through straw. His head 


sorta naturally droops to it. 


COUNSELOR 
Day? Do you expect us to buy more? 
FERN 
But I thought--? 
COUNSELOR 


Who knows how long he’1l be here? 


FERN 
But 1/11 |be coming to take him home 
in the evening. 


COUNSELOR 
Don’t bother. Leave him with us. 
Just deiiver a case or two of the 
supplement. He’s sort of 
self-contained, no? Toilet right in 
there with him? Like a Winnebago. 


FERN 
But I don/t understand. 


COUNSELOR 
Fret not} Honey! 1/11 explain. 
Soccer game or something? Night 
football We‘ll shove him out last 
minute ag assistant coach, get him 
some overload pay. Gotta have him 
on hand here so we can jump at any 
moment, get it? 


FERN 
But the man is almost d- 


COUNSELOR 
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School board doctor says he’s fit 
for service. 


FERN 
Oh my God! 


COUNSELOR 
Just what our union doctor said, but 
we gotta play the cards we’re dealt. 


FERN 
Beyond belief. 


COUNSELOR 
People think corruption is hand in 
till, but most of it is evil 
perpetuated with benign, even 
Christian, grins. A thief’ll just 
rob you. Competently. 


FERN 
It’1l1 kill hin. 


COUNSELOR 
Our doctor says a few months, enough 
for you to get some caps on those 
teeth with the dental plan. Pretty 
teeth. So why not perfect? 


FERN 
Thank you. 


COUNSELOR 
Hey! Don’t worry. Rats may scurry 
over the feet of children in the 
classrooms but this is the 
administration building. I/’11 put 
Mac in the superintendent’s marble 
suite. The great man is in Florida, 
this very moment popping a 
buttercream into the mouth of a 
casual whore. 


FERN 
But he needs ATTENTION too. 


COUNSELOR 
Will you stop worrying? The 
building is staffed twenty four 
hours a day. And the custodians all 
have masters degrees. You stumbled 
into a class act, Sweetie. 
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Atttttt any rate, got some facts and 
figures here for you. (looks) 
Some-um-where. Well the hell with 
it! In summary, it’s better every 
which way if he dies in service-- 


Camera follows COUNSELOR’S gaze to MAC 
COUNSELOR 


Poor honey hit the wall, didn’t he? 
Yo! Mac! . Out to lunch. 


FERN 
And if he doesn’t die in service? 
COUNSELOR 
God forbid! 
FERN 


Just keeps on going? 
MAC slides down in wheelchair. 
CUT TO COUNSELOR, out to both women at discretion 


COUNSELOR 
Then we’1ll use his overload 
pay--chaperoning at the dances, 
riding the bus to the 
planetarium--to buy back his army 
time. Hayrides he’d be good for. 


FERN 
He was never in the service. 


COUNSELOR 
Yeah he was, three almost four 
years--exact figure depends. 


FERN 
No way. He was jealous of his dead 
brother because-- 


COUNSELOR 
He‘1l be joining him. They can talk 
about it. 

FERN 


We can’t lie about it. 
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COUNSELOR 
Don’t you think the school board 
would lie? And the superintendent? 
And the principals look the other 
way or lap it up? If I had a dollar 
for every lapping principal-- 


FERN 
All this is-- 


COUNSELOR 
War, Honey. Get used to it. You’re 
out in the working world now, right? 
Full time? Girl Scout oath doesn’t 
work in the snake pit! Toughen up! 


FERN 
I’m trying, but they look at you 
funny. 

COUNSELOR 


I’m sure. And they wink when they 
hand you your hoagie, right? And 
ALL the alleged "cute" stories at 
the coffee machine? 


; FERN 
Don’t worry. I won’t find my fun 
where I find my bread--if indeed I 
ever find any fun at all. Too down 
to even think about anything like 
that. 


COUNSELOR 
Save yourself the trouble. Talk out 
of their peckers. When you’ve known 
a few more than a few--as I have, 
believe me--you find it’s all more 
the same than different. In the 
Biblical sense. 


FERN 
Forget it. Don’t talk about it in 
any way shape or forn. Don’t want 


to be any deeper down than I am. 


COUNSELOR 
I could take you way down in the 
alley. 


FERN 
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I don’t believe so, thank you 
anyway. I recognize that expression 
from the blues. 


COUNSELOR 
Let’s see about changing your major 
from that--in a manner of speaking. 


FERN 
Mac’d love you. 

COUNSELOR 
Maybe he will. 

FERN 


He thought everything was-~a matter 
of speaking. 


COUNSELOR 
Forget it. He’s a dead letter. 


FERN 
Still postage due I’m afraid. 


COUNSELOR 
We'll pay it. (writing) Fort Leonard 
Wood, Missouri. That has a nice 
ring. 1/11 £111 out the rest of 
this later. 


FERN 
But somebody’11 have to verify it 
there, won’t they? And won’t we be 
doing what they’re doing? I mean 
the principals and the whole 
administrative shitload? 


COUNSELOR 
We’re recruiting everywhere, but 
we’re still far behind the other 
side. At any rate, if he lasts six 
months, he can retire with full 
benefits. You can take him to 
Disney World--got some discount 
coupons here someplace. Nah, Great 
Adventure. 


FERN 
We’ve been. 


COUNSELOR 
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To repeat: forget the girl scout 
oath. Somebody belts you with 
baseball bat what’re supposed to do? 
Ask for it a little harder? What 
hubby here did? Being docile in 
this country is asking the Fortune 
Five Hundred, or however many 
rich-bitches there are, plus their 
mealy swarms of personal 
cocksuckers, to kick the living shit 
out of you. 


FERN 
Say it right out. Don’t soft-pedal. 
(laughs) I used to be like you. 


COUNSELOR 
I doubt that. 


FERN 
Now I hold back. And in some way I 
guess I’m working in the midst of 
that aforementioned swarm. 


COUNSELOR 
Who could help it? But you don’t 
have to Unca-Tom it either. Now 
this poor shluv here has really been 
through the wars so let’s get him 
some retirement credit, yes? 


FERN 
I don’t want to do anything 
dishonest, and my place is at his 
side. 


COUNSELOR 
They always want you to know your 
place, don’t they? 


FERN 
On the job training. 


COUNSELOR 
Well your place is as far away from 
him as you can get; and these are 
dark days, Honey. Oh they’re great 
for the guy who’1ll rape you while 
his buddies hold you down. But 
let’s not talk history. Or Reagan. 
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FERN 
Let’s talk Mac. 


COUNSELOR 
Hey! (consulting form) What did 
they do when he got his head bashed 
in by that...jigaboo-spick-ghinny- 
reecan? Or whatever he was. 


FERN 
He didn’t want to take a sick day. 


COUNSELOR 
So he took a wall job. The 
principal hushed it up. The kid 
wasn’t caught and therefore went on 
teacher bashing. 


FERN 
Well it wasn’t Mac’s fault. 
COUNSELOR 
Sure? 
FERN 
Are you seriously--? 
COUNSELOR 


Playing a little Devil’s Advocate, 
but our devils don’t play, my dear. 
And never underestimate what that 

ferocious head-smashing did to hin. 


FERN 
He...was never quite the same. He 
talked the same...still had jokes, 
but-- 


COUNSELOR. 
He was nice. If you’re nice you 
fade into abstraction. If they 
remember you at all it’s only to do 
a number on you. 


FERN 
I know there’s a vein of truth but-- 


COUNSELOR 
I’m understating. If I told the 
whole truth I’d choke to death. 
(chokes herself) 
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FERN looks around the office; after a beat, COUNSELOR follows her 
gaze, then the camera. 


FERN 
Fine thing to die for. 


COUNSELOR 
Did Christ do much better? Besides, 
some of the youngsters probably 
liked him and--despite the sabotage 
efforts of the country, the state, 
and the community--learned something 
from him. 


CAMERA HAS WANDERED TO MAC, STAYS. 


FERN 
I suppose. It isn’t much. 


COUNSELOR 
Many, grimly enough, are forced to 
be content with less in this land of 
the brave. Now let’s see. 


CUT BACK TO WOMEN 


COUNSELOR 
(CONT) (pulling out another form 
and writing) Two questions: 
telephone skills, and foreign 
language proficiency. 


FERN 
Talks to his father in the evening. 
I just hear...creaks when he talks 
to me. 


COUNSELOR 
He can answer the phone. We have a 
new system and anybody reaching 
him’ll just assume another line’s 


gone bad. 

FERN 
He studied Spanish for a month in 
Mexico. 

COUNSELOR 


I‘1l put down fluent. 


FERN 
That’s a laugh. We both went down 
there. Me for the sights. The guy 
running it was from a bush little 
college in Iowa--. 


COUNSELOR 
So long as it’s accredited it can be 
moronic through and through. 


FERN 
and his one teensy ad in the A. F.T. 
newspaper drew five students, one 
woman among them, so he saved a bit 
by renting space in the worst 
neighborhood in the town. 


The whores were pounding on the door 
before he checked attendance. 


COUNSELOR 
Shall I finish? Soon a roll before 
lunch was considered, uh--? 


FERN 
Conducive to academic standards. 


COUNSELOR 
Poor teachers. Have a party for ‘em 
you gotta order twice as much food 
and booze; if sex is on the menu and 
it’s practically free--? 


(a) DISSOLVE TO CHUBBY, TWEEDY MALE TEACHERS WITH LOADED 
PLATES, SEXY WOMEN HANGING FROM THEM. 


5 (CONT) DISSOLVE BACK TO THE TWO WOMEN. 


FERN 
Right. Gluttons. They were [while] 
in Mexico all right. 


COUNSELOR 
Middle class. Comes from always 
thinking you’re being ripped off. 
Naturally enough. 


FERN 
(feigned shock) Oh my. 


COUNSELOR 
You don’t have to fake it. Or fake 
faking it. You come off as more 
innocent than he’d remember you, 
yes? 


FERN 
Accurate. As I said, I had to get a 
real job, and get along on it. Sol 
play along and rest my brain. 


COUNSELOR 
And that other woman, back there in 
the white, passionate heat of our 
penurious, down-and-dirty southern 
neighbor? Acrid dust, panting. 
Getting six to twelve credits. 


FERN 
She played it both ways, took on a 
dusky whore in the morning, one or 
more of the fellows who were still 
standing in the afternoon. 

COUNSELOR 
A woman after mine own heart. Don’t 
I wish! Did she have her 
doctorate? 


; FERN 
Of course. But she still knew 
better than that. 


COUNSELOR 
And would she give him a good 
reference? Another letter in his 
file wouldn’t hurt. If only he had 
sucked a little more ass! Nobody’s 
too good for politics. Don’t make 
the same mistake yourself. 


FERN 
I hope I eventually have the 
strength to be just like him in that 
regard. 


COUNSELOR 
How precious! Then don’t throw the 
wheelchair out. Anyway, Dr. 
whats-her-face amid the seamy 
musical beds? 
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FERN 
She gave him a social disease; the 
whores gave him the A+ that’s on his 
transcript. 


COUNSELOR 
That could be considered excellent, 
no? From such professionals? 


FERN 
He dripped for the rest of the month 
and I drank. 


COUNSELOR 
But you didn’t leave hin. 


FERN 
What for? Because his cock is 
connected to his brain. Was. 


COUNSELOR 
And you didn’t seek revenge by-~-? 


FERN 
Too expensive listening to that many 
assholes. Better the one you’re 
married to. Oh my God when I think 
of it. When I think of it all! 
Hell, when I think at all! 


COUNSELOR 
Don’t bother. That’s why I‘m 
here--and the union. 


FERN 
His mother was dead and then she 
wasn’t dead! 


COUNSELOR 
Uh huh. Well that’s too much family 
for me. Just keep it to yourself. 
We got enough trouble with Drooling 
Delbert here. 


FERN 
If it’s going to be too much trouble 
[-- 


COUNSELOR 
Do mind a ver ersonal 
question? YP 
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FERN 
Doesn’t everybody? 


COUNSELOR 
A question’s not usually an answer. 
Ask Teach. (a beat) Never mind. 


COUNSELOR 
(to MAC) Ever pop a wheelie on that 
thing?-~-a little smalltalk what the 
hell. 


FERN 
Go ahead...she winced, did sensitive 
Fern. 


COUNSELOR 
Ouch. Anyway, can he, uh, still get 
a hardon? 


FERN 
Come on now. I really don’t wanna 
talk about such-- 


COUNSELOR 
Aw you come on, please. Between us 
antisluts. Such a natural 
curiosity. How could I be ashamed 
of it? How could you? Can you, uh, 
shift him to a higher gear? Hmmmmm? 
(punches FERN’S arm, makes motor 
sounds) Hmmmmmmm little lady? [Is 
he] Porsche or Escort? 


FERN 
I really rather not-- 

COUNSELOR 
Give me a hint. 

FERN 


Let me off the hook on this one. 
Just this once. 


COUNSELOR 
Bitsy-witsy hint? 


FERN 
I don’t think so. In the 
concentration camp of the workplace, 
I’ve taken to maintaining decorum. 
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COUNSELOR 
That’s temporary, much of it at 
least. You don’t feel free yet. 
Now, since I’m taking him off your 
hands--? One extraordinarily good 
turn, don’t you think? Can he? 
Fern? Honey? 


FERN 
Is the pope an arab? 


. COUNSELOR 
Hmmph. Well...too bad cause 
(rising and then demonstrating) you 
could use it to pull him along when 
you’re sick of pushing. , 


FERN 
Or r-r-r-ratchet him him up a few 
notches so he can see all the... 


ANGLE UP to window as two girls pass 


FERN (CONT) 
luscious Lolitas passing by that 
window. 

COUNSELOR 
Don’t they? It’s a...fringe benefit 
of this job. 

FERN 
Might bring him back to life. 

COUNSELOR 
How far? 

FERN 
Fifty percent wouldn’t be that much 
different. 

COUNSELOR 
Unfair, most men come up to that. 

FERN 
So I’ve noticed. 

COUNSELOR 


Hatrack? A useful use to be sure. 


FERN 
An idea. 


COUNSELOR 
Make him a kind of Bauhaus fixture, 
Art Nouveau. 


FERN 
He used to say "Art is a fart 
blown through the asshole of time." 


COUNSELOR 
Anti-intellectual pose. Comes from 
the shame of being a teacher ina 
culture of grasping. 


FERN 
He’s not high up enough for a 
hatrack. A girl tosses things like 
this! 


COUNSELOR 
Right! Like a sissy. Do it again. 

FERN 
Like this! 

COUNSELOR 
Charning! 

FERN 


Thank you. It’s what exercise 
should be--not much harder than 
breathing. 


COUNSELOR 
And most feminine too. 


FERN 
I wouldn’t know about that. Most of 
the time I feel exhausted and could 
care less how I look. Look like 
some gawky boy. 


COUNSELOR 
That’s my department. 


FERN 
And the clothes don’t help. These 
new clothes--I had to get something 
to go out to work every day. 
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COUNSELOR 
A shame the fairy designers didn’t 
have Marilyn Monroe for a mother. 
But, show your body off anyway. 
Flaunt it Fern! 


FERN 
I sort of want to fall in between 
the Flaunt and the Mouse. What the 
bosses want. As I said, I used to 
use the left side of my a mouth for 
politics also, but I’ve learned to-- 


COUNSELOR 
bite your tongue, I know. But never 
mind them, the male- asshole- 
raised-to-the-asshole-power 
establishment. 


FERN 
You taught math. 


COUNSELOR 
As a woman they wouldn’t let me. 
Anxiety. 


FERN 
Oh? 


COUNSELOR 
Yeah, I thought six inches was this 
long. (indicates short length with 
fingers) 


FERN 
(pushing COUNSELOR’S fingers 
together) Push them in further. 


COUNSELOR 
No, I’1l bring YOU out rather. 
Then I’1l1 nail him up on the wall. 
Make it easier to toss your pretty 
Easter bonnet. 


FERN 
There I draw the line. That’s 
cruel. I’ve been so smashed to shit 
that I can accommodate anything in 
my mind and even relish it, but 
doing [that]--? 
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COUNSELOR 
What might you be relishing now? 


FERN 
Lots of things I never even thought 
about before. 


COUNSELOR 
Give me a hint cause I’ve thought 
about everything, believe me. 


FERN 
Couldn’t begin. 


COUNSELOR 
Well 1/1] tell you one thing. 
Once you do get it up it’ll never go 
down again if you catch my drift. 


FERN 
Oh my! 


COUNSELOR 
So don’t worry about putting me out. 
If I cash in on that payoff I’11 be 
happy enough. 


FERN 
Poor Mac. He won’t enjoy it. 


COUNSELOR 
Not likely. Any signal to his brain 
is liable to arrive around year 
2005. 


FERN 
(laughing) Do you actually mean 
that you--? (the rest will be 
unintelligible. ) 


COUNSELOR 
I’1l paint the principal’s face on 
it, another schmuck. 


FERN 
How would I bury him? (hysterical 
and embracing COUNSELOR) 


COUNSELOR 
Turn him over and screw him into the 
ground! 
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FERN 
The Earth Mother every man seeks. 


COUNSELOR 
Blindly. 


DISCRETIONARY ANGLES AS THEY ARE LAUGHING, DANCING WITH 
AMAZING SLOWNESS. 


FERN 
Like moles. 


COUNSELOR 
(kissing FERN) There! There’s so 
much for you! The world is so much 
wider now. . 


FERN 
I...don’t know. 


COUNSELOR 
A stroke. Of luck! Has given you a 
life. Renewal! 


FERN 
Neo-Fern! 

COUNSELOR 
You must try everything! Literally 
everything! 

FERN 


Figuratively exhausts me. I’m 
getting tired just thinking of the 
one you seem to be, uh, suggesting. 


COUNSELOR 
Such cautious language. How male. 


FERN 
Coitus (pulling away) interruptus. 


FERN gets the wheelchair between them, moves it as COUNSELOR 
chases her.) 


COUNSELOR 
Really, dear, I just represent life, 
and he can no longer pose between 
you and life. 
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FERN 
Well, just a little while longer. 


COUNSELOR 
Don’t be afraid, I represent the 
union too. 


FERN 
I appreciate that but can’t we kinda 
keep things separate? 


COUNSELOR 
Men don’t have such nice concerns. 
They do whatever erects them. It’s 
your turn. 


FERN 
Yes. I see. I think I see anyway. 
Or don’t. Six of one, half-dozen of 
the other. 


COUNSELOR 
(tossing it) Here’s the key to my 
apartment. I do hope you don’t 
think that I’m too forward. I have 
to be aggressive for the union, of 
course, but on my own time I just 
like to cuddle up. 


FERN 
I couldn’t. 


COUNSELOR 
Most people can’t but they 
eventually get to it--no matter what 
it is. 


FERN 
I’1l1 keep this but I’m not making 
any promises--and nothing ever ever 
in front of--(nodding) 


COUNSELOR 
What do you take me for? 


FERN 
I just want it to be clear. 


COUNSELOR 
Besides, that’s the big time. 
We want to start small. 
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FERN 
You’ve been so educational. 


COUNSELOR 


My job. Speaking of whiiiii-ch. 
(Returns to desk; 


FERN comes out from behind 
wheelchair. ) 


FERN 
Don’t be modest. You’re always 
willing to give more. Serve. 


COUNSELOR 
(indicating a place for 


FERN to sign) You’ve got it. And 
so sweetly! Perceptive and lovely. 


FERN 
Be gentle with hin. 


COUNSELOR 
I promise. With you too--at first. 
(taking pen back and not letting go 
of FERN’S hand.) 


FERN 
You’re too...(getting hand loose) 
kind. 


COUNSELOR 
Not at all. 

FERN 
A friend in my need. 

COUNSELOR 
So sweet. 

FERN 


So many people today won’t put 
themselves out. (standing) 


COUNSELOR 
Don’t mention it. And I’m sorry 
if I-- 


FERN 
Do I look all right? 
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COUNSELOR 
Walk away from me. 

FERN 
Like this? 

COUNSELOR 
Is that natural? 

FERN 
Like everything else, yes and no. 

COUNSELOR 
I’d like to take both of you around 
the world. 

FERN 
Mac and me? 

COUNSELOR 
You and you. 

FERN 
You’re so forceful! 

COUNSELOR 


(advancing again as FERN withdraws 
even more rapidly, exits) I’ve 
another side too. 


FERN (off) 
You’1l show it to Mac? 

COUNSELOR 
Put it right in his face. 

FERN 
Just know you two’1ll be great 
friends! 

COUNSELOR 
[It’ll be] like a-- (shoves 
wheelchair and MAC tumbles to the 
floor.) 

FERN 
What’s that I heard? 

COUNSELOR 


Music. Love song. 


5) 
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FERN 
Lovely! 

COUNSELOR 
--like a honeymoon! 

FERN 
Aces! 

COUNSELOR 


(reaching down to MAC) pie oe 
carry him over the threshold. 


DISCRETIONARY SPLIT SCREENS, CUTS, DISSOLVES, VOICE-OVERS, 
STACCATO JAZZ MUSIC INTERSPERSED--MOST AT AEROBICS CLASS 


GEORGIA speaks only. 


a) GEORGIA on the phone, simultaneously cutting her 
toenails--could use an extra hand. She is dressed in a long 
PHILADELPHIA EAGLES t-shirt. 


b) FERN at aerobics class, moving, it would seem, a beat 
behind everybody else. 


c) A dark room full of flimsy wooden crates. 


GEORGIA 


Yeah? Well you’re wrong. Georgia 
knows herself all right. More of a 
wallflower. That’s right. Shy. A 
shy one that’s me. A busy shy one 
if you get me. I mean lots of 
activity but still you don’t change. 
You stay the way you was. 


Do what? Well that’s a first. I 
thought I’d heard everything and 

tried most. I’d be dead if I had 
good sense. 


Uh huh. Well I’11 tell you one 
thing: you heat up that sexed-up 
brain anymore [it]’1l explode. 


Date? Sorry but I’m busy till 2010. 
Take a number. Anyways, I’d feel 
funny using that word. Date! Kiss 
MY ass. 


What?! Hey it’s just an expression. 
Boy! 


Oh? Both before it and after it? 
Whew! That’s quite a promise I’d 
say. I’d have to consult with my 
cute young doctor--see if I’m up to 
it. Or him. Or he’s up. 


Listen! That other family member I 
knew didn’t promise anything but he 
delivered--if I can remember 
correctly--and some stuff kinky for 
its time. Anyways, lots of great 
events [have] come and gone. Water 
under the bridge. And assholes. 

No! Not under the bridge. You know 
what I mean. 


Hey! That’s enough! Now slow it 
down! And talk is cheap, Baby. Now 
don’t repeat yourself. Uh huh? I 
got that the first time. And too 
bad I did. 


Don’t hit me over the head I always 
say--I wanna be conscious to enjoy 
it. (a few beats) 


No I don’t get it--and if I do it 
aint funny. 


I’m gonna get it? Oh don’t I have 
to watch what I say? Holy Crap it’s 
like junior highschool everything 
dirty. Like Mac’s Allowell School I 
guess. Well of course I don’t have 


104 


105 
a ruler right here. Do you? Idiot. 
Love is like football, a game of 
inches? Yeah? It’s like football 
all right, complicated and dirty. 
But real love talk don’t have to be 
that dirty, old fella. It has 
whatchacallit, ceased being funny. 
Now I’m gonna hang right up if you 
don’t-- 
[From this point on, 

FERN 

1) exercises more vigorously, 


2) sarcastically imitates a . 
rigorous young instructor, 


3) makes faces in reaction to a 
scolding, 


4) slows her actions 

drastically when the 

instructor’s back is 

obviously turned, speeds up 

when being observed again, 
and then 


5) imitates the mincing quality 
of the instructor’s 
departing walk. 


Each action can stop the flow of GEORGIA’S words, even though 
we might still see her talking in the silence, simultaneously 
concentrating on trimming her toenails, sometimes placing the 
receiver a foot or two away. ] 


GEORGIA (CONT) 
Hey! That’s real nice. I take back 
half of what I thought. I walk in 
beauty like the night, right? Will 
you read me the whole book? That’s 
better. It might cure the sex on 
your brain. 


Your sauteed brain. Hey I love it! 
I should write songs. Liver and 
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onions. What else is sauteed? 
SAUTEING: KEY TO KITCHEN 
SUCCESS--Food Section of Times or 
something. --"How sauteing saved my 
marriage." Poisoned my boyfriend. 


Listen. Now listen. If we’re 
gonna do it--and we aint, fars I 
know~-we’ll eventually get to it. 
Don’t worry so much. You aint gonna 
die, [at] least not today. And if 
you do, well that just one little 
bit of heaven you’re just gonna 
miss. Then you can ask that other 
member of your family what it was 
like. So hot he left it, right? 
Glory does weird things. (covers 
mouthpiece with hand) GLORY’S WEIRD 
SAYS DEAD MARINE--National Enquirer. 


Now don’t take off on weird. 
If we do it we'll stay, 
whatchacallit, convention--at least 
for a while, hey? 


Convention-AL? Thank you. I wanna 
talk good English--I mean after the 
sex shit you talk I’11 wanna bath in 
a minute. 


Whew! Do you think up those slimy 
things by yourself or--? 


Good girls go to heaven and bad 
girls go everywhere? Well that’s 
cute. Where’d you hear that one? 
Go on! The stuff you make up’s at 
the bottom of the garbage pail. 
Bumper sticker? Well they do come 
up with them. Well now I don’t 
know. Maybe somebody could make up 
a bumper sticker about a girl 
doesn’t know one moment to the next 
whether she’1l be good or bad. Have 
to be big bumper. 


But sometimes I know. 
SHE KNOWS AND SHE DON’T KNOW--New 


York News. That’s not a good one is 
it? Grammar. Oh? No kidding! I 
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might keep you around [if] you keep 
up the compliments. Ooooops. 


Well now that isn’t a compliment. 

It is and it isn’t. Listen! How 
about all this church work you/’/re 
supposed to be doing, old man? Uh 
huh. Get out! I heard that one 
before. Gotta test some sin out 
[to] get to know the enemy? And I’m 
the sinful vessel, right? A bible 
verse and then they get worse. 


And blame us for your fantasies 
[the] way you blame the faggots for 
your other ones. And beat ‘em up. 
Poor bastards, they can’t win for 
losing. 


I had some AC-DCs and they were the 
sweetest. Saute a little something 
in the pan--I remember that from 
recipes. Just a hobby if you ask 
me. Cooking? Nah, I mean religion 
for a lot of people today. Tomorrow 
{it]’ll be something else. Hang- 
gliding or something. 


No I never heard of Hung-gliding, 
but would you believe that I enjoy 
that role? Sinful vessel I mean. 
Not always, but sometimes it’s as 
good as a hot-fudge sundae or 
something. No, don’t bring one 
over. I’m unavailable. 


SINFUL VESSEL--LOCAL GIRL LOVES IT! 
CUT TO someone shoving MAC and wheelchair into the crates. 


GEORGIA (CONT) 
There he goes again! I/’11 tell you 
you better bring a nice present [if] 
you do come over here, [after] 
forcing me to listen to all this 
warped shit. 


You will? From Fredericks catalog? 
What? Just leave the receipt in 
there and I’11 know how much to give 
you back. That stuff must cost a 
thousand bucks a pound it’s so-o 
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flimsy. Model? I try things on for 
myself--if you happen to be here--? 


Hey! See-through pee-through, what 
do I care? I can’t believe I’m 
saying this to you. 


Oooops! Sounds like a heart attack. 
Gurgle gurgle. You take your pills? 
Oh oh. Now don’t talk when you’re 
dying. Didn’t your mother ever 
teach you nothing? 


What’s that? Don’t need pills for 
anything. Nothing, huh? Terrific. 


Oh no! Uh uh. No more bragging. 

Uh huh? Yup. No more bragging, and 
no more gagging. All right? Poor 
Ole Mac bragged a lot and Jimny, so 
I guess they get it from you. 


Yeah. Uh huh. Well you just bring 
that old man’s shrunken pee-whizzle 
over here and we’ll see. 


SHRUNKEN PEE-WHIZZLE’S AMAZING! 
--The Star. 


Uh huh. Yup. Like I said! 
We. Will. See. 
GEORGIA laughs, and hanging up: 
My God the dirty old men are getting 
dirtier. It’s all so funny and 
disgusting! 
CUT TO FERN collapsing and flinging her headband away. 


BACK TO GEORGIA XCU, puzzled, shocked, bemused, resigned, 
staring long at her toes. 


ASSHOLE SHORTAGE JUST RUMOR -- 
The Globe. 


We hear a crate fall before and into 
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BLACKOUT. 
Under trailer titles, repeat of visual motifs of beginning. 
REPEAT MUSICAL ONES TOO, but very muted. 


Ada two individual shots of hand-tinted photos depicting each 
brother on pony. Linger in XCU on each face. 


We eventually get to that guy polishing his red car, 
smiling his idiot grin. 


Only the grin, Cheshire Cat like, remains for a few 
seconds after credits. 
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Interior and exterior of a log cabin in West Virginia 


Carl, uround 35, black 
Slick, around 60 

Kevin, female, around 40 
Binky, around 55 


Bunky, fLemale, around 50 


scene 1 


(Int log cabin. CARL bumps open door with luggage: ) 
CARL: Hey! Anybody stirring? Bring on the natives--I'm 
from National Geographic. 
(picks up a showbiz photograph from among a dozen 
others, USO awards, etc.) 
Hoh you inebriated mountaineer! I'm getting used to nobody 
answering. 
SLICK: (off) Who's that heying? Who I think or some roughneck? 
CARL: (whispers) The former. Emphatically. | 
(SLICK throws open int door, comes forward, arms wide. 
They embrace.) . | 
SLICK: You! You was always too quiet. Making little sneaky 
wisecracks in French or something. | 
CARL: Or something equally as useless. 


| 
SLICK: Don't be so hard on yourself. You got me now...keep me 


| 


if you want. Stay here forever--make me smart. 
(They step back to arm's length. ) 
CARL: Overvalued condition. 


SLICK: Where you coming from? 
eh 
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CARL: Why? 
- KEVIN: It wouldn't be anything you'd suspect. 
SEICK; She's a diplomat. U. 5. of A. Can you beat that? 
KEVIN: It's just that you're...accomidating, thoughtful--the 
| things I'm not. I guess you notice what you're not. 
BICKY: Hey you're a nice guy. You're stuck with it.'.. 
| Spick: Well allthe men'11 do the dishes and wear Little aprons. 


BICKY: I can't go that far. 

SLICK: Just to show these ladies that this macho crap don't 
mean nothing to us. 

CARL: I'd be glad to cook to-- 

SLICK: Men'll cook tomorrow too! 

IBTCKY: Digasterville! 

CARL: We're waiting, Kevin. 

KEVIN: I'm accomplishing wonders with youl I'm not afraid of 
work, Carl. I like it. I relish it. I just don't like being 
slid into somebody's convenient groove. 


SLICK: She's all talk. Godl get sick of that kind of talking. 


It's like a bad poker game played by simpletons or something. 
KEVIN: (toasting and smiling) Here's to.your retirement, lover. 
And I'll clear off this whole shooting match and bring it all 

to you handsome dishwashers! 

CARL: You are @ diplomat. 


KEVIN: Professional. 
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Scene 6 
(In dining room where table has been pushed against a 
wall; SLICK and KEVIN sit on it; others in chairs scattered about.) 
SLICK: (strumming chords on guitar, reciting slowly) 


And that's the living hell 
She made my life. 


KEVIN: Oh thank you! 
BICKY: Every song you ever sang sounded like the same song. 
BUNKY: Why not at all! 
BICKY: (mutters) She knows nothing so she knows everything 
SLICK: ‘They're about the same things, but they sound a whole 
lot different to me. | 
BICKY: Hey I like to hear them. 1 don't mean I don't like to 
hear them, it's just that-- 
CARL: Those themes will always be -with us. 
KEVIN: I don't see why. 

(SLICK hits some discordant notes and chords. ) 
SLICK: No more damn talking! Let's sing! 
CARL: I just like hearing you sing, Slick. I think I used 
to hear you when I was a kid. Over the radio. 
SLICK: Where'd you live? 
CARL: Amherst, Virginia. 
SLICK: I was on Roanoke station. You could've. 
BICKY: You could've heard me too but they wouldn't let blue 
material into the south until pretty recently. Barnyard stuff 
was okay and privy jokes. 


SLICK: How we lived everyday. 


* 
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KEVIN: (mocking her own question) Why don't you give us an 

example, Slick? But just one. 

SETCK: One's all I have to. Got radio on one afternoon in July 
(kuh-NANE ) 

and they're talking about golf tournament up in CanaanyValley, 

not that far up north of ae Sun shining. Ninety degrees even, 

but real low humidity. A lot of famous golfers and they saying 

it's perfect weather. And then nothing! Radio stops. I[ pick 

it up see if all the tubes is lit and I hear wooo0c00000 

from outside and everything starts dancing in here, cups tickin 

in saucers a mile a minute. Well that door goes flying off 

and thin out there in pitch blackness with spears of ice flying 

through the air and I mean they are cutting me. And I'm 

screaming! Wind takes me across stream and about twenty feet into 

the woods bouncing offa trees. Ice shaves the bark offa all of 

them and all of it makes a kind of rustle-y sound. And then 

nothing. No sound but me screaming sos I shut up. Blare-oO 

that radio goes on, telling about the beautiful weather again. 

I take one step back towards this cabin and lightning knocks 

me £lat and flies all around me. I leap up cause the ground 

is hot as hell and black and smoking wth the rocks ash-white 

with red under like charcoal. Every tree's on fire and some 

are exploding. Gotta be what the devil smells like. 

KISVIN: Skip the theology. 

SLICK: No clothes! My clothes is gone! My shoes was ripped 

right off me too. 

BINKY: Did you go back and hide under the bed then? 

SLICK: I run up that road eight miles. 

KEVIN: Why? : 

SLICK: Don't know why. Didn't know I was running. When I knowed 


TT KetannanaA 
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SLICK: (cont) I stopped. 

BINKY: Good thing. You'd still be going. 

SLICK: So you folks at the end of Laurel Ridge. 

CARL: Brother! 

SLICK: Right now. Right this minute. 

KEVIN: But no symbolism please. I'll be leaving in two days 
and expeck no storms, real or interior. 


CARL: Of such you never know. 


| 
| 
| 


KEVIN; ‘That's not true. Oh you don't always know. Bul mostly 
always. 
binky: Hey, I Know about this Laurel Ridge I drive to the right 


spot in Pennsylvania and wait for a tornado. Get down here in 
aobut a minute and a half--lot easier on the nerves. I can't 
stand these roads. And I'm telling you now, Slick, we're 
heading back soon. 

SLICK: -Want you to stay and keep staying. 


BINKY: There's no way we can do that cause we cart make 


that trip back in one night--stop in some rebel fleabag, 
41.74 for some stinking closet! 

KEVIN: Tell em who you are! 

BUNKY: He just can't learn to relax. 

KEVIN: Then why bother? 

BUNKY: Cause he'll blow a gasket is why! 

KEVIN: We all blow gaskets. Some show it. I like you 
Binky. You're what you are and I don't meet many like 
you in my business. 

BINKY: See that? She likes me! 


KEVIN: And I know men. Oh do I know men! 


SLICK: You don't know nothing. You got a blender up there. 
BUNKY: (to Binky) Hey I like you too. I want you to stick 
around a while longer. 

BINKY: Hey you gotta go you gotta go. I'm not asking for 

a raincheck. 

CAKL: As long as we're not all barbequed by lightning. 

BINKY: Hey if it's the devil doing it, I'd invite him 

to come in und have a beer. But then I aint much for running. 
SLICK: What's all this garbage got to do with-- 

KEVIN: You said that storm was like hell, and before that 

we heard from Carl about dangerous southern towns. 

CARL: What's the connection? | 

KEVIN: The menace. It can come form anywhere. 

BUNKY: Ib must have been frightening for you, Carl, growing up-- 
CARL: Funny thing is that when I start thinking about it, it's 
how wonderful it was. i 

KEVIN: Dangerous and wondertals That's zesty! 

CARL: The danger, or the feeling of it, came later. I... 
was raised by two uncles and what I remember most vividly 

is riding between them in an old pickup, swimming in the 
James River, picking berries. And they made toys for me, 
whittled them for hours, and the three of us would play 

on the cabin floor. They were unsophisticated men, unread. 
We had a pig and a cow and apple trees and it was...heavenly. 
BUNKY: Oh God if only-- 

BINKY: If only what? 

BUNKY: Nothing. 

CARL: I got to be ten and still hadn't been to school. 


One of my uncles bought The Harvard Classics at a church sale 


pruruvTsv 


SLICK: That's the custom. 
CARL: Anyway split my life in half, well in thirds now. 
SLICK: One day it'll be just a little bitty fraction to hold onto. 
KEVIN: Why not just let it go? 
CARL: Because that'd nurt more. 
BUNKY: We're sorry, Carl. 

BINKY: Hey! I do my own apologizing if you don't mind. 
CARL: (drifting) Aunt..sort of intimated just one time... 

it was racial. Blacks and whites taunting each other. 

(recoering) At any rate, everyone involved was killed. 
KEVIN: Have you ever gone back to try to get it nailed down? 

I think that's the best thing in the world psychically, no:i 
matter how bad the facts are to get them straight. 

CARL: You know, I did go back there. once. I was at the University 
of Virginia, Charlotsvivll¢., for a conference and I drove down 

to Amherst just to see it again and I could remember almost 
nothing. Where I squggled my toes down into the mud there was 

a shopping center. 

SLICK: Almost no south left. 

CARL: It...was midnight...got to town square. And deathly quiet, 
not a soul. Let the car tick away and wiked out into the 

square and I don't know how to describe my feelings. 

First there was a warm rush and I saw myself between my two 

uncles in that old pickup driving into the square ona white- 

hot Virginia day when the blinding light banged back from 

the coubhouse and store windows but now now now now that 


courthouse sucked the moonlight in and the sidewalk rolled 
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iGARL: (cont) in Lynchburg. Gave them to me expecting me 
Lo learn to read from them. ‘That same set is out in my car 


right now. 


SLICK: Bub you couldn't get far on your own. 
CARL: They found some kind of itinerant minister God knows where. 
We stburled with Marcus Aurelius. 


SLICK: Yeah well I'm big fan of his. 


CARL: He told my uncles that they were in violation of the law 


and that they had to enroll me in school. One day they both 
lefe to do that but made me stay home. I truly think they 
thought the system would kidnap me. I never saw them again. 
| The next day my Aunt Ruth came down from D. C., and that began 


the pressure cooker that led from D. C. High and Georgetown and 


Johns Hopkins and all the wisdom and naivete that equal Carl. 


I went from no shoes to suits and ties in Aunt Ruth's salon, 


meeting judges and writers and actors and athletes. 
SLICK: They took the boy out of the country but-- 
CARL: Exactly. 

BUNKY: But what happened to--? 

CARL: Both killed. 


KEVIN: How, Carl? 


CARL: Racial. Somebody provoked fight. one of those chicken 

things where people drive at each other to see who'll veer off. 
Nobody did. 

KEVIN: The tragedy of stupidity: Who would want to be a man? 

CARL: It's funny...a little kid but I had a steadying effect on them. 
BUNKY: Terrible. 

CARL: I guess they had visited frients in Lynchburg, did a 


little drinking. 5 


There Is a Time 


I turned my head. 
You deepened. 


I'm ready I said 
next,addressing the light where 
you had been weeping. 


And now out aditng’ thd 18kive” 


and the, oan and the oot 
this ms bry! s 171 oF'y i “bright hair. 
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The ascension of the monkey 


makes heaven banana-bright 
mid leaping fronds defining 
green forever. Ae, 
Such chatterers know everything. 
“and haven’t got a clue. . 
ae . 
_/.° Love cannot renew 
us if we see it through. 


A Meeting 
in next room ee 
fools _ 
say what I do, 
ica iaiy 


depending 
on good 


faith 
nuting 
harm. 


A Moment's Place 


Though you can't sense 
; my face 
behind the glass . 
others will 


refer to a perspective 
of years 

hence from out their own 
console. 


I wouldn't presume. 
You, crying, bent 
on cutting a blue diagonal 
through the snow. 


In my attic window 

I am your sorrow's vector then 
you've likely moved 
to other ends 


as passion moves 
its field 


and time. 


Miami Beach’ 


To pimpled Honeys 


and Honeymooners 


you're 


ULTIMATE 


Wildwood 


FABULOUS , 


Atlantic City, 
of INFINITY, 


Pile higher. 


To me, ice cream aside, 
you're best as a 
dilated daisy 


in Capri 
pants. 


selling swamp lots 
to couples married 
to gas and hearing 
aids and hemorrhoids. 


Then there's newsboys 


outside 


of Wolfy's, 


over twenty one and 
seéing things not read 


_ concerning hoods 


who hate orange 


juice 
or ladies 
who'll dance 
for cash- 
bowed fiddlers. Miami 
Beach you ABSOLUTELY 
are the FABULOUS 
. FLORESCENT 


Bronx. 


of 


f 


Movieola 


Where a carousel 


whipped past I 


flicked a handle 
to bare dancers. 


It's been cubed 


like everything | 
into apartaents 


by beings who first 
ee 

the hot old 
machines. 


Then the photographs 
of princesses 
crashed.’ down 


whose fairest sones 
had been exfoliated 
by sadists 
with cigarettes. 


Anyway the loitering 
perverts , 

no longer have to be 

molested with immediacy 


as they ply their seis 
' trade amore surrea 
place. The moon 


never checks in 
on a new life. 


The Moment 


Evening is a river 
of shadows rushing 
the trees un- 


till you hear water 
and are not sure 


that it is wind 
or that dark : 


itself can run. 
Knowing that 


you can’t be 
sure of anything 
alone 


_ you can breathe 
your question. 


+-egone in the teeth 


To Ezra Pound 


cunt too gonecso we 

lately probed th'ass “ 
in 'bout 20 they pull another 

switch, shuddering 


i 
j 


flags,blowing brass ! 
for EPIC VIETNAM plus 


some inevitable post punk 
rock video VICTORY 
AT SEA plunge in 


what i know,Korea,got heroic 
dysentery,slept 
six days 'n nights 

in latrine 


that was enuff 
shit for me. 


Arrangement in Rhythm 


Whatever is bending 
multiplies in the eye then 


: pulses with each returning 


vision 
re giving . the heart its 
beat. 
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Some Universal Law 


One cannot touch 

_ without being 

| touched, Newton's 3rd hits 
adres Ge metaphysscrr 
thus raturayy “enguan. © 
the: village id Lot. oon . 

“ is touched, 

God and Rg concrting © Sa. 
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Motel! Motel! 


Lust 
is seedy fact. 


While the family ate 
spaghetti over us<-- 
scrapings and dish sounds-- 


We got engaged... 
; broke the bed. 


You'd think the crash 
'd swerve them 
from their blasphemy 


. But they dropped 
not word nor fork 
at our giggles. 


O pasta; pastiche 
o* mouths and family, 
of bubbles in the blood 
and in the sauce! 


The Empire of Desire 


It's the rain drumming the 
trunk lid. Bent under,creased 
suit...cigarette,a cold 


calling salesman conducts 
his jokes in tails 
of smoke,a run- 


through as with free hand deals 
catalogs,samples,then 

roots out (scene or girl de- 
pending) calendars,and ballpens 


the petty corruption 
of life obtains 


a history 
as grand 
as any. 


Nighthawks, after Hopper 


The world, of course, is dead. 
It was my father's as this could be 
Nickel Charlie's, the all-night restaurant 
next to Loew's Poli in New Haven where he'd repair 
after the graveyard shift on the Journal-Courier. 


A linotype operator his fingers swam 
beside a window propped up by Four Roses 
against a smothering night. Wasn't, though, this 
lead and whiskey universe he died from since 


he retired punching the copy out of tape under 
a livid, technical florescence--which is of 
my world of course. And I must 
sit among these waiting nighthawks to become 


the one who shows a slice of face and who observes 
the hard-edged guy, nondescript 
in the dark suit of his time with gray fe- 
dora and black band. I wear it too, sniffing. 
the coffee, hearing the chromium hiss 
of the polished urns, watching the redhead 


check her nails. Diner of the Heart. 

A blondish counterman thrusts down his arms 
like old women washing clothes 

in the rivers which erode exhauted cities. 
The redhead played 


367 for a year and it came out 
the day she stopped. I say nothing, 
having myself run out 


of numbers, bad luck entombed 
in the wool of my suit. 


But then I mumble past 
the obligation of our unconcern that I'll play 

it, three, six, seven staring out at nothing from the bright space 
of terror. She says play a quarter for me. 


Promise 


_ The echolar 
can*t find the Light 
on record. 


_ The artist 
Jerks the moon of f- 
stage. 


The tyrant 
kills the best of those 
we have. 


But the beans are there forever 
to be darkly counted and that‘s 
something at the very least 


for all the bright 
young people to depend on. 


Carcinogenic Blues 


In my mother's womb 
I married death 
they say 
particles sped by 


air got her 

and are getting me, 
benign, overweight I 

am being 


roundly poisoned, my 

very language too 

engorged with the burlesque 
patter of propositions 


to any and all 
survivors. I had thought 
to play it out 


fitfully, a last speech 
flaunting fine things. 


Wrong on all counts & move right 
along says the chemical cop. 
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Generation 


Joe and Madeline 
graduated Cornell & 
went on to 
Ph .(got married) Ds 

@ NYU, 


gestured intensively 

as they rapped a concept 

till it, surrounded, 
surrendered 


somehow 
thought it galled 
their living for thought 
the rent was scrounged up 
& the bread got bought 
& the bed was often 


enough made & unmade etc. 
Two kids 


bridged their discussions 


like afterthoughts 
but missing © 


a fleshy 
logic they tuned out 
Joe and Madeline 
whose mouth 
nonetheless still 
worked. 
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Shy Transport 


You worry over 
arriving 
late or no. 


When you do you'll 
say too little or too much 
and everyone'll wish 
you hadn't 


come. 
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Stain 


Everything gets on it! 

I, middle inward dandy oil 

to metaphor: on your reputation it 
aint so at any rate I console 
while she's saying the actual 


now which is always stronger than anything, 


-the rust on t-shirts sweat of armpits in- 


to the wash with its caustic stinks.. 


What a waste when gentlemen agree. 
Our passport to this place is yellow; 
Chink Laundrymen o why not get it on? 


Suburban Intelligence 


Men dance with their wives 
and in other ways 
surveillance is good. 


At certain parties each can sit 
in the corner 
of the other's sight. 


The foraging day though 
brings dangers from different 
' preditors that the folk- 

lore has glossed over 


the bawdy centuries, but 
each has warned and 
trained occasionally 


cleared,and is therefore primed 
and hardly gunshy. 
"Social Scientists” suck 
around and lawyers 
lick their whitewalls 


and the veterans 
are knowing 
the way 


guides sense the 
body of the wind. 


So Much An Hour 


The place of time 
is a clock 


once we step round. 


It depends on the company. 

Now w/ a good company 

lots is forgiven 

w/ kisses all around 

since you can push everything back 


to ring in. 


And w/ a bad 
their hands 


is razors. 


% 


Sufficient 


How do you say what has been? 
It has its shape 
as you have 


your vision 
of things which can't be 


true. So let us state 
you understand by trying 


to understand, 
letting it go 
at that. 


When Did It Happen? — 


The raw way’s fine--before: 
this,after that--such swath 


addressing then 


Gar wider purposes, 
but te acrew ourselves 
to precision (so 
Called) is too exact- 


ene fer in measuring we miss. 


(it’s something else) 


not knowing 


how much 


is wise. 


4 


She 
said, 


I'm where old 
causes go 


to die 


a happy 
hunting ground 


of nervous 
loss and so 


I deal. 


Frank B. Ford 
English / WCSC 
W. Chester, PA 19380 


‘Write When You Get Work." 


Yeah life's a one-liner 

one~lunger 

one loop 

one dance old basso 
Brave, so 
do your Mobius Strip 
and when you get to your panties say 
"where the fuck am I?" Made 
the obligatory joke and started 
removing my jockey shorts already 

pointing out what was required and some more 

and she... 
's 
gone and I'm 


Worry Beads 


First to say with- 
out thinking say 


it widens 


particulars 
and this could be as 


to our time, anxious 


to string up 


internals. 
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When As Now 


Thinking 
collapses 


stars 
abstract 


tightening 
before us 


all then 
is stress 


we find. 


Visit As Idea 


Always they come in from the fog 


with their foggy voices 


and when it lifts 


they ‘re gone 


and with nothing 


fixed. 


The Varieties of Agitation 


Cookbooks are like novels, it's 
vicarious eating Vs. 
vicarious lust, 


anyway, found a recipe for 
strawberry cream 
something, , asked 5 


my Love to explicate 
"fold whipped 
cream in" == 


for answer she chose 
' motion that was 
pedagogic ah- 


‘but pure. She showed 
how cream is folded, 
undulantly wedded 


layer to layer, 
berries to en- 
croaching cream. 


Oh I had mixed and beat before 
' and kneaded, 
really kneaded, 


and plunged 
in knives that came 
out dry. Oh my, 


regular Escoffier | 
of the furious life 
where nothing came right 


before I 
learned to 
fold. 


pucuTav 


KEVIN: Pretty funny! 

SLICK: oh sent listen to her. She's only half as bad as 
she pretends. And that's awful enough. = 
CARL: Sing some more. 

SLICK: I'm...forgetting em everyday. I swear won't be none 

left soon. But let me try PLUMBLOSSOM. Shucks now I forgot 

how it goes. That's a lie. Remember parts. I got trunk full 

of sheet music. Get a look at that I'll be right again. 

CARL: We all have trunks like that I'd wager. 

BUNKY: What's in yours, Carl? 

CARL: Few dozen books, Milton to Mailer, plus the Harvard Classics. 
BUNKY: That all? Everybody has more than that. 

CARL: Oh? | 

KEVIN: Some unliterary memories'she means. We're all curious 

about you. It's lovely for me to be curious. 

CARL: Sure you're just not being diplomatic again? 

KEVIN: You can't always tell that. Tell us about Amherst, Virginia. 
CARL: It was a dangerous place. 

SLICK: Dangerous! You're sitting right now in one of the 

most dangerous places in the whole world. Right here! 

BINKY: Hey gettinglere is dangerous. That I'll agree with. 

SLICK: This here cabin's end of Laurel Ridge. 

BINKY: I'm trembling. ‘fhe rhodo-whatchacallits gonna capture me? 
BUNKY: Rhododendrums. 

BINKY: Whatever. 

SLICK: Laurel Ridge shoots way up there into Pennsylvania, 

hundreds of miles. Storms start brewing up there and roll 


down here like bowling alley and we is the tenpins. 
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Tearing the Cover off 


» 


True that many of us mistake 
balls between our legs 
and yet for this, O'Leary, you were much de- 


spised. Other probable errors take us 


into fields that seem such worlds 

apart. Corrupt judges bend de- 
cisions to affect us 

all though they seem particular enough 


regarding you. But there's the curve 


as always we take our chances 


with the lives of others 


as linear as speed and as trivial 


as games you often failed 


to catch or strike the space of time 
being transversed 


by flashing vectors plus 


you mused our lies 
at various positions, fields 


funked in dreamy equations. 
And here you function once again 
and again like most of us 


to counter- 


point the ‘hero" and his 


lousy failure. 


56 anred 


sh yeas 


the heat, 


’ all along 
how she'd 


surface 
at this 
full age: 


be through beercans, 
other PX dreck 
our maid sails —T noon 


| in a glittering parabola 
against the solid blue 
to undulant wreaths of 


orange pec!s 
bluer bay. 


Garbage 
can't do Love in © 
hee as she fetches up 
through all her 2 aoa ’ 
awoman's grin. | 


Tearing the Cover off 


True that many of us mistake 
balls between our legs 
and yet for this, O'Leary, you were much de- 


spised. Other probable errors take us 


into fields that seem such worlds 

apart. Corrupt judges bend de- 
cisions to affect us 

all though they seem particular enough 


regarding you. But there's the curve 


as always we take our chances 
with the lives of others 
as linear as speed and as trivial 


as games you often failed 


to catch or strike the space of time 
being transversed 


by flashing vectors plus 


you mused our lies 
at various positions, fields 


funked in dreamy equations. 


And here you function once again 
and again like most of us 


to counter- 


point the "hero" and his 


lousy failure. 
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Teacher 


They sent the college boys, not fat yet. 
with a slick underlayer and they could 
lie almost as well as the Powers and 
their Siren-voiced women pleading again 


"It's all okay! It's all changed! Look 


at us. Are we dead?" I turned and ran 
as they scrambled from out the plunging i 
boats and I could hear them whipped by 

branches, cursing, falling even after 

a quiet wind lifted a voice "Leave him. 

To bay at the moon." I tried that night. 

Not feeling different; you couldn't alone. 

My voice to the moon and wind I drew in. 


You take from corrupters in order to live. 


Today 


Your own way 


screws up 


royally. 


Creativity 


being one degree 


deflection of a 
beret 


over an asshole. 


Ya 


Thinking 


falls in 
of itself, 


scatter 


abstract- 


ing to 


small 


talk 


compact— 


ing 


quiet. 


tisket a gasket 
O-rings } 
gave it up 


on the chal lenger 


as god the ur~ 


ologist of the infinite 


knons it all 


is plumbing. 
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Those Two Again 


Snow is 
eryatalgvcuatnicn 
fused — . 
to hood 
a kmobby 
world. 
In art things turned 
are caught by 
fire 


before a crazed drunk 
wrecks the shop 


is given 
booze and wane to keep 
his unkempt soul till snow 


confides 
ain outside 
the window, 


| sticks around to smoothe 
hungover light. 


co 
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To Me As You 


Whatever the wind knows 
limbs keen at supernovas 


as flowers darker 
to your rage,you 
from black ordering, blaze 


and will 


blaze out too. 


_— ae, Te ee 


Equal Time 


Take five 


for cranky love, 
the kind 


best said by 
Look! 
Just where's 


my goddamn...? 


(Tell you where 
I'd Jike it, 
. Ducks: ) 


- Or when I THINK I could have 

eae married x,y,z,o intonation*s 
all the range of 
these outrageous 


marriages 


wherein, again, it 
never fails, never, 


twenty miles from home and YOU 


forget...just... 
so we all forget, 
and when that 


grim's set right, 


won't be candy coke or star 
but a something nearer 


where you are. 
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We Those Good Ole '60 Boys 


why they went down like buns | 

with loose lips sinking 

Se PE eae ets a, ile. ~no-ships, really, they're crew = 

now, either hand out enaie and itching, 

or tuning down the gauges in the boiler roon. 
Well anyhow they all the time soatlee what's shaking, 
Baby? And when needles split red they go numb. 


Two Soliloquys In a Close Dark Place 


t 


1 


Well and, like, ub huh!. Hair 
more than a moderate wow ~ 
and just a little leverage's 
all it took, enough 

to make her know I have 

to have what each man must, 


Christ she's crazy over me, 
like her too although she's 
kind of heavy in. the ass 
and makes weird faces 

when we're making it. 


Good kid though good kid, she'll 

be pretty happy-- all 

that I-can give. Hmmm, trying 

not to hurt her when I set her down... 
setting her so gently down. 


Hell might not even have to 
less she starts right in 
to sleep around, 


ot cibinep aihod usaf ea Bimace tnd brett 
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Note of Caution 


The molecular conspiracy of ice 
sealed the pavements away,making us 

free with ourselves. 

Keaton, Chaplin you name it 


we split and fell. 
Besides us the cars huffed 
and were flung 


like so much straw. Getting up 
was more comedy 
to other citizens, smiles 
sliding by. 


At Yale once I saw a quy 

go twelve-thirty——- 
the thirty being the sidewalk 
in front of George and Harry’s. 
mirroring the top of his head. 


I did. Well,Physics proves me wrong I know-~- 
you can’t go thattaway completely 
upside dawn-— 
but they ambulanced him from us 
shorter. 


So what? Just that It’s out there,Honey, 
one slick way or another. 


Tt Happens 


Each time the fan @oee dawn he talka ta the Leman, 
Great 


and Mary's all int 


Auntie desires the potato 
eughapand clicka of gatepping =. 
into a bullet, 


he. ai rgpetieneT near 
salad but nat the bacone~ 


never artichokes, 


the phone poet 


Insured 


Face it. 
Name it 
Hard ,now 
or losing 
it, lose. 


Pans 
fa ms 
ins 5 
D8 
ii 
4 
4 
E 


Sb ies 


2 


Not as nice as this cigarette 
as it traces on the’ dark; 

the time dlicious for 

itself, I want to hug me, 


Sleeping is. the. gawks.i- ves, coke 
Later, when the lights come. up 
the passiof aig pees a i 


Slob's haunt. oo pe ett 


Seen a lott rn ‘tHlat. 
Well, so much..for, eas oa 
I used east he heen ee belies 
But I wish, his bloady.. ee. eee eee 
breathed more Like Fape 


than shame.*” re 7 Ohcynaas eS SHO a BS 


+ “ Baye Pa re oer ee ad 
aa Go pa ge = TES gn ae a 


O I must be terrible! 
I guess. 

But hardly terrible enough, 
not yet. 


Those Good Ole '60 Boys 


why they went down like bus: 

with loose lips sinking 

‘no ships; really, they're crew 0 
either hand outthrust and itching, 

or tuning down the gauges in the boiler room. 
Well anyhow they all the time wonder what's shaking, 
Baby? And when needles split red they go mumb. 


NE eT 


now, 


No Better Question 


Let him 
weasel~ 
ease his 
way: does 


that say 
confetti? 


The Grammar of Desire 


Swimming in your eyes 


Is fate denied 


For arriving goes 
Like a sleeve 
Emptying as 

It fills. 


Destination 


Cannot ever be 


‘Destiny 


Your hair 
Romancing the literal 


Air. 


High Diddle 


Where'd it go? 
My son, literal 
18 says I'm crazy. 


"You're gone!" 


Hey, getting someone's ass 
out is philosophy at any rate 
The Pennsylvania Lottery was fixed. 


So what 


happened, by the bye, 
to the real number which 
in its blown-about way 


should have popped up 


up up on 3 pingpong balls triggered 
up lucite chutes by a senior citizen? 
Where went that group of digits? 
Well, since I'm not 18 I know it 


all has flown discretely up to that 
Great Big Fuckin in the Sky, 
joining the other jobbed chances, each 


a satellite in an expanding universe of grief. 


Me, I go on my natural way down here 
where all screwing is, 


however briefly, news. 


Frank B. Ford 
‘741 South Street 
West Chester, PA 19380 


Hands 


Sicker ,spit 
like diamonds 
everywhere we 
open 


the air. We call 
then, folding 


the full house 
into < '.eart. 


Human Geology 


A wall makes a crack 
of surprises 
when the threatened 


war arrives. 


Causes, that is 
what the family did in 


common quarrels or omissions 


all, all forgotten 
while mortar sifts 


over corpses, rubble 


nudges others through 
the inequality of circumstance 


we survive 


to build 
another wall, | 
each brick 


an argument. 


Human Potential 


We want the language 
as a friend 


who'll tell a joke. 
We'll always go out for coffee forgetting 
to eye the gauges. 


The leaders must hold this engraved. 
Well,our own friend's actual head 
is gone. Anybody can't hear 
jokes is quite exact. 


The Hand In the Future 


We are composing ourselves 
as the photographer composes. 
Our being © 
guided and 
guiding him 


and each solely directing such 
limited chaos making us 
free in a way 
of the reault. 


For one certainly can’t hand it 
to the photographer. The moggfit 
shown over and over must not be 

an accident or the prejudice 
of one eye and one waving arm. 


But to say 
it is us we 
were vital- 
ly promising 


everyone. 


1 8i 


7 


B 


Bey 
Bie. 


eu. 


Important Disclaimer 


b 


8 Killers in their outfite,in and out ania 
of movies their panflash pretet es ,of fenses against taste, | 
‘so like the Strangelove : 
generals and all the other insolent 
kissass clowns who grabbed power,cretinous 


ridiculous and foolish with their trivial airs,all snoot 
and snot and huff and puff, their quivers and their barrels 


empty but they’re not really funny 
a when they ’re working.- 
Goes to show you can sling all|the metaphor you want 
but a man inside his literal life 
| can pull your eyes out. 


Imperat ive 


Each has 
te time 
call it 
what you 

will 


till a 
grander 
shoulder | 
it aside. 


Die for 
the system 
and the 
system 
dies. 


oe ee ee 
el hye Ce ee 


idea. 


Sounds 
to its 
length 


end 
it 
as 


Oscilloscope  ] 


Overnight 
magnolias. pop 
pinkwhite 


before the wind 
tunes the day 
to waves of 
petals. 


Come on! 
she cries to him 
against the 
fragile rush. 


Bue : 

I belong to other 
waves 

which chart my ways 


between the lines . 
for those who read 


@ bs east to disagree. . 

I have ceased listening 
since now 
each Spring's 
a question 
eversharpening. 

Can I regain the wave of life 
itself? 
Match it as she must, 


ulse 
by thrusting pulse? 


A Moment's Place 


Though you can't sense 
my face 
behind the glass 
others will 


refer to a perspective 
of years 

hence from out their own 
console. 


I wouldn't presume. 
You, crying, bent 
on cutting a blue diagonal 
through the snow. a 
In my attic window . 
I am your sorrow's vector then 
you've likely moved — 
to other ends ae 


as passion moves 
its field 


and time. 


. Is There a Limit to Etcetera? 


Relieving the suffering of elegance 
in the argot gets . : 
"prioritized" -~ the rich - 


being always with us, 


our pound of flesh seasoned with °™ 
the salt of the earth 
comprising the fat 


of the land 


but let's Pull together for once 
we'll eut back !on :lunch 

they'll pick up the 

tin. 


The Indians Had a Word For It 


My blahblah personna 
wedges air when ; 
people ask I answer 


then again they 
seem satisfied 


at any rate 


years ago my . 
tongue was 
of a piece. 


Rie o ce ae 


Know ye 


vision is what 
should contain 
when you no longer can 


obtain 
their clean Way, 


Clear as heartbreak. 


Why shouldn’t they 
shrug? 


A Salt Lake in Turkey 


No top or 
bottom 


blotching 
furious 
bright 


no way 
to find 


a way, 


nothing 
human 


is alien 


to me- 


Goethe 
knew the 


whiteness 
after white. 


Inverse 


Black sun 


infalling 


suppose 


1M? 
of Sour eye 
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Imperative 


Each has 
its time 
call it 
what you 
will 
till a 
grander 


shoulder 
it aside. 


ap for 

® system 
and the 
system 
dies. 


DROPS CLOSE ONE 


Pitch pitch screwball 
son a bitch you're in 


. to harm me now so 
we kick the balls 
to left away then 


to the right and when 
you earn the loss and 
you learn in justice+ 


I hear you’ were ask 
ing for it the rape 
at our fum_ bling be 


. comes--our love for 
what? The circle's 
centralit y aiding 


your 
spot 
down 
pray 
take 


“ above o 


town we 
they'll 
you one 


day for you 


111 


ose all 


stuff to our 
glory. . 


Dimension Statement 


The answer to anything 


requires another question 


tacked on fore or aft 


(both infinitely regarded) 


as an implication 


that something can be said 


then, and that something 


necessarily remains 


to sustain 
and to sustain 


us in time. 


To meet us 
coming and going 


and those seen off. 


How brave it is to live 


with the knowledge of life. 


Saying so long should be more 


than okay. 


Disposition 


You've gone 


to pieces 


literally 


erased 


from air finally 


used up 


as i- 


dea of what 


our minds were 


you're 


not. 


Everyday Horror 


Running you therefore 


never learn. They know you 


are each instant 
central to the color 


of speed, a distraction 


to the cautious invention 
of death. They're in amaze 


at answers you wing back. 


Rooted, with rubber faces 


filling in your airy wake. 


Bier tomes seme 


: 
ad 


a 


menhigent 


stems 


i 


Egos 


The ambiguously unhappy 
affect kaleidoscope, 
want what they loathed 
& lie for it knowing 
or Hee: Keep us 


foiled. 


Daytonna Beach 


Buddah is fat 

Mohammed is horny 
Christ is a sissy 
Rabbis are corny 


Hindus must starve 
as their minds stretch 
and blow 


And Hippies go 
twitchy 
to Lexington wards. 


Ah so? Love let's 
be true to this 
ongoing Screw, 


Smothering 
acid-head, 
pulpit. stink too. 


What the Benign Do 


Loaded forbear— 
ance is worse 
than any scald 


faced scorn. 
They'll get you 
in that trap with 
its slowmotion spring 


coaxing you to 
watch and watch and watch. 


Amsterdam Boat Tour _ 


Our blonde 
droned through 
pooling dusks 


all the while 
a drunk 
tried her once 


too often, too 
quick for un- 
dulant ship- 


board life. She 
glanced off base 
entreaty 


to point up. 
history, 
The Ann Frank 


House. And what 
' was there 
- . went by 


as light 
' goes by 
the hush- 


ing place, 
all ruined 
rooms. Our 


guide 
ran down 
till just 


her hair 
- described 
our sail- 


ing life, 
a dark 
darkest 


at its 
touch 
when 


breath 
becomes 
itself 


. alone 
a - we must 
forgive. 
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Given the World 


You were my Legs 
Diamond 
I 


your Machine Gun 


Kelly furiously Capone 


till you spread an 


overcoat to revelations of 
musky hams, whop~ 


ping provolones. Wanted 


to scrape that mold in 
curls but caught myself 


outside the Biograph. 


Should've been Bonny and Clyde ripping ass 


ends from roadsters 


at firehail 


packing it in. 


_ A Salt Lake in Turkey 


No top or 
bottom 


- plotching 
furious 
white no 


way to find 

a wa 

noth 

human 

is alien 

ta men 

Goethe 

knew 

the whiteness 
after white. 
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After Beethoven's Rage Over a Lost Penny 


You can screw your 
Child-sel f down much later 


But grasping lass 
At any rate 
Is big potatoes. 


As is loving rage 
Itself 
As you. 


Art Is An Inner Motion 


And to be in love with it 
must lead you to disown 
the way it has to start 


and when it tugs ta counter 
to your will you'll . 
worry. ‘Yét soon the dance 
reempts the densest 
ogic, and happily enough. 


Delight will come 
when you move through 
ithe life too quick 
for mere inertia 
quite long after 


the tree or grass oF woman 
stops. 
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Syntax 


Nobody ever arrives. 
Heartbreak assumes 
trauma , bodies 
small-kill themselves in time cued 
plates: grind undéras.> 
lightning faults trees, and 
apertures hold infinite storms 
we weather bro- 
ken fields, dodging pros 


in memory. 


Star Grid 


CASABLANCA CASA-— 
AS TIME GOES  BLANCASTAR 
BY AS TIME 
° & 
ingrid REMEMBERING AS 

i STARRINGRID remember 
TIMe startime TIMESTAR 


ring TIMESTAREMBERINGRID 


AS BOGIE & INGRID BY & BY 


Teacher 


They sent the college boys, not fat yet 
with a slick underlayer and they could 
lie almost as well as the Powers and 
their Siren-—voiced women pleading again 
"It's all okay! It's all changed! Look 
at us. Are we dead?" I turned and ran 
as they scrambled from out the plunging 
boats and I could hear them whipped by 
branches, cursing, falling even after 

a quiet wind lifted a voice "Leave him. 
To bay at the moon." I tried that night. 
Not feeling different; you couldn't alone. 
My voice to the moon and wind I drew in. 


You take from corrupters in order to live. 


me 


oe intel igent . way of just 


Berkley 


sd mario salvio re nazi 
concentration camps any- 
one saw those pictures 
'd insist 


world be changed & yet 
these not the bad wds 
angered at but 


SHIT & FUCK-~depend on it a- 
MERICANS stand p for 


language. 


ing Glance 


Brighten 


One becomes gold 
in the smoke rou 


on row of the other 


ith dark» 
ponding nills 


beyond. Ney aoot tracings 


Me 


leaving- 


Coda 


My brother he's 
the kind who cries 
at funerals 


of vague Hibernian homosexuals 


and afterwards 

we drink to sharpen up 
a@ prayer: spare Rot 
the dead queer nor 

any race anywhere. 


d 
ye 


It catches at the afternoon 


Ner way and her ways. Yes. 
Though her 


mother 

walked like 

-. Cats in a bag 

- she is moved as grasses through 


their languid days o my she ripens 
as she drifts through silkhase she's 
thickening this massive air and still 


I burn too sudden for a swollen day 
and such an undulantly lazy girl. 


ON. 


Stain 


Everything gets on itl 
I, middle inward dandy oil 
to metaphor: on your reputation it 


aint so at any rate I console 


while she's saying the actual 


now which is always stronger than anything, 
the rust on t-shirts sweat of armpits in- 
to the wash with its caustic stinks. 


What a waste when gentlemen agree. 
Our passport to this place is yellow; 
Chink Laundrymen o why not get it on? 


Scenic Railroad -- Cass, West Virginia 


Spinning leaves 


past a whistling 


down the rails 
the basso meets 
his last 


such doubled notes 


as long and sad 


as any other 
spanning 


ripped. 


"You are no doubt aware..."Begins The 
Publisher's High Hard One (w/ English) 


No doubt of 
nothing 


am I 
aware 


very nearly 
here ina 
blather of debt 


and battlements, 
fine and private 
dog even though bereft 


of your "irinovative" text as 
it were promoting death 
further. 


(Do Now) 


What we knew was flashy 
evil slips to small 
over the long haul 


| (banana-comical some 
'd have it) thus Adolph in™ 
the chintzy bunker the life 


of the luau, 
smelling things up by 
anticlimax,no worry 


for high-toned Yankees who, 
staked deeply in his debt, 
'd written him off by now. 


In tasteless timeframes of 
diminishing returns, 
Sayonara CEO. What 
we didn't know 


is business 
as usual. 


oe sperm , 


Sp gf RE RE aS ATE A 


Scum day. 

Gulls squawk. 
Slime 

and bone bone cold 


how nice... 
to bust some stranger 
on. the beach, tip your 
filthy cap, spit in- 
to his running face 
as the gulls stream 


from oily light 


‘put notbneldy nothing's 
here but sodden sand, . 


“2: pilings rotting . . 


a 


slime-green black, — 
- prackish water, 
: Ditter cries of gulls | 
- ripping your shaken |. 
‘bones, cold bones. 


‘ag stoned philosophers pray 
one with Nature I'm. 5 


Options 


Who takes 
contends}; 
who asks 

loses. 


Who keeps 
distance 


increases 
ite 


\ 4 


Fields 


The others vibrate if 
you risk ap- 
proach. Mine's 


me ,a push- 
pull resonance 
to be sure 


but nothing 
fearful un- 
less all is 


Going 
at any rate through 
the through phase. 


Sigh Sik etc ARE ON AIP MAE EAB a BEIT ER ae IF HERI PES OS 
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Movieola 


Savin Rock, where 
I flicked a handle 
to bare dancers 


has been cubed 
into apartments. 
Long ago they had 


sledgehammered 
the old machines, 
glossy Honeys 


mounted at the top.. Then 
Princesses of Niles crashed 
down. Final insult 


to those whose 
fairer zones had been 
exfoliated by sadis- 


tic cigarettes. Now 
homosexuals no longer 
have to be 


molested 
with immediacy 
as they ply their seizing 


passion 
on the futuristic 
playground 


as all must 
face up to the old life 
mid the new clichés. 


ee ee 


¥ 


Always, the Moral of Here and There 


: : : i 
Beating the bush ee eS 
leagues away from our intellectual 


disgrace among “ oe 
the ivy and en Be 
or slash- va me 


ing green-gold-of stadiums, how R Sees - 
the poisonous work ee 
within tradition-— 


al buildings : 
exceeds. Here my minor gear task 
hand suffices, 


there the bauble 
reputation 
in the bawd's mouth. 


End 


Somehow things 
are worse 
so what 


the grids 
catch 
each other 
's drift? 


What deepens 
I could read 
but won't 


because 
there is 
no more, 


Waiting 


Winter holds 


this house, 


her glow 


hums. We feel the 
slamming up of 


clouds . speeding 


bright winds 


buzz and flare 


this room where 
windowframes tick 


and melt 


the walls 
come at us 


ice bright 


the end 
we breathe in - 


winter light. 


A Light In the Field 


a watermelon rises 
over the soaking 


weeds, moan-bright 
the fatso. 


Are there bugs sawing their 
own shivering 
poems in the large rain? Ever 


alert to 
cold feet 


and the plunging train 
of breath? 


Blind 


I sense what you see 
sans mercilessness,. 


If I had that 
my eyes would slide, 
refract. They'd 


glance off, 
not envelop. 


Ding Dong Doom 


What you sold 
You sold,Mess 


Of Pottage Time 
gotta dime? 


You're left still 
When the machines 
steal 


So say a voice 
That's better than 


what. 


Cliché, the Affectionate Pet 


The Times asks it round 
like the infrequent turn at 
golf with the boss. 


Wheee are the... 
whatever , young 
paithers ,writers? 
-~no matter (in the question that 


is. }Red Warren in- 
side Yale College 
of Leather Armchairs asks where the 


passion is. 


The further in the less 
one hears and sees. Nor 
anguish answering nor blood 
pouring always down the Bammered gathes, 


At. the Footballers’ Show 


This can-can drags 
a joke with 

more continuity 
than sin 


and these 
crossed-dressed anfuls 
are the result (at least 


half) of witty men 
making homely women. 
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ar Flip Side 


‘The phone again? Jesus H.Christ not another one! 
O CHIEF, CHEAP MYTHOLOGIST of the HIGH PURPLE PLAIN, 
especially since I've. just now begun 
enjoying my ulcer's full soothing complement of pain. 


I don't give a shit what in poetry or prose SUFFICES-- 
I overheard--my ravening stomach rollllls for CHILI. 
Your fuckin Faulkner-Eliot's divisive. 

Stevens? Whatever? Next time write it Clear, you silly 


bastard; belay the MYTHO=POETIC bullshit 

and fling it like it is, ® 
then you won't get delayed by this flit-frenetic 
editor's phone calls and can get to the business 


of buying me lunch at MOM*S, Now don't blink! 

You promised. "GOODBYE"? Ah yes, goodbye SWEET PIMP 
and puke of WINOS lead you to your shrink, 

Of course I know it. I'm CRAZY. A SURREALISTIC. 


sophomore. Who isn't? Besides, have some reverence 
for the avatar of the fuckin body you hack at-- 
I'll have you know the writer in bloddy. RESIDENCE, 
Let's go, or I'll take away your PASTEPOT, 


a Oh met the wife front of Frontier, said buy Pampers. 
You got a real baby, huh? Not a METAPHOR, 
Oh ho and on into the OLDS go the soused raper's 
bones. He got the INDIAN maid 'gainst the bathroom door. 


Fuck a people you get to know then, 
I, Sir, am an AMERICAN, It's our way a 
: 


| They're STOIC you know that? GOOD SPORT I say. 
| , | 
| LOOK At THIS, Getting rust in my PHL 


O I'm gonna stop drinkin 
WATER, gonna stop suckin in coffee n pie, 
gonna stop THINKIN and THINKIN and THINKIN, 
gonna die. (Vamp three bars while I die.) 


Don't worry--drive he bled--not here, not now. For spite 
you'd have a book out before I could get elegantly cold. 
I CAN'T WRITE I CAN'T WRITE I CAN'T WRITE, 


It's GONE all the old- 

BALLS and brio. LOVELY ARROGANCE. You 

ought.to write something that's true 

not SOMETHING ABOUT SOMETHING. See how it kills you. 


40's 


seeing 


where we're 


possibly 
to be 


ia 2 eye-wide 


& have some? 


Miami Beach 


To pimpled Honeys 
and Honeymooners 
you're FABULOUS, 


ULTIMATE Atlantic City, 
Wildwood of INFINITY, 
Pile higher: 


To me, ice cream aside, 
you're best as a 
dilated daisy 

in Capri 

pants 


Selling swamp lots 
to couples married 
to gas and hearing 
aids and hemorrhoids. 


Then there's newsboys. 

outside of Wolfy's, . 
over twenty one and 
‘Beéing=thingbingt read 


concerning hoods 
who hate orange 
juice 

or ladies 
who'll dance 


for cash- 

bowed fiddlers. Miami 

Beach you ABSOLUTELY 

are the ——«- FABULOUS 
«-FLORESCENT 


Bronx. 


fh 
moo 


a 


Fighting Words 


the woman who talked 
unracked several 
moral attitudes to 


wit: no hypocrisy 


as to TV,ador- 
ing soap-schlock and 
Mahsterpiece Theatre. She 


desired sex 
rambunctious or cozy de- 
pending on the mood 

of where and Reagan 
alsg went too far. 


Clean European 
countries! You'd ex- 
pect filth in 
Istambul ! 


The palms essayed 
a rustle. Lights 
flared on 


like doctors 
we stared 
down her throat. 


Her husband 

walked into the black 
water ,the dog 

white at his chest,not 


to kill themselves yet 
just to hear the caverns of the sea 
making sense 


of resonant planets 
in the hollows 
of their bones. 


Frank 6B. Ford 
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7 Posthumous eo 


particular 


ee ee eae 


particulate 


part late | ° 
art late,art 
rate part 

late, titular 


art cart late 


Miami Beach 


To pimpled Honeys 
and Honeymooners 
you're FABULOUS, 


ULTIMATE Atlantic City, 
Wildwood of INFINITY, 
Pile higher. 


To me, ice cream aside, 
you're best as a 
dilated daisy 

in Capri 

pants 


Selling swamp lots 
to couples married 
to gas and hearing 
aids and hemorrhoids. 


Then there's newsboys 
outside of Wolfy's, 
over twenty one and 
seéing:thingbingt read 


concerning hoods 
who hate orange 
juice | 

or ladies 
who'll dance 


for cash- 

bowed fiddlers. Miami 

Beach you ABSOLUTELY 

are the FABULOUS 
FLORESCENT 


Bronx. 


fi 


a 
- : 


Fighting Words 


The woman who talked 
unracked several 
moral attitudes to 


wit: no hypocrisy 


as to TV,ador- 
ing soap-schlock and 
Mahsterpiece Theatre. She 


desired sex 

rambunctious or cozy de- 
pending on the mood 

of where and Reagan 

alsg went too far. 


Clean European 
countries! You'd ex— 
pect filth in 
Istambul ! 


The palms essayed 
a rustle. Lights 
flared on 


like doctors 
we stared 
down her throat. 


Her husband 

walked into the black 
water ,the dog 

white at his chest,not 


to kill themselves yet 
just to hear the caverns of the sea 
making sense 


of resonant planets 
in the hollows 
of their bones. 


Frank B- Ford | sid 
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7 Posthumous 


particular 


WE pectiealwte! 9 8 a petra ie temas 
part late 


art late,art 


rate part 


late,titular 


art cart late 


Sw esa Nie 
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Party Line 


"An icecube 
Is turning 
The bourbon." 


An apology 
In order 
If insisted. 


Such views 
Cost always 
Dear. Best to 
Forget. 


English / WCSC 
W. Chester, PA 19380 


, 


Flamenco Song 


She translates it is wife, the dog 
"Now that's a bit strong that is." 
He bite her o how you say? Part? 


"Ass.'"' No! Is tongue! "I love it; it's poetic 
justice!" He...after, he run...catch this 
dog, husband do, and he push in dog mouth like this 


and this. "Stuff." Stuff with the biscuits, 
very delicious. "Hey now that is great: 


proverbial frosting on the proverbial cake." 


Hah! You like. Like! Bastard! I-— 
"Just joke is all. Why you no laugh?" am wife. 


&.. Two beats too for drama: I (one, two) 
am Begband! So what?" 
& tell me nothing you I know you! 


a 


Party Line 


"An icecube 
Is turning 
The bourbon." 


An apology 
In order 
If insisted. 


Such views 
Cost always 
Dear. Best to 
Forget. 


J Frank B. Ford 
’ English / WCSC 
“ W. Chester, PA 19380 


Flamenco Song 


She translates it is wife, the dog 
"Now that's a bit strong that is." 
He bite her o how you say? Part? 


"Ass." No! Is tongue! "I love it; it's poetic 
justice!" He...after, he run...catch this 


dog, husband do, and he push in dog mouth like this 


and this. "Stuff." Stuff with the biscuits, 
very delicious. "Hey now that is great: 


proverbial frosting on the proverbial cake." 


Hah! You like. Like! Bastard! I~ 
"Just joke is all. Why you no laugh?" am wife. 


&.. Two beats too for drama: I (one, two) 
am gegband! So what?" 
mM tell me nothing you I know you! 


be: 


f- 


The Game Plan 


Mid houses antipassionate 
by nature,one abstains (an in- 
ner action). -.Hé embraces 


from the rear a heaving she engaged 
at flipping Swedish meatballs. 


Back at the TV,resolving 
no picture at all's 
his own one only con- 


templating a boredom which has flowered 
geometrically since birth.The master of 


the house abstracts 

Cowboys versus Patriots, 

where pass defenders coyly slap, 
unfaithful to their quarterback. 


Sd 0% petty 
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#111 blesk 


The mind breathes variations of blaek. 


= Dee 315 1959 
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At Last 


when the Neutron vacuums 
whoosh, will it take polyester 
too, leaving just our shoes say, 
shoes leading every which way, a land- 
scape of shoes, some few going to the bank 
where the  bliss- 
_ full vault awaits, 
bronze downflutings of the gone teller's 


cage pointing to his Thom McCan's? 


ing 


th 
ing 


the day 
itself pulps 


Doing no 
RANCH ROMANCES? 


but stay 

wet 

as enter she, 
western boots-—— 
could be 


RAW LIGHT TURNS ON’ LITERATURE 


The Limits of Style 


Her focus on substance 


of a sort, 


His, starker action: 
“You're the master 


of the inappropriate 


gesture." The percent he's 


something called a man 


will then get scored. 


That's all of it 


no great matter. Those riding 
in a fire don't consider 
it as fire. They stick 


it out. 


End up sucking 


revision—- 


ist chicken at 


Col. Saunders. 


It Happens 
Each time the fan goes down he talks to the iceman, 
and Mary's all in the air,he hears; he says Great 
"Auntie desires the potato salad but not the bacon-- 

never artichokes, though,and clicks off ,stepping 
straightaway out from the phone booth into a bullet, 
poetry being shadowed by consequence. 

4 
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THE LANGUAGES OF FLORIDA 


A young woman,her t-shirt say- 
ing 12K accosts me 

before I can translate 
the metrics. Part of the crime 


paranoia here I surmise. 
(Not that it's based 
on nothing.) I explain 
that I’m just looking round 
prior to moving in. 


He sings in Spanish crossing Zayre's 
parking lot,adding in English 
"It is a beautiful,beautiful song!” 
By virtue of agreeing with him I delay 
for I am duty-bound to fetch the car and tear 
away my overflowing cart 
held hostage by a guard. 


Earlier the p. a. hammered "Please be 

considerate of others. Do not take your 

cart into the parking lot.” The old American 
Horseradish. Again. Please be considerate of Zayre's 


and its insurance carriers 
more like. “And you don't even have to know 
the language!" 
the singer insists. 


Timing 


Seemed apropos 
to say it there & then. 


The sweet ambient of 
your choice propels 
I love you. 


"I'm wise to your shit!" 
That's 
why. 


oi 


Mie td 


Style 


I practiced signing, 


a flourishing 


business then 
driven 


by poverty 


it races now,de- 
clining 


purity. 
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ze 
: 
and I must dissolve blank screens 
’ - to make something mean something - 
: ue or nothing mean more. p 


I don't know why my carbine 
swings, my finger shreds 
inside that trigger's curl, 
. but I look up to see him 
going under 
with still-raised hand and bland, 
down sliding eyes. And now I'm hit and hit 


ee 


and fall a child at play, arched - i 
sweet childache in my throat . . . 
m a I fall,-: 


falling in soft falling in green 
falling in falling in soft green woods. 


Dd 
Fie tos MOT ae a 
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Oh 


Be em ape nee ae aoe 


Epitaph 


A softspot for dead Laurence Harvey, 
limey actor in WALK ON THE WILD SIDE 
& some ‘southern! flick with Gerry 
Page where she's neurotic & he's 
hands-on Doc. Big C's 
eating him then, heating that quickening 
edge & "Thanks for getting the name right" 
he told TIME. Everything hurts when you race 


a burning. 
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ee 


a ‘ ; The Imperative 


We were mast of us 
f0Oing after that but 


never did. Those 
reaching such air. 


found the eventual more 


deadly quick break- 
down. 


It's a Caution 


Eyeing the badge this guard,& me and him 
tuning into PAYROLL talking to a dude then. 
You bought some books some door to door 


outfit? "The wife she blew her top. Budget. 


No way!" '11 have to be now, Friend, 
they garnished your wages. & he'll 


yell & shut up and pay back 


I walk with him to GRINDING 
vanes to a tolerance 


of 1/1000th of an inch. 


They push planes 
BOMB the SHIT out of 


anybody 
looks 


sideways. 


Gulliver Nam 


Watch the big man sit, 
discs of dirty ice in 
his head. 


Spilling drinks on his 
impotence. 


Smoking a rushing 
face. 


Grace under 
Prussia. 


The Friend 


Whither thou, ghost? 
I will go with thee 


among the sailing sheets 
of newsprint,the cold leaves, 


all dull sounds 
with their edges 


curled, threatening 
to rasp 


me well 
within that inch 
you’ve passed. 


in / 
\ 
on 
Ont 
on 
? Ne 
: Ingenue 


Too? 


after the fairy tale 


At the Goblin Market 


Laura n’ Lizzie putting out 
innocence at a stretch, 
smoothed by men tendering madder 


fruits,and who 
to believe,ever, 
round women and men? 


Rb 


2 . 
Not as nice as this cigarette. 
as it traces on the dark; 


the time Hlicious for 
itself, I want to hug me. 


Sleeping is the gawk. 

Later, when the lights come up 
the passion pad proves.a 
Slob's haunt.~ - 


_. Seen a lot of films give him that, 
Well, so much for fumbling suavity, 
I used hin, he me, 


But I wish his bloody love 
“breathed more like rape 
than shame, 


Or must be terrible! — 
I guess, j - 
But harddy. terrible enon 


* 
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RAW LIGHT TURNS ON LITERATURE 


Doing nothing 
but staying 


wet,the day 
itself pulps 


as enter she, 


western boots—- 


could be 
RANCH ROMANCES? 
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Taking Him At His Word 


What’s that book in his Pocket? Jinko Bronk asked assistant 
coach Kennedy Herbert, beside him on the bench. He was told it 
was The Stranger. 

Well that’s a good one ‘cause in twenty seven years coaching 
baseball here he’s the strangest yet. Says nothing and then when 
he does it’s something awful fresh. Hey I can still cut a few of 
these egghead splinter-asses from this squad, especially among 
the freshman, but | Suess they don’t know that. Or care. 

Kennedy Herbert said he thought they all cared, his tone 
indicating that the sloppy play they had witnessed since this 
game began, that very instant being exemplified by Lucas Hoover's 
actually striking out on a ball barely in the county, was somehow 
aberrational. 

Oh God will you look at that! And why was he late today? 
this bookreader oa there at the end of the bench! Game starts 


with the first inning. That’s why they call it the first inning. 


He told him that Lorton Lanker, the player under discussion, 
had to finish a lab experiment in Physics. 

Physics hey? | got A’s in Physics. it’s all about force 
and that sonabitch got none! Kennedy Herbert shrugged tardily, 
for Coach Bronk stared at him until he did. Too much emphasis on 
the brain here. What kind of college is this? I mean...wel! I 
know that sounds bad, but, well you know.what i mean. Anyways, 


smart ones always think too much, 


eee cee mm greene Se ee se ee 


Give me tough kid from inner 


ce = et nl Myce “en see nate = ARR A Ren nO eae 


city schoo! and about a Seven word vocabulary! 


In response, Kennedy Herbert nodded towards the huge batter. 


That Polack? He hits them further backwards than forwards. 
Indeed the ball had the next second gone forward, but foul. at an 
toweringly high slicing angle, lifted even more by a hot gust 
towards a tangled mix of weeds and vines comprising a meadow half. 
overlooking Ackeny Field and half diving precipitously down to 
scruffy woods below its level. 

In that lower portion under Sparse-leaved generic trees and 
swathed in yellowgreen light, Kit Spurgeon, a board on her lap, 
paints emerging weeds. Her motions jerk and blur that light. 

~~" Intuitively krowing that action itself cannot detour Festtess 9 ———— 
truth, she somehow snaps a fragile brush and cuts her palm 
slightly. 

On the field the huge batter finally pops up weakly to the 
catcher. Coach Bronk’s team, in what resemble old softbal] 


uniforms, takes the field, their rag-tag assorted shapes passing 


through the other team, resplendent and large in creamy 
Pinstripes, coming in eubae, 

Yes sir! I do realize you hardly just got here but the 
other freshmen have done some duty already, so Perhaps you 
could help your teammates out and go scout up that last foul 
ball? Since they’re stuck with the inconvenience of Playing the 
game cut there ! mean. 


As a result of Jinko Bronk’ 


ee Te ee one emi rere rei om 


S request, Lorton Lanker finds 


a ee ee ent, . aan = EE Oe oye ma A, comeing a 


himself browsing the meadow up the tangled hill from 


Kit Spurgeon, who is staring at her scratched hand in half- 
marine light: "Even that!" she remonstrates. "Why not at least 
cut a good one? You couldn’t make me cry no matter what! Not 
anymore.” 

Lorton Lanker feels the wind ballooning his thin shirt. 
Coach’s Further! shoots at him as he reaches the downward plunge 
of the meadow into the woods. Further!--he isn’t sure whether 
Coach roars it again or if it’s an unsettling echo as he 
shortlegs down the hill. 

Seeing Kit, he’s uncomfortable being caught in servile task, 
and in a flapping uniform three sizes too big. She-takes-him for --—~ 
symbol, a thing called student-athlete, it knowing computers and 
ground balls and, appropriately enough, sporting islands of acne 
scars. Isn’t it ugly? she thinks. Riotously soa! 

For his ensuing part, "Little Miss Artsy Fartsy in the 
windblowy woods oh my!" he mutters under his breath, relatively 


graceful in his descent until the last vines enwrap his ankles, 


he and his adams apple hung there for her comment-~-which she is 
timing, he acutely knows. 

"Ball! You see a...?" he blurts to sidetrack her while 
catapulting out from the vines, 

She looks down to the smal! dot of blood on her hand, a 
glacial smile welling, then up to him, her face a perverse yellow 
flower. "Oh?" A single bird sings monotonously, some few leaves 


flutter, a fan whistles in the smal] crow 


ne : ties, 


d watching the game, and 


AOC ee OR gp Cmts 


cars buzz along a distant highway. "And. Pray tell! What 
would you be?" she smiles malignantly, "The Designated Fetcher?" 
NO! 1°M THE 
Could have made a bal! in this time! 
DES - 

Noodles Reber has fallen and crawls on his hands and knees 
back to first base. You see that! So he fell? Look how he, 
Whatchacal lit, persevered, the rest of you Guys! Hey you give up 
you’re out! Like life! You ask Kennedy...when he played here! 

IGNATED F-- 

Where’d he go for that foul ball? 

Three brushes fly up against the Wappred light, their ~~ TTT 
ferrules blinking a brassy semaphore, and the air appropriates a 
force somehow, rowing up hill and through weedy meadow towards 
the glittering ballpark, riffling the backs of the uniforms of 
Players standing in the outfield, whirling napkins and 
gumwrappers around the infield, and eventually blowing dirt into 


the eyes of Kennedy Herbert and Jinko Bronk. 


Goddamn! 


cut him if he gets back: He’s off the squad! 
ass with both hands. 


SAN ane eae oF cate tg mete Prete, a 
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This fuckin Saudi Arabia or something? Anyways, 


Couldn’t find his 


ee ante 
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Seems to me 


what we have 


we got 


a zero 


everywhere 


moves out 


from under 


“your standing 
with a beer 


‘but only when 
you think 


about it. 


The Minstre] Boy Forgets the Song 


ep and beer and 
blow grass 
shadow his lyric. 


Hardly sufficient 


to grave black men 
Who lecture black men 


to Brave yellow men 
. © lecture yellow nen 


to grave white men 
who lecture me 


. (oe 
- Pighteous 
my ‘ 


whatever moves, And anyway 
strel Boys spell doom 
to big ideas and schooled 
P©ogressively the way they 
was well shoot they don't 
spell worth much is all. 


SoHo Tat they can handle. . 


A Man For All and All 


He gulped when 

evoking. We 
sympathized : 

it was a heavy 

past to bear 

but then he bellowed 
NOW! banged on 

to something's bound to 
happen GREAT! We 
thanked him for everything. 
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Any Bad Arrangement 


 Semetimes you; 


me, 
but 
both 
truly 
seldom, 
it 
mostly. 


| 
| 


Movieola 


Where a carousel | 
whi past I 
flic a handle 
to bare dancers. 


It’s been cubed 


like everything | 
into apartments 


by beings who first 
B pp nce de 
the hot old . 
machines. 


Then the photographs 
of princesses . 
crashed.’ down 


whose fairest sones 

had been exfoliated Ai aby 
by sadists ip 
with cigarettes. 


Anyway = loitering 
pervert 


no Lennar” have to be 
molested with immediacy 


as they ply their cial 
.trade in a more surre 
place. The moon 


never checks in 
On a new life. 


voll 


More Burning Questions 


++-what you said! 
Whaaa? My head! 


That you'd make god- 
damn fool of your- 
self: you're a prophet. 


Who predicts your death if... 


he exits low 


lying bastard hey 
what's truth for 
when you're so sick 
Honey? And how 


do you puke 


up a life? 


Madonna In An 
Upstairs Window 


Yoh! 
Desiree Bonnario! 
My heart's 
bananna for 
You. 


Swing your ghinny jungle 
down here and let's go 


Ape! 


Tene rs 


£4 


CERT 


Most Observers Being Shy 


I envy most 

the resonant 

announcing their particular way through 
by commanding presence. 


Myself am several 

voices,gruff to duck to peep (and 
some non-voices too) 
depending on chance and mood 


but fetch me a cold and do I deepen! 
Powering any inside zephyr to 
shake me like a bell tower. 


Frank B. Ford 
741 South Franklin Street 
West Chester, PA 19380 


Mutant 


Truth 
as I see it 


resists 


now and then 
leaves. Once 


was 


a matter 
of course, 


stood 


its ground,ac- 
cepted and hoodwinked so 


it goes when 


“God sees the truth but 


waits."" A proverb's elegant: 


I glean junk. 


Making It Up 


Ta move a spot seems 
impossible since 
it became 


what it revealed 
with you in the middle 


but adjustments 
are both jazzy and necessary, 


and what we show of then we paint 
with appropriate light. 


The imagination makes 
truth 


or it wouldn't be 
there. 


To Me As You 


Whatever the wind knows 
limbs keen at supernovas 


as flowers darker 
to your rage,you 
from black ordering, blaze 


and will 


blaze out too. 


Re 


Myself Another 


I move and fit the quiet air as 


it quickly flares 
whipped up 
by spiral winds which send a dust 


suffused by sunset 
the vanishing point 


vanishes 


inside a shear 
I, turning, hear 
a kind of doppler 
see in a prism darkly brought close 


my dying face 
as the wind drops 


and purple dust snakes off 


a helicopter 


black on a massively setting sun. 


AY | 


The Man With Bad Eyes. 


knows it . 


exists 
around it, — 


a fact. 


The Minstrel Boy Forgets the Song 


Bed and beer and 
blowing grass 
shadow his lyric. 


Hardly sufficient 
to grave black men 
who lecture black men 


to grave yellow men 
who lecture yellow men 


to grave white men 
who lecture me 


| righteous 
my 

-whatever moves. And anyway 
Minstrel Boys spell doom 
to big ideas and schooled 
progressively the way they 
was well shoot they don't 
spell worth much is all. 


S@H-I-T they can handle. . 
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A Man For All and All 


He gulped when 

evoking. We 

sympathized : 

it was a heavy 

past to bear 

but then he bellowed 

NOW! banged on 

to something's bound to 
happen GREAT! We 
thanked him for everything. 


Wildwood 


Through the screaming skin and sand 
pails an old woman's 
seesaw walk, bones 
sunk like the water's 


saltsuck along the toes 
of middle-aged men 
on the edge,most 
fish-belly white 


RCs unrescued by 
the mermaids of 
dogma and wonder- 
ing what blast- 
ed them when. 


Untroubled (and thus cynical) 
the tanned slack young 
roughhouse or repose 
(bellybuttons tightly cued for each event). 
Signifying fashion also 
with designs upon possessions. 


I drink in-beer 
I wear NAMES 
I am hired 
not paid,your 
typical blueeyed American 


Whore mid so many 
DAZZLING 
silver boxes boosting bleating 
to commercial levels 
playing on 


the nerves 
of all 
but the tasteless 


one,auditor 
of the dance 
against the sun. 
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Prayer To My Daughter 


What I'd like to have for you is a good liar only 

he can tell the truth with conviction since evidently 

he knows what it is as contrasted to his obvious duplicity 
refusing to lie to himself. So therefore 


i 


The Grove 
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Those leaning pines with sparse and floating branches, 
the sea behind thinned here and there by light! = = 
A Japanese print before I’d seen one. ~~ 


Does the scene exist before the artist makes it so? 
He makes another and he makes it too. 
As I do once again listening to music. 


I don’t think such nonsense at 20 at that sea-brushed 
Imperial Navy Hotel as then the giggling maids clean up 
after Americans. I know they giggle more at us 

than they ever did at them, the cultural differences— 

the way we laugh at signs like NOT TO BE SAFETY OF SWIMM. 


I can’t put Galway out of that young place 

woven like the fragrances off sand and pine 

through notes running from my record here, his 

flute clean-cut along the trees and sea and funny signs. 


Weaving in and out of time. 
Folk melodies from turn-of-century Japan he plays 
and I sense that scattered grove a century before 
hotels and such, a farmer hums a tune from his own life 
and that is history. 


The wind in from the sea is not benign. 
But one day it is again and the painter 
sets his easel up. He has had his coffee 


and needs nothing 
more today than the trying to make art 


69 
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Korean Patrol 


Pd 


They drift back of me 

as do the sparse trees, 

blue on charcoal. 

I'm at their lead, 

dark bones in ‘cast-off clothes 
as the moon finds three brass 

chevrons on sly streaming cap. 


., & face sketthed lime, 
with, wide salt eyes, I's 

2 drowted man in this slow wind 
sea that carries moon and brush, 
floats ashen, apparitional light 

to trailing gray eyes who blotch | 

| together as 1 wave and ptee 

And 1 = Awenty. 


Twenty* years ‘old 
 @mong bushes of ink 
a _ and the flosting . 
men. of. wy petrol whose 
teseheil ears roar. | 
at silence. 


pote when eects 

the quick phosphor line: 

of the Chinese patrol _ 
Twenty when I fear the best 
and twist my cheek for irony, 
a way to put a a face on, 


Spring, 1973 


eS, 


Using Air 


Of a buttered morning is 
a coed in legwarmers 


yet they mean sagging,icy 
practice boards creaking 
in battered light,adjunct 


not to art 
but pain 


splayed out 
afterwards a rag 
doll flop. 


The newest anything jives 
Sweaty trial and its 
impure collapse. 


A stylish hat 
is soft and cool 
in forming light. 


The old heart heaves to 
burning work. 
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Poe San 


Some Prints of the Natural Numbers 


Wind shapes us 
what we see 
and hear. A 


supple fir 
unfolds 
a fan 


in time 
dissolving 


to tree 
in a stillness 
of field 


all solidness 
becomes 


keen 


to let sound, 
inviting image. 
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Overlap 


Hate? A point of view. 

Too past it,though,to play, 
say,the schoolboy, 

joy leaking out the edges 
hedging the naivete. 


Fate,whatever,has us here, 

sere at its core,all , 

moral absence makes the heart grow 
fake, 

ache. 
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Ages of Man 


Saint Norbert's would remain. The 
rectory doors are opened out to stars now 
shimmering past the infinite 
Globes of rain 


on the magnolia. Into the aromas 
of the garden Rev- 
erend Brill puffs 


a Cuesta Rey, muses 
for a second of the rose- 


wood pulpit in the darkened church. 
God drifts these stars from such infinities away. 


Now there's a gap for you! Indeed! 
Not this "Generation Gap"...how they prattle on! 


The puny, secular man 
reinvents the world 
by fad. 


But try to tell Father Quince--anything. 
No no no! For they were duty-bound to 
get them thinking, to promote a dialog, 
so-called, wake them up to the seventies! 


It naturally ensuing that young 
and old would henceforth seem in sweet-sung 
concert at St. Norbert's, ah yes. 

And thus it came to pass 


that Quince booked ACID ROCK GOD, 

or some such mess of patch- 

y beards, shudder- 

ing lights and flashing, polar chrome. 


Brill stood paternally in back 

to let Quince handle it, the...music 

putting styrofoam cups at some small risk, 
his coffee in a shaking, dancing fit. 


=<] 4= 


And when the young persons sang and chanted 

he could hardly guess a shattering word of it. 
(Though now he makes the evening out as sweet 
among the stars, the dripping flowers, the smoke 
from his cigar.) 


What he finally gathered in the trash and blare 
was the fact St. Norbert's deserved burning. So 
remarked a black youth larger than a bear, 
shouting all the amplifiers down. (Their 
rushing idiocy of lights to mark our latest fall? 
Brill thought.) 


Mercifully, a total, final feedback bade 
all flee. “Well!" breathed William Cardwell. 


His flushed,unbalanced wife upon his arm 
they veered at seas of rain. 
Well he nor wife would sleep that seething night, 
chiseling out together all the more 
than requisite future phonecall to the rectory. 


Brill poured himself a cognac 

for the chill. Well Cardwells 

and their ilk are very like 
the kids. Expecting God 


to give them candy; gnashing 
at the way life served up ashes. 


Old Burns breaking him in: Their 
souls and only that is our concern. 01d ignoramus! 


And now Brill needs persevere through Father Quince 
and his pronouncements ex cathedra 


as to opaque "systems" and their foggy “inputs"-~- 
all lurching, presumably with him, through the mush 


of media and from out the “uptight" seminary. 
God protect us from his fresher advocates in Time! 


And now remembering his cigar, Most Reverend Brill 
blows forth a final cloud. 


Thrusting through the wash of air he's 


heading for the Buick. He'll get the Simonize 
to rub the pulpit in the dark, exquisite church. 
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Reciprocal 


Li Po,tipsy 
in his boat, 
hugged the 


moon with- 
in the lake. 


He drowned. 
We become 
what we embrace. 


Making Anything Out of Whatever 


Then just 
set a 
place 


out here: 


seven 
words thus 
far un- 


less... 


When you meet 
in the white 
doppler of sleep 


will it have a nose 
for nudes? Your fine 
passion too 


for brighter truth? 
What crazes of light, 
what radiations from 


the infinite to 
this slapstick? 


ae I a ee 


oo Frankf ans 
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NIGHT COMPOSITION 
by Frank B. Ford 


Miss Elling and Mr Drury tried but could bring little 
to the poem. Dr Cullen continued to stab. "There is 


no one right answer here, but a number of right answers. 


> Now let's look at it from another angle: What does 
Wallace Stevens say to you?" He wanted to keep his voice 
bright though only three had shown up for this optional 
class for those in difficulty, and one was his best student, 
Mrs Heraden, clusters of pinpeint lights in her polished 
glasses. She smiled in the felt silence, Miss Lorri Elling 

' drepped her head, her ponytail swishing ara and Mr Charles 
Drury blinked amid acne. 

"Come now, the poem must say something to you. I'll 
accept anything, anything at all." Dr Cullen waited thirty 
seconds by his chronograph, then begat "the dredging up 
of Charlie Drury"--pleased his phrase sounded like the 

_ title of a half-hour televison drama. 
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Mr Drury-- may I call you Charles, even Charlie?-- 
I wonder if..." Drury's face purpled in eae and," that momen! 
the youth of os and scales symbolized humanity to Pullen 
_rtmmpemenive./ Vir Drury slid down in his chair and 
into abstraction, gazing at something beyond them all. 
"I wonder," Dr Cullen repeated, but noticing the youth's 


alienation, he sang "Oh Charlie?" through his dark beard. 


Drury grimaced in an atmosphere too brightly cold. 
"Yeah? I mean yes?" 
"Do you have any idea at all about The Snowman, anything 
at all? Remember, I'11] accept anything, anything." 
"Yeah, well there are these people, these people and 
they're looking at snow, probably somewheres in New England, 
maybe Massachusetts. That's only hinted at, of course, the 
exact state I mean." Mr Drury looked to Mrs Hernden who smiled 
at Miss Elling who gave Dr Cullen a look usually reserved 
for pictures of babies. Cullen covered his face with his 
hands and then exposed one eye to peer at Drury whose mouth 
started to work fish-like as he gaped at one uncertain 
florescent tube ope NINE, ave rhead . 
"Mr Drury,” exhaled @ Cullen, rubbing and squeezing 
his face and beard. When he flung his hands to the desk 
he saw Miss Lorri Elling, benign and cow-eyed, and Mrs Hernden, 
awaiting, behind her glittering spectacles, Drury's imminent 
destruction. 
Cullen vibrated. “You seem always to indicate a 
preference for for for for faulty geography rather than 


literature. Didn't you also say at one point in our little 
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course that Emily Dickinson was some old maid up in Connecticut?" 
Charlie Drury shrugged, greenish patches fluttering in his face. 
“And Mr Drury your coup de grace to the teaching of English 
in this century... by the way, did we establish if I 
could call you Charlie?" Hunched and block-like, Drury 
waited. "You may remember, uh, Charlie, in our discussion 
of Katherine Ann Porter's Noon Wine, which, by the bye, is 
favorably looked upon by other scholars, and which you said, 
Charlie, was boring because-- I have to pause a minute... I 
want to get these words exactly right-- because 'who wanted7 
fread bout buncha ole farmers in Texas?™ 

Dr Cullen sprang up and turned his back to the class. 
For a while he seemed to consider the smeared Accounting 
problem on the blackboard. Suddenly he wheeled to point a 
finger at Miss Lorri Elling. "Miss Elling, do you think 


that while we're talking about Noon Wine that you..." 


Charlie Drury hears no more. He sees blotches of een 
and purple and hears stinking birds swoeping. "Captain's 
dead and you gotta run the show." 

"Cool it. We'll get out. We got a job to do in this 
country, Corporal. All right you men, follow me. And 
don't act like a bunch of old maids." 

"Lieutenant," to him looks upwards the young, scared 
corporal, "you got more guts than the whole Viet Cong." 

"Say ‘intestinal fortitudet in formal writing,Corporal. 


It's like..." But before he can give more examples the first 
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diminutive Communist emerges from a wet bush. It's Mr 
Brennan, and jungle colors flee. There had been nowhere 
in the house he couldn't hear his mother shouting over 
the stinking phone at Mr Brennan, "Well our F could send 
my boy to Vietnam you puny little bastard!" Then she slammed 
the receiver down and shouted at him to get over to the 
night school and make the course up. 

And now Dr Cullen had given him an F at mid-term 
and he was picking on him every stinking chance too. It 
was okay though because Charlie Drury did want to go to 
Vietnam. "When the chips are down I'll have to be there," 
he muttered as Miss Elling and Dr Cullen smiled at each other, 


Lorri Elling still didn't think that poetry had to be 
so hard, and even when that horrible Mrs Hernden turned 
around and told her: it was irrational shorthand it didn't 
_ convince her. If Wallace Stevens wanted to write about the 
failure of the imagination why didn't he write about the 
failure of the imagination instead of beating around the 
bush? It was as simple as that. And that question Dr Cullen 
asked her about that Noon Wine thing, about the roles that 
male and female play in Americal She guessed that there 
were roles, things that boys did and things that girls 
did. And are they right,he wanted to know, are the roles 
right? Well she guessed they were right. I mean why fuss 
about what people are all doing? Anyway-- she employed her 
usual stopper-- it was all relative anyway. Then she 
sweetfaced him and he emiled back for a long time and agreed 
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diminutive Communist emerges from a wet bush. It's Mr 
Brennan, and jungle colors flee. There had been nowhere 
in the house he couldn't hear his mother shouting over 
the stinking phone at Mr Brennan. "Well your F could send 
my boy to Vietnam you puny little bastard!" Then she Slammed 
the receiver down and shouted at him to get over to the 
night school and make the course upe 

And now Dr Cullen had given him an F at mid-term 
and he was picking on him every stinking chance too, It 
was okay though because Charlie Drury did want to go to 
Vietnam. "When the chips are down I'll have to be there," 
he muttered as Miss Elling and Dr Cullen smiled at each other, 


Lorri Elling still didn't think that poetry had to be 
so hard, and even when that horrible Mrs Hernden turned 
around and told her: it was irrational shorthand it didn't 
_ convince her. If Wallace Stevens wanted to write about the 
failure of the imagination why didn't he write about the 
failure of the imagination instead of beating around the 
bush? It was as simple as that. And that question Dr Cullen 
asked her about that Noon Wine thing, about the roles that 
male and female play in America! She guessed that there 
were olen, things that boys did and things that girls 
did. And are they right,he wanted to know, are the roles 
right? Well she guessed they were right. I mean why fuss 
about what people are all doing? Anyway-- she employed her 
usual stopper-- it was all relative anyway. Then she 
sweetfaced him and he smiled back for a long time and agreed 
that everything was all relative. (Actuallv ehe hedntt nn.3 
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Noon Wine what with thinking and worrying about Kirk, but 
she guessed it was about a bunch of alkys.) | 
In her own poems she just said what was on her mind 
and a lot of people who knew just as much about poetry as 
Dr Cullen told her they were fine. But he had returned 
her first poem with a note that she was supposed to write 
a theme instead. She could feel it now as Dr Cullen and 
Mrs Hernden were having one of their fights about some 
farmers. 
APPLE TREE, MARCUS HOOK, PENNA -4emx 
Oh Natures - 
Nature you are the flower and love. 
In your arms you embrace 
Your children 
Planting kisses that, 
Linger-lovely, 
Naught to death do go. 


~Lorri 
Marcus Hook Penna. 
Fa 


Of course her D at mid-term was temporary because she 
knew she could sweetface Cullen into a C at least, but it 
couldn't have come at a worse time what with losing Kirk 
a little while before. She thought of her poem to him. 
She only had him for one. Lorri sighed and Dr Cullen and 
Mrs Hernden were talking about lazy bums and showing their 
teeth. Of course they'd call Kirk a lazy bum too, but 
they couldn't understand what a fine person he was. Now 
she had lost him, forever. 

After a great pain a formal feeling comes") Emily 
Dickinson said in the assignment. Lorri knew she had 
suffered .a great @a@Bumh pain. She knew that. Dr Cullen 
and Mrs Herdnen could jaw around about. ideas and lazy bums 


but she had known pain. After a great pain... yes, yes! 
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How she loved poetry’ She visualized her notebook EARLY 
POEMS. Cullen and Mrs Hernden intruded with their shouting 
but faded into the marbling of the cover. One of her latest 
poems was called "whimsy" because it rhymed. It was so 
lovely just in its shape let alone what it said. Lets see, 
she thought, does it start with birds or frogs? She concen- 
trated harder and saw that it was frogs, and frogs reminded 
her of something tragic-- a night of virtue fled-- and that 
life was tragic, mostly. 


Moliere's characters frequently went for the jugular. 
It sounded so much more gnashing in French when Dr June 
Bell said it last semester. How much more sensitive she, 
compared to this bearded clod! Mrs Hernden was once more 
satisfied to have gone for Dr Cullen's jugular and to have 
nearly drawn blood, but her palms were wet. To really get 
him she'd have to will herself ice calm. Next time. And 
perhaps she could ask Dean Harrel to come around for 
martinis some night soon. Then with her Arthur mincing 
about with the pitcher she could tell the dean what kind 


of a teacher Dr Cullen was, a gross, show-off fake. Her 


father had always said that a beard doesn't make a philosopher, 
and she could add "but a flourish makes a fool." Oh she'd 

pin him to the wall before this semester ended, watch him 
writhe like that nose-picking Communist in Economics a couple 
of semesters back. At least there would be a more equal contest 


than the one now transpiring-- sputtering, windmilling Dr Cullen 
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CARL: Half.-° 


SLLCKS: When he works in the states they never give him that 
whatchacallit. What's that doojigger called, Carl? 

GALL: ‘Tenure. 

SLICK: Well the hell with them. You're doing an pigne. 
KEVEN: We all are and some more of that white fire will make 

us even more all right. We'll need it for Bicky and Bunky. 

CAL: A babybtalk ack perchance? 

SLICK: You know em! 

CARL: Lm afraid not. 

SLICK: Gave you the hard time that once. 

CARL: ‘ recall all of the multitudinous hard times, and 

in detail. 

KEVIN: Why spend that much energy? 

SLICK: (shouting) When they're here for you to see you'll see. 
People see when it all gets in front of them! (exits) 

CARL: (three beats) Is that an old testament prophecy 

or something? I don't know any-- 

KEVIN: He thinks I do too, but I just heard him talk about them. 
le ran across them in Tripoli or somewhere. They travelled with 
him on one of his thousand USO tours. Bicky was foul-mouthed 
anger-nut, and Bunky straightlady dummy. It's typecasting 
according to Slick. They're really that way. 

CARL: But with hearts of gold. 

KEVIN: More like lead. 

CARL: I'm intrigued. 

KEVIN: Why not? That's a way to be. Making a choice anyway. 
CARL: Never that I'm aware of. 

KEVIN: (exiting) %?See you around campus. 


CARL: (gathering luggage) Well where's my--? 
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Scene 2 


(Night. Outside CARL'S WINDOW) 


BICKY: Hey a light! Somebody lit a light. Whale oil. 

They haven't turned the century in this hole. Hey Bunky! 

What you put all the luggage here for? I can fall but 

iL gotta know when. (Window goes up.) 

CARL: Yes? 

BINKY: You the caretaker Sonny? 

CARL: Not yet. 

BINKY: Footinmouth disease. Sorry. But you should have some 
bang bang signs. I lost an hour. Thougtt some hillbilly'd 
shoot me with a shotgun or something. 

CARL: Bang bang signs? 

BINKY: Leave that bang bang trunk alone, Bunky. You got 
everything twisted all together in there. We got enough here. 
BUNKY: (off) We don't even know this is Slick's house. 

CARL: It is and you must be-- 

BINKY: Log cabin. Like Abe Lincoln. 

BUNKY: (entering) Binky and Bunky! 

BINKY: In The Honeymoon Fight 

BUNKY: Orrrrrrrrr-— 

BINKY: Don't get married before you memorize the rules of the 
New YOrk State Boxing Commission. 


(The box in a stylized, herky-jerky way.) 
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Scene 3 

(At breakfast table. SLICK, CARL, BINKY, BUNKY) 
SLICK: Well you ready to party Binky? 
BINKY: Yeah Slick! I'm dressed: for a bang bang party! 

(gets up to do a pirouette--displaying his bermuda 
shorts, ankle socks, too-tight banlon shirt) 
CARL: ''ve been curious about this bang bang business. 
BINKY: Hey whattya want? You arrive at this godforsaken place 
and there's no one to greet you. The host snores. 
SLICK: Didn't know y'all was coming. 
BUNKY: We wouldn't miss it. 


BINKY: Well I'll tell you Slick, us alls is never coming again. 


Narrow roads and nothing marked. «Hillbillies lurking behind 
every bush. I Saw Deliverance. I'm not ready for that kind 
oF love. 


SLICK: Gentlest people in the world, 

CARL: I'm getting it now. 

BUNKY: (mildly flirting) You were always slow. 

BINKY: Hope he stays slow where you're concerned. 

SLICK: Never mind them, Carl. Always trying out new material. 
CARL: Is that what it is? 

SLICK: And you cut out the bang bang crip-crap, Binky. 

BUNKY: But it's helping him not to swear. 

CARL: I got that. 

SLICK: Sounds worse to me. 

BINKY: I'll thinkabout ten minutes before I talk. 

KEVIN: (entering) That sounds like a good idea for everybody-- 
especially this morning. 

SLICK: This here's-- 


KEVIN: Slick! Do you mind? I can't handle anything, let alone 
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1 KEVIN: (cont) introductions. Coffee! . 


Nae SLICK: (as CARL pours) She's zonked in with. the sleeping pills. 


te Vt oT EERE EY 


BINKY: Hey give me about a dozen. This place gives me the creeps. 
You can't turn the water off. : 

ie BUNKY: That's what makes it restful. 

i | BINKY: Oh sure. _ 

ul SLICK: Another day you'il forget the city. 

i BINKY: Forget that! Unless I can go and walk a half a block 

and get a sixpack and The Daily News andcstue? for a Sandwich 

re and talk to people speak English. . 


SLICK: You got everything you needhere and you don't need no 


1 news nohow. 

| CARL: It's awaye the same. ce 

' BINKY: That bang-- That river's “Glvays the same. 
i Mia SLICK: Just the opposite. © ee 

| 


BEINKY: Bunky says you're going crazy Slick. That the 
: ree 


eee 


straight scoop? 


BUNKY: Bicky! TI never | 
cf BINKY: Said she talked to you thie morning and it was like 

1 schlepping through a cloud. ie | 

SLICK: Something like. Parts of my" brain vacating the premises. 
BINKY: (to BUNKY) what are friends for? To beat around the bush? 
BUNKY: ‘You could have found another, way to-- 

KEVIN: (with orange juice) I'11 drink to the truth, greatest 
Shortcut invented by man. 2 eal 

CARL: Truth is man's great teeta I like that. 


KEVIN: No exactly what I said but ‘why quibble when you're 


3 a drug addict? 


SLICK: She's coming to form. Watch out for the nasty. 
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BINKY : (to BUNKY) See? What do you know? There are educated 
people here and they're interested in what I say. 

KEVIN: I'm for anybody who cuts through the garbage. 

CARL: Ibsen shows in THE WILD DUCK that some individuals are- 
better off lied to--or at least not called when they're 
trying to play their foolish cards. 

KEVIN: Anything neurotic takes too long. 

BINKY: Woman after my own heart. I like you,uh, I'm sorry-- 
KEVIN: Kevin. 

BUNKY: Never heard that for a girl's name. 

KEVIN: <£'m ambivilant. 

SLICK: This here's Kevin, Bicky and Bunky. My maybe wife. 
CARI: Congratulations perhaps. 

KEVIN: No way. 

SLICK: Proposed a hundred times. 

KEVIN: We just use key numbers now. Twenty-four? No! 

SLICK: I don't give a damn about you, but I want you others 
to stay forever! There's everything here and plenty of money 
and when I go it's all yours. I got no family. 

KEVIN: Last will and testament of Slick the hillbilly entertainer. 
rFriendless except for us and that aint much--if we're still 
telling the truth. | 

BINKY: Hey Slick I'm sorry but there's no way we'd stay here 
more than a day or two. Even Atlantic City gets on my nerves! 
Here I'm ready to explode. This damn quiet--there aint enough 


tranquilizers I could gobble up to make up for it. 


KEVIN: And the lady? 


BICKY: I'm speaking for her. 
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KEVIN: I'm noticing. 
BICKY: Women's 1ib? 
SLICK: Anything makes people uncomfortable. 
KEVIN: Something more basic, Baicky. 
SLICK: Any talk with her's got to be argument. ( 
CARL: Pass the egg, Binky. 
BINKY: kgg? 
CARL: It's on your face. 
BINKY: You a teacher or something? 
SLICK: One of the best. 
BINKY: ‘Then leave comedy to the comics. 
BUNKY: Or the retired ones. 
SLICK: Why'd you two retire? I thought you'd die-- 
BUNKY: We died plenty. (KEVIN applauds. ) 
(leaping up to demonstrate) 
BINKY:/ A little puddle gives me the idea in a flash. I'm 
strolling past the Waldorf lobby ‘and here's this real space 
cadet walking around with a ape. Real sssssslick marble, no? 
Take the face off, Carl, he's not black. Anyways he leaves 


a puddle. There's a cop and some visiting Hungarian there 


and the cops trying to explain directions and then I do this! one. 


(pratfall) 

CARL: Holy god! 

BUNKY: (proud) That's what the cop said. 

BINKY: The Hungarian went hysterical. 

KEVIN: No ethnic humor please. 

BINKY: The ambulance. 

BUNKY: The X-rays. 

BINKY: You know what the backbone looks like after twenty 


years of these? (more pratfalls) 
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BUNKY: Like a xylophone after an earthquake. 

BINKY: That's my line. 

BUNKY: Sorry about that. 

BINKY: Why didn't you step on my I DO? 

SLICK: Speed it up! | We gotta get on Frieda and her talking Frog. 
BINKY: Don't remind me. She stunk up too many bills we was on. 
BUNKY:; They put the x-rays in the Museum of Modern Art! 


BINKY: I gouged the insurance company; lawyer gouged me. 


KKVIN: Ctest la...everything. 


— ‘ 


BINKY: Everybody's happy. 

CARL: I can't believe that the insurance company is exactly 
ecstatic. 

BINKY: Hey I give them some great footage. 

BUNKY: ‘they butterfingered it. 

BENKY: I'm looking out the window one morning and there's this 
dude in the upholster's shop taking movies. Our apartment's 
street level sos I wheel out in cay chair. 

BUNKY: Where was I? 

BINKY: Who can ever tell? Anyways I'm rolling around in my 
wheelchair and this airhead's all wrapped up in getting a. 

new roll of film in. So I hop up and give him a dozen assorted. 
(another pratfall) 

CARL: Ouch! iesmarne please! 

BINKY: They sent an amateur to catch a prol 

KEVIN: Better luck next time, and next time, and next time... 
BINKY: Anyway that's my retirement story. 

SLICK: I'm falling round inside my head's what I'm doing. 


BUNKY: You got a song there Slick. 


Frank B. Ford 
217 West State Street 
Media, FPA 19065 

telephone (215) 5466-7561 


THE BEANCOUNTERS 


The Beancounter’s Workshop. An overhead mirror is inclined to show 
the beans, white navy variety, which are counted by pushing them about 
by credit cards. Lighting is brilliant, and hands and nails 
immaculate. In the most elaborate setting, beans are chuted down and 
each beancounter’s work surface is separated by a partitions in the 
least, beans can be poured by bucket into a shared bin. Much ef the 


above, too, simply can be suggested. 


| 1 female; 2 or 4 males 


irin-~boufant hairdo and capacious housedress 


man--~ faded Vappie clothes 
Oldtimer--wears baseball cap 

Malcontent--blue collar casual 
Slickt- some sort of shiny shirt and shiny pants 


(Oldtimer can double.) 


A HORN (compressed air variety is best) is frequently sounded to 


indicate Authority’ s disapproval. 


MALCONTENT: They always come back! (sings)...wasn’t what it’s 
cracked up to be. 
YOUNG MAN: It’s...true that their beans were larger and better 


formed for the most part, and the hours shorter but-- 


OLDTIMER: Not a happy shop, not a happy shop. 
MALCONTENT: This is? 
OLDTIMER: Someone it’s only when you go places that you find 


out...relative...uh-- 
YOUNG MAN: Not a perfect world and who said it was? Anyhow 


they were all Dinkers! 


GIRL: No! : 

YOUNG MAN: Would you believe? It was Dinker Dinker Dinker day and 
night! 

MALCONTENT: Huh! All these styles of counting,philosophies! This 


and that expert quoted like so many flushing toilets, and now even 
this new wave shit...and always always always, no matter what, that 
old universal: the cold death grip of the academy. Bean- 
Constructionists, aint that it now? The very latest sanitized shit? 
And tomorrow it’11 be Bean Anti-Constructionists or Anti Bean 
Constructioinists or, I don’t know, Pinto Bean Modernist 
Folklorists...something equally ridiculous. Oh my but doesn’t the 
newer gets older every empty day? Every minute! 

YOUNG MAN: Berkdolph! I recognize him. He said that! Pretty old 
atuff now! But I lied. CHORN!) There was even one Sinkowitzian 
there. That University of Chicago School!--they just want their club. 
MALCONTENT: And if you can get some millionaire asshole to put up 
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the bucks, why not? 


YOUNG MAN: They think repeating is wisdom--the past facts being-- 


MALCONTENT: Lies! 
YOUNG MAN: --best weapon against present. Tradition, that’s the 


word they use. 
MALCONTENT: Fantasy! A mighty fortress is our gelt. 
YOUNG MAN: But they’re still not as bad as the Neo Beanos--poetic 


and disassociated. 


MALCONTENT: Pathetic you mean. 
GIRL: Where are 1? OQ to be insensitive and thereby know! 


MALCONTENT: Spend whole life studying one bean! Aint that a 

kick in the ass? | 

GIRL: Bean zen zen bean. Bean zen zen bean. Bean zen zen bean. 
OHHHHMMMMMMMM! (mantra) 

OLDTIMER: Well...1 don’t know much, and I never said I did, but ! 
know what I know. 

GIRL: (mocks) To know the world of beans you must know 
nothing of beans. Start as would a child. Then you will study the 
world that is without beans, and what you do not touch will be beans. 
You will therefore know beans for the first time. 

MALCONTENT: And then you won’t know beans and will therefore not 


know shit. 


YOUNG MAN: I go back to Bergdolph all the time, because he calls a 
spade a spade. It’s Bean Counting! He’s proud to say and I am too. 
I am a bean counter. It’s not Legume Enumeration. I’m not a Legume 


Enumerator. And Raiyuz-Conn for all her brilliance and innovation is 


just a stuffed shirt...or blouse. 
GIRL: Don’t she wish? 
YOUNG MAN: And Dinker is on the sidelines forever. The 
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accesories! Who cares what you wear and how well you have to drive a 
BMW or Saab or whatever the newest toy. 

OLDTIMER: I’m sorry that you had an unfortunate experience there at 
that there other beancouting shop but...well You just don’t understand 
all the years it took to figure out all those things. 

MALCONTENT: All these hot ideologies just appeal to you cause you’re 
young. 

YOUNG MAN: You’re wrong most of my ideas come from the oldest critic 
of all, Sinkowitz. (HORN!) 

MALCONTENT: Sinkowitz! Hell, he just wants to destroy the whole 
profession, and put what in its place? Slash the shit out of 
everything and leave you with nothing! And those who’!1 be the 
victims cheer the loudest--it’s like a presidential election! 

YOUNG MAN: At least Dinker, for all it’s fashionable to laugh and 


sniff at him, wants to preserve the main-- (HORN!) 


MALCONTENT: Yeah, that’s fine. Be a little quiet. 
GIRL: They don’t like nobody. 
OLDTIMER: There was Jesus Meek and Mild, I think was the name. 


They didn’t object to him. Well they did at the time, but later 


they-- 

MALCONTENT: said eat our shit and he’1! comfort you. 

YOUNG MAN: (shouts) What is freedom? (HORN!) 

MALCONTENT: Shhh! What’s allowed is freedom--that never changes 
anywhere. 

OLDTIMER: (shaky) Now let’s not get sucked into al! this talking 
now. 


YOUNG MAN: (to source of HORN!) I’m on your side really! CHORN!) 
If you knew it. 
OLDTIMER: We’re just having a little fun! It don’t mean nothing. 
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MALCONTENT: (to YOUNG MAN) You and your ideas! (menace) If we 
start getting lots of broken beans-- 

GIRL: (walking back to bin) Mysticsssss: blackness of peace 
within the bean...verily oh verily I say unto you that you can never 
take thine habitation within the bean for if you do-ith you must 
verily verily be of ihe. Wenn perforce, and of the bean only. Bride of 
the Bean. 

YOUNG MAN: (whispers) Sinkowitz, now HE knows the human 
differences. 

MALCONTENT: ‘Oh yeah, well, I’11 tell you, Buddy, in the next world 
I’m just gonna fuck everything that moves. Just count em here and 
screw my life away outside the shop. What burns me, what truly burns 
me is that I paid attention once. I believed them when they said it 
all means something. I even fuckin voted! Now I know that I’ve 
counted the same beans over and over for thirty years! 


QLDTIMER: That never happened. That can never happen. 


MALCONTENT: Hey! I even have some pets, one black one that’s been 
rounded and rounded and polished oh boy! Every day or so here it 
comes! So tiny now from all the years, all the rubbing rubbing years, 


‘ 


that it’s in danger of dissapearing forever. But then again aren’t we 
all when the powers to be decide that’s it? Put in the machines, put 
in the computers, bring in the toothless Filipinos, invest the money 
in Mafia entertainment stock. Whatever. Anyway fuck all the old 
employees who just gave their health up, that’s all. 

YOUNG MAN: That’s statistically impossible! It can’t be the same 
bean. That is utterly utterly impossible. 

MALCONTENT: Of course not. ercneunte says it can’t, right? 
Therefore it can’t! Life is simple if you just study and learn what 
they want you to and open your mouth like an ass. 
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YOUNG MAN: As an ass, grammatically 


MALCONTENT: Elliptically toa. - 

OLDTIMER: Shhhhhh. They don’t abide the fancy talk. 
MALCONTENT : (muses) Same bean...thirty...years. 

GIRL: Can’t be the same beans all the time ’cause nothing 


could be that horrible. 


MALCONTENT: Ask Hitler. Step this way, I got some lovely showers. 
Girl: That was eons ago. 

YOUNG MAN: More than a google of beans past! 

OLDTIMER: | Lots of beans counted since then I’11 betcha. Under 


the bridge, over the dam, atop the...the...? (stops, puzzled) 


YOUNG. MAN: You must find meaning in work! 
MALCONTENT: Once I did. Now I don’t. 
YOUNG MAN: And another thing, why...why don’t YOU get the horn? 


You’ve been saying-- 

MALCONTENT: Real things. They don’t see any danger in that. I 
mean, reality has its own limits built in. Not like philosophy or 
dreams or songs with fuzzy lyrics, or majors in a college. 

GIRL: (chanting) The still point of the turning world is the 
bean! The still point of the turning world is the bean! Oh fear oh 
fear the pre-Bean Chaos! 

MALCONTENT: Sing it again! IT only had half of my stomach taken 


out. 


2 HORN! in blasts of three indicating speedup. All go to bin(s), 
joining GIRL and work furiously. After a while OLDTIMER is allowed toa 


stop in order to read to them. 


OLDTIMER: "Make money selling this lovely, creamy stationary to 
friends. Actually, it sells itself! Send for the sample kit 
described above.™ Hmmm...it’s not described anywheres. Oh well. 

"A mere one hundred and twenty six dollars gets you underway. (more 
triple blasts of HORN--they work even faster) J. G. of Staten Island, 
New York, made eighteen thousand dollars from Tuesday to Friday. 


B. O.. a retired Sea Cook of Hinton, West Virginia... 


MALCONTENT: Mountain oysters he can cook now. (Long blast of 
HORN!) I’m allowed to talk. I aint missing no strokes! 
OLDTIMER: “And saving the best for last--": 

GIRL: That’s encouraging. (long blast of HORN!) Jeez! 


OLDTIMER: "HW. D. OF Clean Lake, Idaho made more this past year 
than Ecuador!" 

MALCONTENT: What can lie like Capitalism? I ask you! Nothing can! 
Makes you proud! Listen! No horn! The horn’s proud too. 

Lights go down half, indicating a break for all. MALCONTENT AND 


OLDTIMER exit. 
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YOUNG MAN: You’ve avoided me since-- 

GIRL: No I-- 

YOUNG MAN: I’m not going to count beans all my life, believe me! 
I?ll love it while I’m here but...well hitch your wagon to this star! 


Hitch your wagon to this star! 


GIRL: I always knew you were ambitious. That’s why you left 
here. But coming back this way, well-- 
YOUNG MAN: Please believe me! It’s part of a great great plan! 


Pay ae 


GIRL: , 3 I do believe you, but there’s something--? 


YOUNG MAN: Ask me anything! 

GIRL: Something else. 

_ YOUNG MAN: Oh? 

GIRL: I heard it by accident. It’s possessing me...I can’t 


sleep thinking about it. There...there used to be somthing called a 
oman movement? For women? It sounds so strange to say it, like 
you’re, I don’t, know, repeating somebody else’s delusion or 
something. The person I overheard could be a little crazy. 

YOUNG MAN: No delusion exactly, but it was just barely allowed 
then, and when it started getting anywhere they just found ways of 
slowing it and slowing it until it stopped. I guess they killed some 
of the women too--that’s what they did to the men back then, the ones 


that went too far. 


GIRL: But if it’s all completely gone away then what can I 
do? 
YOUNG MAN: Crush) You must...start with love of beans and then you 


will love our benefactors who make all of this this this possible with 
their own charity and sacrifice, and then you love yourself for being 
this this this type of person who...loves in such a, well, uh, 
patriotic aon 


GIRL: Like a whatchcalliit, boyscout? 


YOUNG MAN: Then and only then are you worthy to love someone who 


has made the same committments. 


GIRL: You make it sound so easy and yet sometimes ! don’t even 

want to come to work in the morning. Maybe if they let women...start 

up again--? (HORN!--very long blast) ss 
MALCONTENT AND OLDTIMER hurredly enter and start working. — 


YOUNG MAN: She means she is fearful that she may not be worthy enough 
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that particular day! Coming to work on that-- 
SHE: No. Don’t...tell it. They always know what you mean. You’re 
lucky when they don’t make it worse--or make it up. 


They join MALCONTENT AND OLDTIMER, walking as if thir legs were lead. 


4 Speedup HORN! sounds! endlessly. They work so fast they bump 


each other’s hands etc. 


MALCONTENT: I’m no gon-- 
OLDTIMER: Whoa there! 
MALCONTENT: --na take this! You’re not the champ you used to be. 


We don’t have to put up...!I-- 
OLDTIMER: You look at pictures [when you] come i here! 
Blue Ribbon Fall River! 


YOUNG MAN: (speeding so much, voice hops an octave) I read *bout 


you...kid! 

|MALCONTENT: That was then. 

| OLDTIMER: {l can] hoid my awn! Oh! (card breaks) 

GIRL: I don’t mind. People slow up. There should be 
allowances made! (very long blast of HORN!) 

OLDTIMER: (pushing beans with nose--they stop to watch) 
MALCONTENT: I’m sorry. Oh I’m so very sorry. 

YOUNG MAN: Oh God! No! 

GIRL: Whaaaaa? 

YOUNG MAN: He broke his card! He broke his card! 

GIRL: A-a-a-a-anybody could! Don’t...please? He he he he is 


one of the greats! 
YOUNG MAN: Tragic but...Eskimos’d take Grandpa out on the ice, leave 
him there. No teeth to chew the rawhide. Or throw him in the water. 
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tisket a gasket 


O-rings 
gave it up 


on the challenger — 


as god the ur- 


‘ologist of the infinite 


knows it all 


is plumbing. 
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TURNABOUTS -- a domestic epic in four sexual fits (or acts) 


for TELEVISION. 


3 males 


3 females 


THE PATSY 
THE VICTIM 
THE HIPPIE 


The CHORUS as indicated 


SETTTINGS a sunny terrace. hotel room, apartment/emergency 


room, bedroom, garden clubroom, field, road in fall, healtholub, 


bowling alley, den, kitchen 


Act i 
Scene 1 ext sunny terrace, remnants of breakfast, maie and female 
in nightclothes. Four workpersons in adjoining terrace. At 


least they start there, can weave into same space as VICTIM and 


PATSY after a bit. 


Female Victim (ssbs) 
But you used to! 

Male Patsy (comforting)? 
Now now. 

Female Victim 
How quickly people forget. 

Male Patsy 
I am not people. 

Female Victim 
Might as well be. 

Male Patsy 
Too ridiculous. 

Female Victim 
Well it means a lot to me! 

Male Patsy 
Out af the question. 

Female Victim 
Why live? Why even live? 

Male Patsy 
Now now. 

Female Victim 
Such a smal! thing I ask. So small! 

Female Worker 


I need to measure eight inches here. 


ta 


Male Worker 


That’s easy. 
Female Worker 
Measure twice and cut once they taught us in Vo-Tech. 


Male worker 


Ouch. 
Victim 
So small! 
Male Patsy 
Now now. 
Female Victim 
I would. 
Male Patsy 
No longer appropriate, that’s all. Not that it was wrong when-- 
Female Victim | 
Appropriate! Great God! Was Romeo and Juliet appropriate? How 


can you even say that? Get the word into your mouth? 


Male Patsy 
Easily. 


Female Victim 
And what I’m asking isn’t easy? 
Male Patsy 


Right now | couldn’t think of anything more difficult or more 
ridiculous. (nodding to workpersons) Public even. 


Female Victim 


Shit! I’ve just been fooling myself. You don’t love me and 
never have. 


Male Patsy 


T 


Perhaps. That is...of course I--some moments I sincerely do and 
at others--? 


Female Victim 
Unconstant in a wink and therefore fickle forever! 
Male Patsy 
Not heard that. 
Female Victim 
I made it up! 
Male Patsy 
Not bad. 
Female Victim 


Fritter fritter fritter. Oh yes! To your advantage. The delay 
card, always the delay card. 


Maie Patsy 
Now now. 
Female Victim 
Please? 
Male Patsy 
You know my feeling on this. What was appropriate, what seemed 
right, uh, before, now simply isn’t. How much of an asshole do 
you want? People move on! 
Female Victim 
You’d say Lave is an asshole! 
Male Patsy 
Now now. Uh, run that by me again, will you? 
Male Worker 
Grammar is important. 


Female Worker 


Like, everything is. 
Female Victim 
Fuck you! 
Male Patsy 
Very well then, fuck me. 
Female Victim 
And not in the way you mean. 
Male Patsy 
I don’t mean it in the way that I mean. 
Female Victim 
Language! Your downfall! Thinking that it means anything. 
Male Patsy 
Caught you in a paradox there. What you want me to say means 
volumes evidently, and yet language itself means nething, from 
Shakespeare to Hustler. 
Female Victim (frosty) 
I wouldn’t know. 
Male Patsy 


Now now. 


Female Victim (Cracking) 


Jesus Christ! Do you want all my dignity? Don’t you realize I’m 
out here with my very heart on the block, that I’ve gone too far 
out. Please, leave me some little self respect! Please! (sinks 
to floor) I am begging you! (thrashing about the floar) 


Begging you! 


Male Patsy (avoiding pursuit while appealing 
with several now-now pantomimes for chorus response) 


Workpersons 
Now now! (Gan be in chorus or individually, perhaps in rhythm of 
task each workperson is performing. Perhaps in a 


ballet like sequence--one measuring, one sawing, one stacking, 
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one checking clipboard.) 

Female Victim (all but tackling PATSY) 
Well? (Cretching) 

Male Patsy 
Oh very well! 


Female Victim (leaping up, considerably 
brightened) 


Yes! Yes! 
Male Patsy (muttered) 
You are my-- 
Female Victim 
Speak up! Don’t always mumble! 
Male Patsy 
Cinaudible) 
Female Victim 
Whaaaaaa? 
Male Patsy 
I said...you are my Bumpty-Wumpy. (Workpersons applaud.) 
Female Victim (coallapsing) (to Warkpersons) 
But like a DENtist I had to-- Like a dentist...ex-TRACTING! 
Just to save the smallest sliver of face! A dentist! The 
tiniest, WINE-EEFEREEEFEEEE-ist slivvvvyvvvvv-er of face! 
(inarticulate whining follows) 


Male Patsy 


(mouthing now now to chorus. They respond by banging, sawing 
etc--chaos cf noise with whining underlaying. ) 


Scene 2 int hotel, table, nicely set, champaigne. 
A room cleaning crew trundles in cart, remaves towels, sheets, 
etc makes bed. Male and Female in nice robes. 
Female Victim 
Has it been a year? 
Male Patsy (toasting empty glass) 
Reason for all this expensive food, crockery. 
Female Victim 
All China wouldn’t be enough--what I put up with. 
Male Patsy 
Uh, um, yes, uh, more champaigne, dear? 
Female Victim 
Not trying to get me drunk? Of course you don’t have to anymore. 
Performance on demand, isn’t that it? None of the playing, and 
the lovely Bumpty Wumpy I so loved. Never more of that of 
course. (Sheets are snapped.) 
Male Patsy 
I must’ve come in late. 
Female Victim 
Just because we’re ... doesn’t lift the obligation of...to-- 
Male Patsy 
I’m missing something. Gifts you mean? Hallmark? What? 
Male Worker 
| like their Playhouse. Gives you something to live for. 


Female Worker 


Why bother? 


Female Victim 
I mean an attitude! (racking sobs) 
Male Patsy 
Now now. 
2d Female Worker 
What percentage they tip in heaven? 
ist female worker 
Like here. Everything’s like here. 
Female Victim 


Ccontinues a sort of combined crying and inarticulate whining, 
and so PATSY, draining glass, exhorts chorus to now-now.) 


Chorus 


Now now etc. (in a distracted manner as two make bed, 
two clear away dishes etc.) 


Scene 3 int apartment, adjacent emergency room 

Chorus is doctors and nurses, just doing their thing, but 
throwing out the now nows when appropriate--perhaps 
directing them at "patient" too. 


Female Victim (frantically paging through 
book) 


Why should we trust this Dr Spock? He probably wants toa make all 
the babies Communist or something! 


Male Patsy 
Now now. 
Female Victim 
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Wha--what am I looking up here? You made me 
Male Patsy 

Now now just take it easy. 
Female Victim 

Easy for you to say. You just bebop through 
Male Patsy 


Green. (Female Doctor inspects something in 
to male nurse.) a 


Female Victim 
Ugh! 

Male Patsy 
Well it looked green. 

Female Victim 
Green what? 

Male Patsy 
Vomit, diar-- 

Male Nurse 
Christ! 


Female Victim 


forget. 


life and I'm left-- 


recepticle, shows 


Which one goddammit. You are infuriating as always! 


Male Patsy 
Now now. It’s probably normal. 

Female Victim 
Well you’re not! 

Male Patsy 


Now now. 


it 


Female Victim 
My life is going out the window! Out the fuckin window and into 


the toilet! 


(Female nurse exits from toilet, flush practically intermninable 
as she becomes more and more embarrassed. We see roses next to 
patient’s bed and camera cuts back and forth showing us how nurse 
reddens. >? 


Male Patsy 


Impossible. Uh, spacially. Not logical. *’d have to come back 
INto the window in order to-- 


Female Victim (aside) 
Only a couple of years and this boring! 


(Examining CHORUS circles PATSY with clipboards, thumps hin, 
takes blood pressure etc.) 


Male Patsy (to medicals) Now now. (to Victim) Now now. 
(Chorus back to bedside.) 
Female Victim 
ExHAUSted al! the goddamn time and you’re no help! 
Is this a murder plot? Have you come that far? Push the kid 


onto me and then watch me disintegrate until-- 


Male Patsy 


Now now. 

Female Victim 
I can’t take it anymore. I can’t! The baby’s defective and the 
relationship is worse. And I’m gone. I’m really gone! 


Female Doctor (checking bed) 
This patient is dead! 

Female Nurse 
It’s okay. It went between shifts. 

Male Patsy 
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(starts exhorting chorus to nownow. ) 


Chorus 
Now-- 
Female Victim (to chorus) 
No no! Stop! I mean it. I?m-- I-- I-- I have to get out of 


here or lose what little sanity--(throws hands to face and 
trembles) 


Male Patsy 


Now now now now now! (exhorts chorus for more now-nows. They 
respond by trying to restrain VICTIM.) 


Scene 4 int Bedroom--in overlarge print pyjamas PATSY reading 
newspaper and VICTIM striding. Chorus is businesspersons with 
laptops and calculators and huge bound reports and cellular 
phones. They’re in a frenzy. When they now-now, it will be 
brusque and irritated for they don’t like to be interrupted at 
deal-making. 

Female Victim 


If it’s Consolidated comes in, and not Allied, then I’m gone for 
sure. 


Male Patsy 
Now now. It’s not that bad. Lots of ads in the paper. 

Female Victim 
Propaganda I tell you! Did you know that the youngsters at work 
call me the old timer? Jesus Christ I’m losing it! I gave my 
fuckin youth to this lousy relationship and that stupid-company! 


Maie Patsy 


Now now. 


li 


Female Victim 
What an asshole! 

Male Patsy 
Please. No name-calling. 

Female Victim 

I?m the asshole! 
what? So they could get a deal! 
fire me outright! 
contributed to, 
reallocated the funds. 

Male Patsy 


Now now. It’s only money. 


Chorus 
Only WHAT? 

Female Victim 
Huh! They piss in your pocket and 


Male Patsy 
Are they really that unhygenic? 
Female Victim 
And this whole crazy business here 
mirror image of the outside. 
life! You’re screwed every moment 
Male Patsy 
Just lucky I guess. 
Female Victim 
That does 


it! I’m getting out and 


Remember what the counselor told us. 


Sacrificing so so much for that company and for 
Selling 
And they stole the whole fuckin pension plan I 
and they’re saying not to worry, that they just 


it to somebody who'll! 


tell you you’re sweating! 


in this insane house is just a 


You’re screwed every moment of your 


of your life! 


this time I mean it! (Cexits) 


Male Patsy (exiting after Victim) 


Now now. 


Cexhorts chorus to now-now) 


Chorus (zombie-like) 
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Now now now now now now now now now. 
Female Victim (popping back) 


Yeah! Uh huh! You all know what you can de with your stupid now 
nows! , 


(Chorus descends on VICTIM and strikes her with their varous 
instruments.) 


5 Female Victim alone, w potted palm. Gets, up, waters it. 
Chorus member takes watercan, as VICTIM is doing it poorly, 
joined by two well-dressed, prissy, members of some garden club. 
Their actions will be mechanical, stylised. 

Enter Hippie (opposite sex live-in) eating from a can and 
then throwing it away. Garden member retrieves and plants 
something in it. 

Female Victim 
As I was saying, that person-- 

Male Hippie (burps, wipes face on sleeve) 
Yeah...like well it’s tough. 


Female Victim 


--took my dignity away. I begged and begged. Until I became 
less than human. 


Male Hippie 
Yeah, uh, like-- 


Female Victim 


Believe me there was no extent I wouldn’t go to. It became 
harrowing and utitimately disgusting. Ugh! Just disgusting! 
Thhhh! Slime you turn into! Doormat! Wipe your feet oan me, or 


or or anything more disgusting. 
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Male Hippie 


Yeah like well it’s tough. 


Female Victim 


My life is gone. Gone! Kaput! I’ve ruined it. |! mean it was 
ruined for me. A lot of people cooperated on that little 
project, you can bet your ass on that one! Not just old 


whats-his-name. . 
Male Hippie 
Yeah like well it’s tough. 
Female Victim 
And what...was left? The horrible, insidious memories of 
COMFORTING! (Here a manic walk in which now-nows in every 
possible intonation are mocked.) Now now (etc) (knocks 
Plants over. Chorus follows her, mocks her mocking intonations. ) 
Chorus 
Now Now etc 


Male Hippie 


Cinterjects a word at a time into above speeches) 
Yeah...well...like...tough. 


Female Victim (breathless) 
Such minimal, miserable attempts at being a human being! (to 
chorus) Such minimal, miserable attempts at being human beings! 
(They respond with the finger. One flings a plant but is wide of 
the mark.) 


Male Hippie 


Yeah...well, like I said, it’s tough. 
Female Victim 


And what’s left? What’s left now? (clumps down to knees) (to 
audience) Oh Sweet Merciful God, what is left? 


Male Hippie 
You got any fuckin money? 
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NOW NOW 
Act 2 
Scene 1 The garden club carries over, minus a male, but 
by hippie from last scene, in West African robe and hat. 
A male-male couple walks with them through a competition. 
garden club member carries ribbons ready to bestow. 
Maile Victim (sobs) 
But you used to! 
Male Patsy (comforting) 
Now now. 
Male Victim 
How quickly people forget. 
Male Patsy 
I am not people. 
Male Victim 
Might as well be. 
Male Patsy 
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joined 


Each 


Too ridiculous. 

Male Victim 
Well it means a lot to me! 

Male Patsy 
Cut of the question. 

Male Victim 
Why live? Why even live? 

Male Patsy 
Now now. 

Male Victim 
Such a small thing I ask. So small! 


Male Patsy 


Now now. 
Male Victim 

I would. 
Male Patsy 

No longer appropriate, that’s all. Not that it was wrong when-- 
Male Victim 

Appropriate! Great God! Was Romeo and Juliet appropriate? 


Male Patsy 
Which are you? I like fundamental questions. 
(Someone pins Victim with pink ribbon. Patsy laughingly removes 
it, hands it back.) 


Male Victim 


Appropriate! How can you even say that? Even get the word into 
your mouth? 


Male Patsy 
Easily. 
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Male Victim 
And what I’m asking isn’t easy? 
Male Patsy 


Right now 1] couldn’t think of anything more difficult or more 
ridiculous. Let’s just enjoy the show. 


Male Victim 


Shit! I’ve just been fooling myself. You don’t love me and 
never have. 


Male Patsy 


Perhaps. That is...of course I--some moments | sincerely do and 
at others--? 


Male Victim 
Unconstant in a wink and therefore fickle forever! 
Male Patsy 
Not heard that. 
Male Victim 
I made it up! 
Male Patsy 
Not bad. 
Male Victim 


Fritter fritter fritter. Oh yes! To your advantage. The delay 
card, always the delay card. 


Male Patsy 


Now now. 
Male Victim 
Please? 
Male Patsy 
You know my feeling on this. What was appropriate, what seemed 
right, uh, before, now simply isn’t. How much of an asshole do 
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you want? People move on! (a judge pushes them from the rear 
and they stumble.) 
Male Victim 
You’d say Love is an asshole! 
Male Patsy 
Now now. Uh, run that by me again, will you? 
Male Victim 
Fuck you! 
Male Patsy 
Very well then, fuck me. 
Male Victim 
And not in the way you mean. 
Male Patsy 
I don’t mean it in the way that I| mean. 
Male Victim 
Language! Your downfall! Thinking that it means anything. 
Male Patsy 
Caught you in a paradox there. What you want me to say means 
volumes evidently, and yet language itself means nothing, from 
Shakespeare to Calvin Klein ads of teases, flat-tummied with buns 
of steel, hey? So young and oh SO coldly distant! 
Male Judge 
Some plants decide their own sex--on a whim almost. 
Male Victim (frosty) (to both PATSY and 
JUDGE) 
I wouldn’t know. 
Male Patsy 
Now now. 
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Male Victim (Cracking) 


Jesus Christ! Do you want all my dignity? Don’t you realize I’m 
out here with my very heart on the block, that !’ve gone too far 
out. Please, leave me some little self respect! Please! (sinks 
to floor) I am begging you! (thrashing about the floor among 


plants.) Begging you! 


Male Patsy (avoiding pursuit while appealing 
with several now-now pantomimes for chorus response) 


Male Victim Call but tackling PATSY) 
Well? (retching) 
Male Patsy 


Oh very well! 


Male Victim (leaping up, considerably 
brightened) 


Yes! Yes! 

Male Patsy (muttered) 
You are my-- 

Male Victim 
Speak up! Don’t always mumble! 

Male Patsy 
(inaudible) 

Male Victim 
Whaaaaaa? 

Male Patsy 


I said...you are my Bumpty-Wumpy. (Judges applaud.) 


Male Victim (collapsing? (to Judges) 
But like a DENtist I had to-- Like a dentist...ex-TRACTING! 
Just to save the smallest sliver of face! A dentist! The 


tiniest, WINE-EEEEEEEEEEFEE-ist slivvvvvvvvv-er of face! 
(inarticulate whining follows) 
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(Male Patsy snatches silvery pruners from a judge and starts 
acting like dentist but stops to implore chorus to now now; 
they’ re more intent on plants.) 

Female judge 


It’s better to have an interest, and forget yourself. 
(Victim whines all the louder.) 


Scene 2 ext upscale picnic in field. chorus of cowpersons on 
tractor, dressed like they might be in a cutsey production of 
Oklahoma. dismount to do parody-dance around a chore with 
posthole digger, start building fence which ultimately goes 
between couple. Couple stares at them. 

Male Victim 
Has it been a year? 

Male Patsy (toasting empty glass) 
Reason for all this expensive food. 

Male Victim 
All France wouldn’t be enough--what I put up with. 

Male Patsy 
Uh, um, yes, uh, more champaigne, dear? 

Male Victim 
Not trying to get me drunk? Of course you don’t have to anymore. 
Performance on demand, isn’t that it? None of the playing, and 
the lovely Bumpty Wumpy I so loved. Never more of that of 
course. 

Male Patsy 
I must’ve come in late. 


Male Victim 


Just because we’re ... doesn’t lift the obligation of...to-- 
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Male Patsy 
I’m missing something. Gifts you mean? Hal!mark? What? 
(Dancing Cowboy pretends to be snatching heart out, giving it to 
cowgir!) 

Male Victim 
] mean an attitude! Cracking sobs) 

Male Patsy 
Now now. 

Male Victim 
(continues a sort of combined crying and inarticulate whining, 
and so PATSY, draining glass, exhorts chorus to now-now. 
They do, but in dancey fence-building way. Couple gets a bit 
knocked around) 


Chorus 


Now now etc. 


Scene 3 int--nownows will come through TV --musical, blurry. 
Both males in bikini undershorts 


Male Victim (frantically paging through 
book) 


Why should we trust this Dr Spock? He probably wants to make al} 
the babies Communist or something! 


Male Patsy 


Now now. 


Male Victim 
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Wha--what am | looking up here? You made me 
Malte Patsy 

Now now just take it easy. 
Male Victim 

Easy for you to say. You just bebop through 
Male Patsy 


Green. 
Male Victim 


Ugh! 

Male Patsy 
Well it looked green. 

Male Victim 
Green what? 

Male Patsy 
Vomit, diar-- 


Male Victim 


forget. 


life and I’m left-- 


Which one goddammit. You are infuriating as always! 
| Male Patsy 
Now now. It’s probably normal. 
Male Victim 
Well you’re not! 
Male Patsy 
Now now. 
Male Victim 
My life is going out the window! Out the fuckin window and 
the toilet! (On TV CHORUS GIRL exits from toilet, flush 


practically interminable as she becomes more 
embarrassed, breaks into a little clog dance) 
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and more 


into 


Male Patsy 


Impossible. Uh, spacially. Not logical. "d have to come back 
INto the window in order to-- 


Male Victim (aside) 


Only a couple of years and this boring! (Some kind of Busby 
Berkley megathing on TV which Patsy becomes intent on.) 


Male Patsy C(absently) 


Now now. 
Male Victim 


ExHAUSted all the goddamn time and you’re no help! 
Is this a murder plot? Have you come that far? Push the kid 
onto me and then watch me disintegrate until-- 
Male Patsy 
Now now. 
Male Victim 
I can’t take it anymore. I can’t! The baby’s defective and the 
relationship is worse. And I’m gone. I’m really gone! 
Male Patsy 
(voice filter) NowndwQYou’re DESTINED |to become a STAR! 
Male Victim | 


1 mean it. I’m-- I-- I-- I have to get| out of here or lose what 
little sanity--(throws hands to face and trembles) 


Voice (filter) 


Now now! A STAR! Isn’t THAT worth everything you have 
sacrificed? 


Male Patsy 
Now now now now now! 
Victim 


You have done this to me! And others. 
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Male Patsy 
Round up the usual suspects. 
Same tv voice 


Now you’re going out there a slut, but you’re coming back a 
whore! 


int Diner. Waitress putting plates in front of the two males. 


Male Victim 


If it’s Consolidated comes in, and not Allied, then I’m gone for 
sure. 


Male Patsy 
Now now. It’s not that bad. Lots of ads in the paper here. 
Male Victim 
Propaganda | tell you! Did you know that the youngsters at work 
call me the old timer? Jesus Christ I’m losing it! I gave my 
fuckin youth to this lousy relationship and that stupid company! 
Male Patsy 
Now now. 
Male Victim 
What an asshole! 
Male Patsy 
Please. No name-calling. Remember what the counselor told us. 


Male Victim 
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I’m the asshole! Sacrificing so so much for that company and for 
what? So they could get a deal! Selling it to somebody who'll] 
fire me outright! And they stole the whole fuckin pension plan I! 
contributed to, and they’re saying not to worry, that they just 
reallocated the funds. 

Male Patsy 


Now now. It’s only money. 


Male Victim 
Huh! They piss in your pocket and tell you you're sweating! 

Male Patsy 
Are they really that unhygenic? 

Male Victim 
And this whole crazy business in that insane house is just a 
mirror image of the outside. You’re screwed every moment of your 
life! You’re screwed every moment of your life! 


Waitress 


Who gets the liver? (Victim nods) 


Male Patsy 

Just lucky I guess. 
Male Victim 

That does it! I’m getting out and this time I mean it! (exits) 
Male Patsy (following) 

Now now. (exhorts Waitress to now-now) 
WAITRESS 

Now now honey! Ceventually, leading Victim back) 
Male Victim 

Yeah! Uh huh! (trying to extract elbow) 
WAITRESS 
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How bout a nice piece of pie? (then to audience) How bout a nice 
piece of pie, Honey, huh? Huh? You'll feel better. It’1ll make 
you feel better. It always does! (She pushes bosum towards 
camera until cu of corsage on her uniform, under which,xcu, a pin 
announces FOOD IS LOVE.) 


5 Male Victim alone, w potted palm. Gets, up, waters it. 
Enter Hippie (same sex live-in) eating from a can and then 

throwing it away. MOTHER twists hippie’s ear and makes him Pick 
can up. She then knits during scene. 

Male Victim 
As I was saying, that person-- 

Male Hippie (burps, wipes face on sleeve) 
Yeah...like well it’s tough. 


Male Victim 


-~took my dignity away. I] begged and begged. Until I became 
less than human. 


Male Hippie 


Yeah, uh, like-- 


Male Victim 


Believe me there was no extent I wouldn’t go to. It became 
harrowing and utlitimately disgusting. Ugh! Just disgusting! 
Ihhhh! Stime you turn into! Doormat! Wipe your feet on me, or 


or or anything more disgusting. 
Male Hippie 


Yeah like well it’s tough. 


Male Victim 
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My life is gone. Gone! Kaput! I’ve ruined it. I mean it was 
ruined for me. A lot of people cooperated on that little 
project, you can bet your ass on that one! Not just old 
whats-his-name. 

Male Hippie 
Yeah like well it’s tough. 

Male Victim 
And what...was left? The horrible, insidious memories of 
COMFORTING! (Here a manic walk in which now-nows in every 
Possible intonation are mocked.) Now now Cetc) 


Male Hippie 


Cinterjects a word at a time into above speeches) 
Yeah...well...like...tough. 


Mother (now knitting) (also interjecting) 


Now Now. (clicking needles loudly) 
Male Victim (breathless) 
Such minimal, miserable attempts at being a human being! (to 


audience) Such minimal, miserable attempts at being human beings! 
Male Hippie 

Yeah...well, like I said, it’s tough. 
Male Victim 


And what’s left? What’s left now? (clumps down to knees) (to 
audience) Oh Sweet Merciful God, what is left? 


Male Hippie 
You got any fuckin money?--or mama there? 
Mother 


You shouldn’t say money. 


NOW NOW -- 


Act 3 


Scene 1 int bookstore, severe woman reading her poems, 


we don’t 


hear the words at first . The couple starts by whispering but 


emotion carries them into higher registers. 


Female Victim (sobs) 
But you used to! 

Female Patsy (comforting) 
Now now. 

Female Victim 
How quickly people forget. 

Female Patsy 
I am not people. 

Female Victim E 
Might as well be. 


Poet 


I AM NOT THE PERSON YOU LOVED AND LOVE. 
That person, as 1 said, is dead. 


Female Patsy 
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Too ridiculous. 

Female Victim 
Well it means a lot to me! 

Poet 


My rebirth has sexualized the universe! 
The Times reported it in verse! 


Female Patsy 
Out of the question. 

Poet 
Men,of course, get worse. 

Female Victim 
Why live? Why even live? 

Poet 
I thought of suicide 
but how 
could I go on 
hating? 

Female Patsy 
Or dating. 

Female Victim 
Shhh! Kindly keep your scum to yourself! 

Female Patsy 
Now now. 

Female Victim 
Such a smal! thing I ask. So small! 

Female Patsy 
Now now. 

Female Victim 
I would. 
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Female Patsy 

No longer appropriate, that’s all. Not that it was wrong when-- 
Female Victim 

Appropriate! Great God! Was Romeo and Juliet appropriate? 
Patsy 


We’re a couple of Juliets. Maybe that’s the trouble. : 
Plain vanilla. Anyway, she never paid a bill, for one thing. 


Female Victim 


Appropriate! How can you even say that? Get the word into your 
mouth? 


Female Patsy 
Easily. 


Female Victim 
And what I’m asking isn’t easy? 
Female Patsy 


Right now | couldn’t think of anything more difficult or more 
ridiculous. 


Female Victim 


Shit! I’ve just been fooling myself. You don’t love me and 
never have. 


Female Patsy 


Perhaps. That is...of course I--some moments I sincerely do and 
at others--? 


Female Victim 

Unconstant in a wink and therefore fickle forever! 
Female Patsy 

Not heard that. 
Female Victim 


I made it up! 
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Female Patsy 
Not bad. 
Female Victim 


Fritter fritter fritter. Oh yes! To your advantage. The delay 
card, always the delay card. 


Female Patsy 


Now now. Why don’t we just listen. Cre poet) This woman could 
get the Nobel Prize someday--if she butches up a bit. 


Female Victim 


Please? 

Female Patsy 
You know my feeling on this. What was appropriate, what seemed 
right, uh, before, now simply isn’t. How much of an asshole do 


you want? People move on! 
Female Victim 
You'd say Love is an asshole! 
Poet 
LOVE IS AN ASSHOLE! 
Female Patsy 
Now now. Uh, run that by me again, will you? Both of you. 
Female Victim 
Fuck you! 
Female Patsy 
Very well then, fuck me. 
Female Victim 
And not in the way you mean. 
Female Patsy 


I don’t mean it in the way that I mean. 
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Poet 


HOW CAN WE KNOW WHAT WE MEAN? Sad! 
Life being ever a scene, bad! 


How can we mean what we mean 
without THEM? 


We excised their balls 
and now don’t want them. 


That poem is call The Elgin Marbles. 
Female Victim 
Language! Your downfall! Thinking that it means anything. 
Female Patsy 
Caught you in a paradox there. What you want me to Say means 
volumes evidently, and yet language itself means nothing, from 
Shakespeare to PLAYGIRL. 
Poet 
Be my playgirl playboy plaything. Thing. 
That’l!l do. Whatever 
is not true. 
Female Victim (frosty) 
I wouldn’t know. 


Female Patsy 


Now now. 


Female Victim 


(Cracking) 


Jesus Christ! Do you want all my dignity? Don’t you realize I’m 
out here with my very heart on the block, that I’ve gone too far 
out. Please, leave me some little self respect! Please! (sinks 


to floor) I am begging you! (thrashing about the floor) 
Begging you! 


Female Patsy (avoiding pursuit while 
appealing with several now-now pantomimes for poet response) 


Poet 


Now now! Some things we can’t allow, you see. 
Insufficiently LIT-er-AH-eee. 
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Female Victim (all but tackling PATSY) 
Well? (retching) 

Female Patsy 
Oh very well! 


Female Victim (leaping up, considerably 
brightened) 


Yes! Yes! 

Female Patsy (muttered) 
You are my-- 

Female Victim 
Speak up! Don’t always mumble! 

Female Patsy 
Cinaudible) 

Female Victim 
Whaaaaaa? 

Female Patsy 


I said...you are my Bumpty-Wumpy. 


Poet (applauds) 


Say it! 
Don’t forever play it! 


Female Victim (collapsing) 
But like a DENtist I had to-- Like a dentist...ex-TRACTING! 
Just to save the smallest sliver of facet A dentist! The 
tiniest, WINE-EEEEEEEEEEEE-ist slivvvvvyvvvv-er of face! 
Cinarticulate whining follows) 

Female Patsy 
(mouthing now now to POET.) 

Poet 
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NOW! Don’t ever ever bend. | 
You’!ll take a hit, | 


for all these books are full of shit 
and dead white men. 


Scene 2 int bedroom, shorty nightgowns, silver champaigne 
bucket, Chinese food being handed them by deliveryman. 


Female Victim 
Has it been a year? 

Female Patsy (toasting empty glass) 
Reason for al! this, hah!, expensive food. 

Female Victim 
All China wouldn’t be enough--what I put up with. 

Female Patsy (spins bottle in bucket) 
Uh, um, yes, uh, more champaigne, dear? 

Female Victim 

Not trying to get me drunk? Of course you don’t have to anymore. 
Performance on demand, isn’t that it? None of the playing, and 
the lovely Bumpty Wumpy I so loved. Never more of that of 
course. 

Deliveryman 
Who Humby Bumby? 


Female Patsy 


I must’ve come in late. 
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Female Victim 


Just because we’re ... doesn’t lift the obligation of...to-- 


Female Patsy 
I’m missing something. Gifts you mean? Hallmark? 
Deliveryman 
Who get egg foo yung? 
Patsy (cont) 
Pagoda shaped dildo? What? 
Female Victim 
I mean an attitude! (racking sobs) 
Female Patsy 
Now now. 


Female Victim 


(continues a sort of combined crying and inarticulate whining, 
and so PATSY, draining glass, exhorts glass, exhorts deliveryman 


to now-now) 
Deliveryman 


Now now (Cin intonation levels a la Chinese language) 
Who get General Wang Chicken? 


Both 
We’ve given up on Genera! Wangs. 
Victim 
I’ve given everything up! 
Patsy and deliveryman 


Now now now. (He starts feeding Victim.) 
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'Scene 3 


int home MARCUS FOR CONGRESS A woman for a change! reads a 
Sign. They’ve been making signs. 


Female Victim (frantically paging through 
book) 


Why should we trust this Dr Spock? He probably wants to make all 
the babies Communist or something! 


Female Patsy 
Now now. 
Female Victim 
Wha--what am I looking up here? You made me forget. 
Female Patsy 
Now now just take it easy. 
Female Victim 
Easy for you to Say. You just bebop through life and I’m left-- 
Female Patsy 
Green. 
Female Victim 
Ugh! 
Female Patsy 
Well it looked green. 
Female Victim 
Green what? 
Female Patsy 


Vomit, diar-- 


Female Victim 

Which one goddammit. You are infuriating as always! 
Female Patsy 

Now now. It’s probably normal. 


Female Victim 
Well you’re not! 


Female Patsy 
Now now. 
Female Victim 


My life is going out the window! Out the fuckin window and into 
the toilet! 


(Marcus enters from toilet, flush practically intermninable as 
she becomes more and more embarrassed; one sign features 
whitefaced clown with blinking red lightbulb nose, cut from this 
to Marcus who blinks redder and redder) 


Female Patsy 


Impossible. Uh, spacially. Not logical. *d have to come back 
INto the window in order to-- 


Female Victim (aside) 
Only a coupite of years and this boring! 
(examining Marcus circles PATSY carrying different sign) 
Female Patsy 
Now now. (to Marcus ) Now now. (to Victim) 
Female Victim 
ExHAUSted all the goddamn time and you're no help! 
Is this a murder plot? Have you come that far? Push the kid 
onto me and then watch me disintegrate until-- 
Female Patsy 
Now now. 


Female Victim 
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I can’t take it anymore. I can’t! The baby’s defective and the 
relationship is worse. And I’m gone. I’m really gone! 


Female Patsy 


(starts exhorting MARCUS to nownow. ) 


Marcus 
Now- - 
Female Victim (to Marcus) 
No not Stop! I mean it. I’m-- [~- I-- I have to get out of 


here or lose what little sanity--(throws hands to face and 
trembles) 


Female Patsy 


Now now now now now! Cexhorts MARCUS for more now-nows. She 
responds. by marching brightly around with sign.) 


Marcus (again brightly) 


Now now etc. to a martial beat) 


Scene 4 ext They pedal tandem bike though golden fall. They 
yell over rushing wind) 


Female Victim 
If it’s Consolidated comes in, and not Allied, then I’m gone for 
sure. 

Female Patsy 


Now now. It’s not that bad. Saw Lots of ads in the paper back at 
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the B&R. 
Female Victim 
Propaganda I tell you! Did you know that the youngsters at work 
call me the old timer? Jesus Christ I’m losing it! I gave my 
fuckin youth to this lousy relationship and that stupid company! 
Female Patsy 
Now now. 
Female Victim 
What an asshole! 
Female Patsy 


Please. No name-calling. Remember what the counselor told us. 


Female Victim 


I’m the asshole! Sacrificing so so much for that company and for 
what? So they could get a deal! Selling it to somebody who’ll 
fire me outright! And they stole the whole fuckin pension plan ! 


contributed to, and they’re saying not to worry, that they just 
reallocated the funds. 


Female Patsy 


Now now. It’s only money. 


Female Victim 
Huh! They piss in your pocket and tell you you’re sweating! 
Female Patsy 
Are they really that unhygenic? 
Female Victim 
And the whole crazy business back in our insane house is just a 
mirror image of the outside. You’re screwed every moment of your 
life! You’re screwed every moment of your life! 
Female Patsy 
Just lucky I guess. Keep pumping. As in life. 


Female Victim 
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That does it! I’m going and this time | mean it! (speeds up her 
pedalling and makes it difficult for Patsy) 


Female Patsy 


Now now. (hey pump faster and faster as scenery blurs, and then 
another couple flies by on tandem, shrieking 


Couple 
Now now etc. 
Female Victim (shrieking louder after them) 


You all know what you can do with your stupid now nows! 


Scene 5 Female Victim alone, w potted palm. Gets, up, waters 
it. Uniformed exterminator is spraying corners of room. 


Enter Hippie (young same sex live-in) eating from a can and 
then throwing can away. Exterminator sprays can. 


Female Victim 
As I was saying, that person-- 

Female Hippie (burps, wipes face on sleeve) 
Yeah...like well it’s tough. 

Female Victim 


~~took my dignity away. I begged and begged. Until 1 became 
less than human. 


Female Hippie 
Yeah, uh, like-- 


Female Victim 


Believe me there was no extent I wouldn’t go to. It became 
harrowing and utitimately disgusting. Ugh! Just disgusting! 
Ihhhh! Slime you turn into! Doormat! Wipe your feet on me, or 
or or anything more disgusting. 

Female Hippie 


Yeah like well it’s tough. 


Female Victim 


My life is gone. Gone! Kaput! I’ve ruined it. I mean it was 
ruined for me. A lot of people cooperated on that little 
project, you can bet your ass on that one! Not just old 


whats-her-name. 
Female Hippie 
Yeah like well it’s tough. 
Female Victim 
And what...was left? The horrible, insidious memories of 
COMFORTING! (Here a manic walk in which now-nows in every 


possible intonation are mocked.) Now now (etc) 


Exterminator (Cin rhythm with each spray) 
Now now etc 


Female Hippie 


Cinterjects a word at a time into above speeches) 
Yeah...well...like...tough. 


Female Victim (breathless) 


Such minimal, miserable attempts at being a human being! (to 
chorus) Such minimal, miserable attempts at being human beings! 


Female Hippie 
Yeah...well, like I said, it’s tough. 
Female Victim 


And what’s left? What’s left now? (clumps dawn to knees) (to 
audience) Oh Sweet Merciful God, what is left? 


Female Hippie 
You got any fuckin money? 
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Exterminator 


No, but if you ever need any bugs...(sprays hippie) 


| NOW NOW 


Act 4 


Scene i int healthclilub he’s prone on bench lifting and she’s 


stretching. Chorus is a male and female instructor who work with 
them throughout. 
Male Victim (sobs) 
But you used to! 
Female Patsy (comforting) 
Now naw. 
Male Victim 
How quickly people forget. 
Female Patsy 
I am not people. 
Maile Victim 
Might as well be. 
Female Patsy 
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Too ridiculous. 

Male Victim 
Well it means a lot to me! 

Female Patsy 
Out of the question. 

Male Victim 
Why live? Why even live? 

Female Patsy 
Now now. 

Male Victim 
Such a small thing I ask. So small! 


Female Patsy 


Now now. 
Male Victim 
I would. 
Female Patsy 
No longer appropriate, that’s all. Not that it was wrong when-- 


Male Victim 


Appropriate! Great God! Was Romeo and Juliet appropriate? How 
can you even say that? Get the word into your mouth? 


Female Patsy 
Easily. 


Male Victim 
And what I’m asking isn’t easy? 
Female Patsy 


Right now I couldn’t think of anything more difficult or more 
ridiculous. (nodding to instructors} Public even. 


Female ins 


That’s cuz you’re not doing it right. 
Male Victim 


Shit! I’ve just been fooling myself. You don’t love me and 
never have, : 


Female Patsy 


Perhaps. That is...of course I--some moments | sincerely do and 
at others--? 


Male Victim 
Unconstant in a wink and therefore fickle forever! 
Female Patsy 
Not heard that. 
Male Victim 
I made it up! 
Male ins 


Right. Five more reps the way I showed you. Don't make nothing 
up. You could get hurt! 


Female Patsy 
Not bad. 
Male Victim 


Fritter fritter fritter. Oh yes! To your advantage. The delay 
card, always the delay card. 


Female Patsy 
Now now. 

Male Victim 
Please? 

Female Patsy 
You know my feeling on this. What was appropriate, what seemed 
right, uh, before, now simply isn’t. How much of an asshole do 
you want? People move on! 
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Male Victim 
You’d say Love is an asshole! 
Female Patsy 
Now now. Uh, run that by me again, will you? 
Male Victim 
Fuck you! 
Female Patsy 
Very well then, fuck me. 
Male ins 
Now now, we try to talk clean in the club. 
Male Victim 
And not in the way you mean. 
Male Ins 
Thre are ways? 
Female Patsy 
I don’t mean it in the way that |! mean. 
Male Victim 
Language! Your downfall! Thinking that it means anything. 
Female Patsy 
Caught you in a paradox there. What you want me to Say means 
volumes evidently, and yet language itself means nothing, from 
Shakespeare to to Whipped and Sodomized ty Martian Nazis--a Globe 
exclusive. 
| Male Victim (frosty) 
1 wouldn’t know. 
Male Ins 


I don’t believe half those articles. 


45 


Female Ins 
They can’t say it uniess it’s soa. 
Female Patsy 


Now now. 


Male ins (to female ins) 


How naive can you get? 


Female ins 


Wait a little minute! Females get many more of the stupid lines 


in these stupid plays! (to male ins) And 


you with all the 


intelligence and sensitivity of a door stop! 


Male ins (shrugs) 


I got no complaints. 


Male Victim (Cracking?) 


Jesus Christ! Do you want all my dignity? 
out here with my very heart on the block, 
out. Please, leave me some little self re 


Don’t you realize I’m 
that I’ve gone too far 
spect! Please! 


(slides off bench to sink to floor) I am begging you! 


(thrashing about) Begging you! I am begg 
about the floor) Begging you! 


Female ins 
I knew that "Couples Only” promotion was a 


Female Patsy Cavoidin 


ing you! (thrashing 


bummer! 


@ pursuit while 


appealing with several now-now pantomimes for instructors’ 


response) 
Instructors 

Now now! (They grab him and exercise his 
Male Victim 


(nevertheless all but tackling PATSY) Wel 
CInstructors stop) 


Male Ins 


What do you want? Word count? Quota? 
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arms and legs.) 


1? Cretching) 


Female ins 
Nothing. You all lie any which way. 
Female Patsy 
Oh very well! 


Male Victim (leaping up, considerably 
brightened) 


Yes! Yes! 

Female Patsy (muttered) 
You are my-- 

Male Victim 
Speak up! Don’t always mumble! 

Female Patsy 
Cinaudible) 

Maie Victim 
Whaaaaaa? 

Female Patsy 
I said...you are my Bumpty-Wumpy. 

Female ins 


At least I’m glad I didn’t have to say that! 


Male Victim (collapsing) (to Instructors) 
But like a DENtist I had to-- Like a dentist...ex-TRACTING! 
Just to save the smallest sliver of face! A dentist! The 


tiniest, WINE-EEEEEEEEEEEE-ist slivyvvyvvvvvv-er of face! 
(inarticulate whining follows) 


Female Patsy 


(mouthing now now to chorus. They respond by treating the 
equipment in a manner most wild.) 


Instructors (mechanical) 
Now now. 
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Scene 2, int Bowling alley 


Male Victim 
Has it been a year? 
Female Patsy (toasting empty glass) 
Reason for all this expensive food (holds up bag of potato chips) 
Male Victim 
All Hoboken wouldn’t be enough--what I put up with. 
Female Patsy 
Uh, um, yes, uh, more champaigne, dear? (offers bottle of beer) 
| Male Victim 
Not trying to get me drunk? Of course you don’t have to anymore. 
Performance on demand, isn’t that it? None of the playing, and 
the lovely Bumpty Wumpy I so loved. Never more of that of 
course. 
Female Patsy 
I must've come in late. 
Male Victim 
Just because we’re ... doesn’t lift the obligation of...to-- 


Female Patsy 
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She can make fudge. 
NO SHIT? 
Honey aint my girlfriend. 


TOO BAD. 


WELL WELL WELL WELL OUR YOUNG FRIEND RETURNS TO THE LIVIN. 
WE WAS LONGER THAN WE EXPECTED GETTIN THAT HOSPITAL TUCK JUST RIGHT. 
WHERE'S GERRY? I'LL’. TEACH IT TO HER. 

NOBODY CAN LEARN LES THEY WANT TO. 

HONEY YOU'RE. ONE FUCKIN WISE WOMAN. AH GERRY! COME INTO OUR 
KITCHEN DISCUSSION. WE'RE. TALKIN ABOUT PHILOSOPHY. 


AND I WAS READING ABOUT ELEANOR ROOSEVELT. SHE'S A WONDERFUL WOMAN. 


Flowers. 

WE CAN ROCK LIKE THIS AND PRETEND THAT THIS BED'S A SHIP. 
mnnon0o0M THAT'S THE MOTOR. THEN WE'LL HAVE FUDGE . WHEN WE GET 
TO WHERE WE'RE GOING. IT'S A PLACE SO WONDERFUL IT DOESN'T EVEN HAVE 
A NAME. 

I can't go cause my mother's comin back tomorrow. 

IF I COULD JUST HUG YOU FOREVER. 

You didn't make fudge! 

PLEASE DON'T CRY. I'LL COME BY MYSELF AND MAKE FUDGE. THEY'RE 
PIGS OUT THERE AND STRETCH IS A SNORING DRUNKEN PIG. HONESTLY! 
WHAT A DATE! 

The light slams in and Molumphy stops it all. OUT! 


WE WERE JUST! 
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AND YOU'RE JUST.ANOTHER KIND OF WHORE IS WHAT YOU ARE. 
AND JUST CRY ALL YOU WANT. WE'VE HEARD IT ALL AROUND HERE. 
AND WE DON'T WAIT ANOTHER ONE LIKE HIS MOTHER! SO CRY ALL YOU 
WANT! I SMELL BEER. I SMELL BEER ON THIS CHILD. 

DON'T HIT ME! We're. rolling around beer and flowers and then 
Mac throws us all off the bed. 

JESUS H.CHRIST WAIT A MINUTE. 

Then Mac's in the middle and then we're. in the kitchen with 
the light stinging and singing. Honey kisses Daddy. 

GET AWAY FROM HIM MANSTEALER. 

‘You GOT A FILTHY MOUTH MRS MOLUMPHY! 

WE'LL SEE ABOUT IT. 

AND A FILTHY BRAIN. 

CAUSE YOU'RE IN IT AND YOUR TRICKS. And Mac is laughing laughing 
laughing as they circle each other and Gerry sobs and Stretch tries 
to get up as they step over and on him and my father collapses into 
the morris chair GIVER HAT EVERYTHING. And Mac says THESE TWO'D 
RIP THE PAINT FROM THE WALLS. IT'S BEAUTIFUL. * 

I THREW ONE WHORE OUT OF HERE YOU'RE JUST ANOTHER. Gerry tries 
to hug me and I kick her. 

EVERY DOG SMELLS HER OWN. 

YOU'RE A CRAB LIVIN IN THE HAIR OF AN ASSHOLE. THAT'S ALL YOU ARE 
TO ME HONEY. 

I'M GONNA CLOSE THAT GARBAGEMOUTH! 

I LOVE THE BOTH OF YOU SOS I'M REFEREE . IT'S NOTRE DAME AND ARMY, 


TWO MEAN GIANTS. 
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Their wary quartercircles spread palms nail pointed. Honey stiff; 
Molumphy waving for furious jelly balance, trembling red hair fuzzed 
with gray. Both electric-furred and feather preened with rolling 
gloss eyes as they move back and forth in their grooves. 

OH THIS IS FINE. LOVELY! LOVELY! 

Honey feints a lunge her shadow running wildly under the 
yellow bowl. Like smoke. The chrome bumper of the stove 
smearing them both together. 

as Molumphy thrashes the air to keep from falling. 

IT COST TWELVE DOLLARS IN MALLEYS. SHE...LEAVES WITH IT NEXT DAY. 

NOW WATCH HER MOTHER! SHE'S A TIGER! MAY BE OVER YOUR HEAD. 

I'LL TEAR HER HAIR TO THE DIRTY ROOTS. Gerry is sobbing. 

Molumphy careens over the passed-out Stretch. LOOK OUT! 
OOOOPS! 

Honey butts her whoooosh in the stomach and Molomphy sinks 
through the heaving air in gasps, her shadow a growing circle as 
she falls and Honey smirkingly turning away but Molumphy lashes out 
the heel of her hand to rip across Honey twisting neck. Molumphy 

hits the floor like a huge plopped rag doll ahd Honey is purple and 
choking. 

BOY OH BOY WHAT A COUPLE. DOUBLE ONE PUCH KNOCKDOWN. 

Honey throws up. My father bent like a question mark holds 
the washpan. 

FUCKIN 
Mac toasts everybody: = ‘THING OF BEAUTY! 


Beer foaming over his hand soaking purple hair. 


Molumphy laughs, spread on the floor, laughs and kicks Stretch 


to make him laugh. ri 
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Their close green airless room as she rolled—-roar of the spring-—— 
over. WELL BABY YOU GOT A BIG HEAD? 

Can we go somewhere: nice? Ona plane. Rmmmmmmmmman. 

NO! The word is the pain in your cheek, her hand withdrawing. 
You cry staring at the pinpoints in the green shade back of her. 
NO NO NO NO NO NO. 

HONEY! HONEY'S WHAT YOU'LL MEET IN THIS WORLD! THEY EAT BABIES 
LIKE YOU. AND YOUR FATHER. 

The puppythump of the tug brings up the light around me. 
Paleblond greenblond sea light past sunrise superimposes on 
that tightgreen airless bedroom but the one of clicking spoons and 
phlehm and chocking. His body grinding him out in the yellow light 
pinpricking through the green shades. He died when I was missing 
in action, myself and the black guy holding each other up for five 
days till they found us. Her letter caught me in the hospital in Tokyo. 


If you get this I planted your father 
and Im gettin lost. I got my own life. 


I see him in his coffin. Not stuffed primpink among bloated silk 
diamonds but playingeard thin into the writhing fold of two broils 
of dough, blotches ofwater bubbling and silently, phosphonently, 
breaking into the slimy white. And. the eagles, Molumphy, Honey, Mac—— 
bloodfaced and downstaring. Brooding over his strange coffin long after 
he sinks away. I am my father watching them above him. I am an eagle. 
I am nigger. I am whore. I am male and female. I am Christ. 


Come to absorb the world. 


__ 169 — 


~_, 


PAIN TO BE DELIVERED 


by Frank B. Ford 


The gray-blacks of ship and water, lowering sky. Streaming from the 
copper fuzz of a brooding sun. Streaming towards it. 

But streaming towards it. As everything. 

As everything is to and away. 

For the inch-high one. Now. Then he felt the ship not the world 
holding it. It was enough. It is 

insufficient. 

Travel up the coppering wake among glimmers of slate-phosphorescence, 
to the twin broils. Go up the throbbing belly to the red rail, doubled 
in the slick light. A soldier leans against the riveted wall. 

Closer the rivets look like oranges: 

Cap a parabolic swoop nesting plums of flame-traced lint. 

Below it the face, kidney-colored. 

Grows larger than the ship in the mind. Of course. Depends. 

As the mind depends. 


I am inch-high. My face outfaces the sun. 


Thinking. Of another sun. Other suns. Impossible. 


hein coated 


Then. 


I am a young soldier on a ship. I was barely younger going at another sun 

which dropped, 
making the top of a mountain as two. There is @ lake. It 

depends. Since they are in Japan. Or were. They need to be there. 

I needed to be there since I was. Am. It depends. You don't want 
what you want: our tragedy. I go on. 

reading a book on a train on a bridge over a lake next to a mountain. 

Kamakaze pilots, young men of seventeen, rode this train. They carried 
a ball of rice, enleafed. Sweet in a pocket of leaves. They had 

the shit blown out of then. So much for causes and other Capital 

Concerns. 

I form my‘empty hands to receive a leaf-wrapped ball of rice. 

The light coming through the train windows is yellow. My hands are yellow. 
It is a strain I am not up to. Then. 

Now the windows are reddening for the sun is as a ball where the rails 
point. And the train, hollow tube, click-clicking wide rails behind, 
widening behind 

thrusts into sucking fire. 

It is always the same sun. invents and consumes. It‘s a simple as that. 
We're both here to burn ourselves out. 

It's as simple as that. There's nothing else, there's 

no click or tick or beat or throb as the windows gloss hard black 
and the train of blood stops though you plunge on, pale skin ripping 
back through corposants of breath into the sun which became as a firing 
maelstrom and 


she being with child cried, travailing in birth, 


and pained to be delivered. 


NOTRE DAME BEAT ARMY! THEY DID! The orange dial of the Philco radio 
throbbed as pebbles rattled in the speaker. THEY'RE... The grill of the 
lost-flower rug ground into my sion: Across the murky pond of the 
coffee table danced a paper rose...ON THE TEN TEN TEN! LADIES AND 
GENTLEMEN OF THE LISSSSSSSSSSSSSSSTENING. And I'm jerked up and 
a twel twists in my ear like quartz. My father's blank face blocks 
the dim light. I still feel the bassing tingle of that speaker, the 
orange ball sliding the walls. THEY'RE UNPILING THEM NOW IT LOOKS LIKE 
A TOUCHDOWN FROM HERE! 

FROM HERE LOOKS LIKE A LITTLE BOY GONNA GET HIS ASS BROKEN IF HE 
MOVES AROUND ANYMORE. 

IT Is! NOTRE DAME.. The sting rips my face, breath-stopped in 
the sour, smoky heat. WINS! 

I GIVE UP! I...his voice trails into darkness. That orange ball 
runs riot up and down the sooty walls, collides with cold black 
widows and pausesover the table to suck in all the gray. - 

Mrs Molumphy glistens from the Morris Chair. 

DON'T BLAME THE BOY FOR YOUR NERVES. 

NOTRE DAME WON! 

IS IT THE WORLD SERIES DEAR? WHY CRY ABOUT IT ANYWAYS? YOUR 
MOTHER CRIED—FOR A HOBBY. Her hair is the red light of the stove.— 

MY MOMMY? 

SHE RAN AWAY WITH THE MILKMAN. I'LL TAKE SOME HMMMMMMM TODAY! 
I'LL TAKE SOME HMMMMMM TODAY! 


Thin and ashbrown hair: I GIVER EVERYTHING. Making the blotthes 


jump like glassy fleas around the smoky room. Stove-——fuming 1id—remembering 
the stickings of toast. Black fall windows. Molumphy's yellow fists 

smile. My father's dead hair. I'M COLD COLD COLD. I TOLD I TOLD I TOLD. 
THAT'S THE BASEBALL THE WORLD SERIES. MRS MOLUMPHY KNOWS IT®S ALL 
FOOLISHNESS. THAT ONE THERE SET ENOUGH ON IT. 

And the blotches merge to one smoky undulant bowl—Molumphy and the 
stove looming, leaping, shrinking . 

It-—-squat bursting black with chrome bumpers spreading her reflection 
five funny feet. When no one's in it you can touch it with your finger. 
Watch your finprprint 

I am watching my little print dissapear ite bluing chrome heat. 

It makes a cloud and is gone. Writhing 000000 of the oil fire took it. 

WHOOOOO goes Mrs Molumphy's scream. Your mother it made her iach: 
COURSE YOU'RE COLD WITHOUT NO MOTHER. 

I LET HER GO. IT BREAKS MY HEART. 

SHUT UP. 

How to make the towel go round. Which end? I must watch her. 

In the darkening kitchen, my far father leaning against the light. 

Her Her torn sneaks and red ofeer than wide anklets at the bottom 

of cones twist up with snagged silk stockings past: cream bar bottom 

of the Morris chair and up to the tensile hem...water waves of dark and 

fading green dress. Her sitting-down belly basketed under it. Up the narrowing 
open front of the gray-haired black coat sweater to the brass safety pin 

Damming the spated breasts. 

Shiny fire face round round round. 


‘oie teeth knuckle-red nose ae eyes DID YOU 


Rusty, A -threaded hair—a pencil dives. IT ALL IN SWEETHEART? 


om 


Swelling red arms arms of the chair. Her arms were the arms of the chair. 

He throws his arm as if it had a ball and now she's up and 

hugely rocking WANNA PLAY HUH? 

I'm COLDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD. 

He slides by her and into the morris chair. There's no impact. 

He lights a cigarette as she rubs you with the towel. 

IT HURTS. 

THAT'S WHAT SHE SAID DARLING. WHOOOOO! 

BANSHEE BITCH. 

I'LL TAKE SOME HUMMMM TODAY. 

GIVER HOUSE, HAT, EVERYTHING! 

THIS CASTLE! 

His crying made the light whht it was then. It wasn't that before. 
Inseparable from the dark cold giistening Mrs Molumphy smoke walls stove. 
Never again that particular light. 

Not then since I closed my eyes. WHAT DID THE NOTE SAY IN THE BOTTLE? 

Heel of her hand pawing my shoulder. 

IT SAID GOD SAVE ME IM STRANGLING. IT SAID I CRY ALL DAY. IT SAID 
LIFE'LL RAM YOU BIGGER THAN ANY COCK. 

WHAT'S IT MEAN? WHEN SHE'S COMING BACK? 

WHEN THE MOON COMES OVER THE MOUNTAIN. 

WHEN'S THAT? She buffs you like a shoe and you keep your eyes jammed 
shut in that smoky sour kitchen, basin rock rocking freezing water over 
your feet. 


STOP DANCING! LEAVE IT TO YOUR OLD MAN. 


I WANT MY MOMMY! 

WAIT IN LINE! 

FUCK YOU! 

AM I AFRAID OF YOU? FART IN A WINDSTORM. 

DON'T LISTEN TO HIS DIRTY MOUTH SWEETHEART. YOUR MOTHER RUN AWAY WITH 
THE MILKMAN AND YOUR FATHER LIVES IN SIN WITH MRS MOLUMPHY. WHOOQOOOOOO! 
Her scream ran the light away, ran it into the orange ball which ran 
from the Philco.. 

She flung away the towel. Thrust up her arms. Screamed. 

I'M COLD. I was cold again. I am cold. My 

thumb a man's thumb flicking a cigarette. 

-Get rid of,Joe. They kill. 

eI did. Anyways I'm on this earth to die. I'm going back to Korea 

and they'll get me this time for sure. 

-This bad idea. To dying. For to live. How you say—? 

-Anything. 

-No. No make joke. 


-Nothing. 

-Stop joke! I get mad you! 

Mad at you. 

-0Oh God...I could tell you. If I. If. 

~YeSSSSSSSSSSSSS. 

-How. How my people look you people. Stop silly! Jesus! 


-Your problems are solved. One quarter. One jackpot! 


-Money! 


-Yours. I'm pouring it on you like milk. 


-Stop! 


@! 


-Why? I'm enjoying it. 
-No! Goddamn! 


~Why 


-I am whore I am whore I am whore I am whore. Jesus Christ! 


~You don't have to say that. I don't care... 

-I cry now I cry today I cry all time. I can't tell you 
language words. 

-Try to calm down. Everybody's looking. 


-0 Jesus I am whore. 


Oh he was a lonely soldier boy 


in the den of Hong Kong Lil 


And then funny words and her room-bursting laugh. 
WORLDSERTESMILKMANNOTREDAMEHMMMMMMTODAY . 
I'M COLD. WHAT DID THE NOTE SAY? 

SAY SAY SAY SAY says the echo to now. 
WHAT THEY ALL SAY: FORGET IT! 

BUY HER HAT. TWELVE FUCKIN DOLLARS. 
FORGET IT. 

TWELVE FUCKIN DOLLARS. IN MALLEY'S. 
ALLS YOU GOT LEFT IS GOOD TASTE. 
I'M...DIE. 

WHAT YOU WAITING FOR? 


WANT HER...SAY SORRY. 


LIFES ASSHOLE JOKE, SPUD. BITE ON YOUR BLOOD WHILES IT CHOKES. 


I..-CAN'T IT'S... 
COMIN OUT BLACK. GET RID OF THE CIGARETTE. 
Flip flop red arc. 
SMOKIN AND CHOKIN! POOR DARLIN SPUD. WHO MADE THE WORLD? 
GOD DID. THEY TOLD ME. I'M COLD. 
ASK GOD FOR CLOTHES NOT MRS MOLUMPHY. 
sia HAPPEN TO THE KID? OH THE DARK DARK DARK. 
ee LONG ENOUGH. 
I'M COLD. 
IT WAS A TWELVE DOLLAR HAT, GOD. 
FUCK YOU THE HAT AND GOD AND THIS LITTLE SISSY. LET LIFE SQUEEZE! 
Mrs. Molumptyin rust and salt and fkppy breasts POPS up! 
Up in that dead light while my father sobs and I shake with cold. 
I know her now. 
Choral heart X. As I know the whore with the lapful of silver. 
I know my father in his coffin, myself on a sounding ship. It's 
always too late when you know. It doesn't depend. 
What depends is that kitchen and our staying there then for 
Honey. She's a knife making her own light. 
HEY! WHERE'S THE BODY? EVER HEAR OF EDISON? 
LET THERE BE LIGHT. It's your father hanging from the chain of 
the drifting globe, the light stinging out. 
WHERE'S THERE'S LIFE THERE'S HOPE HEY? 
THERE'S ALWAYS HOPE IN HIM WHEN A SKIRT CREEPS AROUND. 
I DON'T THINK I LIKE THAT MRS MOLUMPHY. 
YOU DON'T HAVE TO LIKE SHIT. YOU'RE A FUCKIN BABYSITTER. 


I DON'T HAVE TO LISTEN TO THAT KIND OF LANGUAGE. 


GIRLS GIRLS GIRLS. He waves his arms in that smoky kitchen, each 
black pane in the window like a movie. 

DON'T YOU WORRY SPUD. WE UNDERSTAND EACH OTHER. 

HI TARZAN. 

HI HONEY. 

WHY DO YOU CALL ME HONEY? AM I YOUR GIRLFRIEND? 

CAUSE IT'S YOUR NAME. 

WHY DO YOU CALL ME HONEY? I'M NOT YOUR GIRLFRIEND. 

CAUZ IT'S YOUR NAME. 


WHY WHY WHY WHY WHY WHY I DON'T KNOW. 


Mrs. Molumplty puhes him out the door. DROPPING ROUND TO LEARY'S. 


CHECK! I'LL PUT MY BOYFRIEND TO BED...BITCH. 

I'M NOT YOUR BOYFRIEND. OUCH. The scratchy flannel of ‘ij tamea 
THAT'S A NICE LITTLE PECKER YOU GOT THERE. HURRY UP AND GROW UP. 

IT'S MY PEE PEE. 

TAKE. IT TO BED WITH YOU OR I'LL CUT IT OFF! The hole of the shirt 


with the sliding yellow light. My shnider is gingerale. The freezing 


‘linoleum as you run from her. 


In your room she drifts above, punches the covers under your chin. 
I'M ALWAYS JUST KIDDING. SAY GOODNIGHT. Ash headlights swish up the wall 
and bed across the ceiling to disappear after a singing car. GOODNIGHT 
HONEY. WHY DO YOU CALL ME HONEY AM I YOUR GIRLFRIEND? YOU STAY IN 
HERE ALL NIGHT UNERSTAND? She's not your girlfriend. She is no one 
and there is no one 


in the liquid ringing dark the orarge ball covers the ceiling 


and throbs that Notre Dame beat Anny . They did. 


2” 


- Woody click of the ice box opening and you hold your waked breath to 
bursting cause the ice box is the ice man. You put the card in the window, 
one way for a quarter cake another for a half. YOUR MOTHER HAD HER OWN 
SIGNALS. YOU SAID THE MILKMAN! 

ICE MAN BROKE HER IN. 

IT'S MRS MOLUMPHY'S WAY OF HAVING FUN. YOUR MOTHER LEFT BY HERSELF. 
VISITING. DON'T MAKE NO DIFFERENCE. BACK TOMORROW. , 

The color was leaving his hair. 

Womph closed the outside door and you fling the orange ball 
against the dark. Throbs in a shiny black liquid. THEY BEAT ARMY. 

I DON'T CARE THEY COME IN. THEY CHIP? HOW MUCH YOU GET? 

CASE. BLUE RIBBON. 

WON'T TAKE MUCH THOSE ASSHOLES. CMON UP! 

Their climbing steps vibrating the orange ball, the house. 
SH! Crinkling crisp bags giggles SH! SH! 

Voicelaughs. DAMN YOU! SH! WAKE THE BABY! BEEN THROUGH ENOUGH 
SHIT FOR THIS PARTY. 

Clicksteps. 

Rattlecan and. crispbag thump. 

The yellow crack under my door is crossed with shadows. I hold my 


breath. I am one thundering pulse. 


~You liketa shake to death. 
-They're...shootin at me. 
-No fuckin taste you jump in a hole with a nigger. 


~You nigger too. Just don't know it. 


@- 
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“Yeah. Well. Why don't you go...help 
out the pode! 

-I should man. Theys yellow niggers. 
“We're all niggers there's no war, right? 
-Gotta be war. I goat aedosgeeusiyen all 
right? They liketa drop that mortar shell 
on my black cock. 

»--No wisecrack for aaee 
~-Too scared. 

-Forget it! You gonna die. 

-I'll get out. You'll... 

-Uh uh. We both gotta die cause there's a big white fat 
boy humpin some broad by his pool whiles his wife's 
inside fuckin broilin three-fuckin-inch high steak. 

-I'll settle for the steak. 

-You don't know nothin white nigger! You gonna die 

for one hump, me for another. And his fuckin ass 

is heavin up right now. Gonna be you or me? 

-Be my guest. 

-Thanks. I'm gonna run out there and let my China Nigger 
buddies shoot me into an asshole. Now let go! You play 
tackle? That big white fat humpin boy give you a 
seaaeutise Just suck his cock the once. Hell you're 
doin that here/ | 


-You're crazy! 


~My head is! Now let me go. 


ee 


-No fuckin way! 
-You can't hold me all night or how many days 
we stay here. Cause we gotta stay here. 
-I can hold you now. | 
“Make a deal. My those Chinesekoreans is loud. 
You say you love me I won't run out. 
-I'm no queer. 
-That's the here and now wrong word Baby. Nothin 
hoh-mo-sexy y'all. 
‘re 
-You/so fuckin crazy. 
-Crazy is truth. 
-Forget it. 
-Just say the words. 
-No. 
-Please say them man. It's my life! 
-C'mon now. 
-No I won't. Only place i'm goin is up and out into 
that firestorm. That rich boy gotta get his fuck 
and it's you and me he's fuckin. 
-You're all mixed up. 
-You can be stupid all your life but you gotta say 
you love me. 
-No. 
-Just the words. Then I don't try diddleyfuck. 
-The words don't mean diddleyfuck. . 


-No words do man. 


-Then fuck it I love you. 


ac 


un 


aw 


Flowers. Yellow light explodes the doorway. Flowers. 
I'M GERRY ,AND I'M A GOOD HUGGER. MHHHHHHH! Flowers. 

GODDANN YOUR SWEET LITTLE ASS GERRY! DON'T WAKE UP THE FUCKIN BABY! 
HE'S LAUGHING HE'S MY GIGGLE FACTORY. AREN'T YOU MY GIGGLE FACTORY? 
Flowers and her just touching Pincene and your cool liquid laughing. 

The freezing soaring delight of it all in the long-ago bedroom. 
TICKLE TICKLE I WANT A KISS. 
MY PEE PEE DOES PISS. 
YOU ARE BAD! I'M TAKING MY KISSES BACK. 
HE GETS IT FROM THE SHREW. 
I FORGIVE YOU. NOW I'LL GIVE ALL THE KISSES BACK TO YOU AGAIN. 

ARE YOU MY MOMMY? 

I WILL HOLD YOUR LITTLE BROKEN HEART! TI WILL HUG IT FOREVER! 
CUT THE SHIT AND LEAVE HIM ALONE GERRY! 

CAN YOU MAKE FUDGE? 

I'LL MAKE FUDGE AT OUR PARTY. 

MY MOMMY...I THINK...WHEN I WAS A BABY... 

I'LL MAKE FUDGE JUST LIKE THAT. Flowers. She bitesthe end of 
my nose. YOU STAY HERE AND IN JUST A LITTLE WHILE... 

CAN I COME TO THE PARTY? I'LL BE GOOD. 

Honey stretches the yellow doorway with her yellow. Her voice 
is a truck. NO! NOW BACK TO SLEEP! 

WHILE 

OH LET HIM COME FOR A LITTLE , HONEY. (WHY DO THEY CALL HER THAT?) 
PLEASE. Flowers. 

She leavesthe light and it hits me. I DON'T GIVE A SHIT. 
BUT DON'T TELL QUEENIE. SHE'S OUT FOR MY BLOOD. 


WHY? Flowers. 
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s F : 
CAUE I'M GONNA SCREW HER OLD MAN. WANNA FEEL DEAD MAN'S COCK. 


YOURE NAUGHTY ! 

SOMETHING LIKE THAT. 

I HEAR MY FAVORITE WORD? Like the Philco up loudest. 

OPEN THE BEER MAC. ASK STRETCH TO HELP YOU IF HE AINT TOO STUPID. 

YOUR WISH IS MY DEMAND. 

Gerry's pillow hand as you walk into the light with her. Blue 
staring down at you under the sliding globe of the kitchen light. 


Big and black-edged Mac. HOW THE LADIES HOLD ONTA THEIR PANTS WITH 


' HIM AROUND? Gerry jerks her hand away she's all red. 


I'M HOLDIN ON TO MINE MAC! 

WHAT ODDS YOU GIVE ME? 

Stretch's pushing chinnose, the globe on his head. Pouring brown. 
Foam running up a tilted glass. I'LL TAKE ANY ODDS. 

THEY'RE EIGHT TO ONE WITH ME AND HONEY. ONE INCH NOW AND EIGHT LATER. 

DELIVER ON THAT AND YOU CAN FUCK THE NEIGHBORHOOD. 

HONEY! Flowers. MUST YOU BE SO COARSE? 

YEAH. 

Brown coming way down from Stretch. TAKE A BEER SHORTSTOP. 
Smooth pocked foam jumping tingles. HEY JUST A LITTLE! 
After the quick burn flooding gulp intwisting bitter wince. 
Circling faces each bigger than the room. 

STRETCH! HE'S A CHILD! 

I DIDN*T KNOW HE WAS GONNA SWALLOW THE ... 

GIVE ME A WEEK I'LL MAKE HIM A MAN. 

WHAT A FACE'S HE'S MAKING. IS HE ALL RIGHT? 


WHAT A FACE FACE FACE CIRCLING FACES. 
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Purple hairy Mac he rides on boats. Honey she's not your girlfriend, 
Gerry has no face now. She is flowers. Stretch is everything squinched. 
Downspinning : 

rim of faces big 

big teeth. 

HE'S GOIN OUT @IT! Mac's bomb voice. 

HE SHALL RETURN. Shrieklaughs. 

Garbled whirl of the radio's dial. Floor tin as they dance. 

WE SHOULD AT LEAST PUT HIM BACK TO BED. ONLY MY HAND GOES INTO 
MY BLOUSE STRETCH. 

MAKE HIM WRITE IT A THOUSAND TIMES TEACHER. 

YOU COULDN'T WRITE IF ONCE MAC. 

THERE'S ONLY WHITE LEAD IN MY PENCIL. 

Why did they call her Honey? 

TELL HIM THE SAME THING FOR ME GERRY. 

DEFEND YOURSELFS AT ALL TIMES. RIGHT STRETCH? 

IF I DON'T BREAK MY CHERRY I'LL BE A FAIRY! 

TUNE IN NEXT WEEK. 

HER BODY'S A TEMPLE. 

WHAT'S YOURS? 

KEEP IT UP AND YOU'LL NEVER -FIND OUT MAC. 

I'M KEEPING IT UP TO FIND OUT. 

PLEASE YOU THREE THE BABY'S HEARING ALL THIS IF HE'S NOT ASLEEP. 

ME AND HONEY'LL GO IN GET HIS ROOM READY FOR HIM. RIGHT BABY? 

THAT'S ALL WE'LL DO. 

BUT OF COURSE. I'LL SHOW YOU THE HOSPITAL TUCK. 


MISPRONOUNCED A WORD THERE. 


Dm 
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YOU ARE POSITIVELY NAUGHTY STRETCH. NOW YOU JUST STOP IT. 
WHAT? 

YOUR TALKING AND YOUR EXPLORING. 

YOURE SAVIN IT FOR YOUR HUSBAND RIGHT? 

UM HMMMMMMMMMMMM. Flowers. 

HE'D THANK ME FOR BREAKIN YOU IN. 


NO THANKS. Flowers. 


SHIT SHORTSTOP SHIT SHIT SHIT! 

Can you make fudge? 

HE'S GETTIN WHAT HE WANTS IN THERE. 

Notre Dame beat Army. 

YOU JUST BE A PRIEST OR SOMETHING. NOTRE DAME BEAT ARMY SO 
EVERYTHING'S POSSIBLE. HAVE SOME MORE BEER BUT SLOWER. 

Clickfuzz slopping eruption way up over me like mountains. 
Can comes down big as a chair. BE MY GUEST SHORTSTOP. IT'S YOU 
AND ME. I FINISHED TWELVE SINCE I COME BACK OUT HERE. GERRY'S 
READIN HALF A CASE BOOK AND MAC'S GETTIN HALFCASEFUCK. FUCK FUCK FUCK! 
GETTIN NOTHER BEER. Click of the icebox. 

Fuckin ice man he told the milkman to to to to to take my mother. 

WAY IT GOES. YOU'RE ON THIS EARTH TO GET FUCKED SHORTSTOP. 
IT'S A FUCKIN GODDAMN FUCKIN FIGURE OF FUCKIN GODDAMN SPEECH. 

STRETCH! NOW YOU WATCH YOUR NAUGHTY MOUTH IF YOU'RE TALKING 
TO THAT CHILD. 

He squinchface sways,the globe on his head, pullchain across 


his pulsing nose. PEEPEEPEEPEE. WARM LUKEWARM FUCKIN PEE PEE AND 


SHE CALLS HERESELF A WOMAN. I COULD SCREW A SNAKE AND I GET HER. 
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She can make fudge. 
NO SHIT? 
Honey aint my girlfriend. 
TOO BAD. 
WELL WELL WELL WELL OUR YOUNG FRIEND RETURNS TO THE LIVIN. 
WE WAS LONGER THAN WE EXPECTED GETTIN THAT HOSPITAL TUCK JUST RIGHT. 
WHERE'S GERRY? I'LL. TEACH IT TO HER. 
NOBODY CAN LEARN LES THEY WANT TO. 
HONEY YOU'RE ONE FUCKIN WISE WOMAN. AH GERRY! COME INTO OUR 
KITCHEN DISCUSSION. WE'RE TALKIN ABOUT PHILOSOPHY. 
¢ AND I WAS READING ABOUT ELEANOR ROOSEVELT. SHE'S A WONDERFUL WOMAN.. 


Flowers. 

WE CAN ROCK LIKE THIS AND PRETEND THAT THIS BED'S A SHIP. 
monn00000 THAT'S THE MOTOR. THEN WE'LL HAVE FUDGE . WHEN WE GET 
TO WHERE WE'RE GOING. IT'S A PLACE SO WONDERFUL IT DOESN'T EVEN HAVE 
A NAME. 

I can't go cause my mother's comin back tomorrow. 

IF I COULD JUST HUG YOU FOREVER. 

~¥Y6u didn't make fudge! 

PLEASE DON'T CRY. I'LL COME BY MYSELF AND MAKE FUDGE. THEY'RE 
PIGS OUT THERE AND STRETCH IS A SNORING DRUNKEN PIG. HONESTLY! 


WHAT A DATE! 


» To 


The light slams in and Molumphy stops it all. OUT! 


WE WERE JUST! 


al 
AND YOU'RE JUST.ANOTHER KIND OF WHORE IS WHAT YOU ARE. 
AND JUST CRY ALL YOU WANT. WE'VE HEARD IT ALL AROUND HERE. 
AND WE DON'T WANT ANOTHER ONE LIKE HIS MOTHER! SO CRY ALL YOU 
WANT! I SMELL BEER. I SMELL BEER ON THIS CHILD. 
DON'T HIT ME! We're rolling around beer and flowers and then 
Mac throws us all off the bed. 
JESUS H.CHRIST WAIT A MINUTE. 
Then Mac's in the middle and then we're. in the kitchen with 
the light stinging and singing. Honey kisses Daddy. 
GET AWAY FROM HIM MANSTEALER. 
YOU GOT A FILTHY MOUTH MRS MOLUMPHY! 
€ WE'LL SEE ABOUT IT. 


AND A FILTHY BRAIN. 
CAUSE YOU'RE IN IT AND YOUR TRICKS. And Mac is laughing laughing 
laughing as they circle each other and Gerry sobs and Stretch tries 


to get up as they step over and on him and my father collapses into 


the morris chair GIVER HAT EVERYTHING. And Mac says THESE TWO'D 
RIP THE PAINT FROM THE WALLS. IT'S BEAUTIFUL. 
I THREW ONE WHORE OUT OF HERE YOU'RE JUST ANOTHER. Gerry tries 
to hug me and I kick her. 
EVERY DOG SMELLS HER OWN. 
YOU'RE A CRAB LIVIN IN THE HATR OF AN ASSHOLE. THAT'S ALL YOU ARE 
‘TO ME HONEY. 
I'M GONNA CLOSE THAT GARBAGEMOUTH! 
I LOVE THE BOTH OF YOU SOS I'M REFEREE . IT'S NOTRE DAME AND ARMY, 


TWO MEAN GIANTS. 


Their wary quartercircles spread palms nail pointed. Honey stiff; 
Molumphy waving for furious jelly balance, trembling red hair fuzzed 
with gray. Both electric-furred and feather preened with rolling 
gloss eyes as they move back and forth in their grooves. 

OH THIS IS FINE. LOVELY! LOVELY! 

Honey feints a lunge her shadow running wildly under the 
yellow bowl. Like smoke. The chrome bumper of the stove 
smearing them both together 

as Molumphy thrashes the air to keep from falling. 

IT COST TWELVE DOLLARS IN MALLEYS. SHE...LEAVES WITH IT NEXT DAY. 

NOW WATCH HER MOTHER! SHE'S A TIGER! MAY BE OVER YOUR HEAD. 

I'LL TEAR HER HAIR TO THE DIRTY ROOTS. Gerry is sobbing. 

Molumphy careens over the passed-out Stretch. LOOK OUT! 
OOOOPS! 

Honey butts her whoooosh in the stomach and Molomphy sinks 
through the heaving air in gasps, her shadow a growing circle as 
she falls and Honey smirkingly turning away but Molumphy lashes out 
the heel of her hand to rip across Honey twisting neck. Molumphy 
-hits the floor like a huge plopped rag doll and Honey is purple and 
choking. 

BOY OH BOY WHAT A COUPLE. DOUBLE ONE PUCH KNOCKDOWN. 

Honey throws up. My father bent like a question mark holds 
the washpan. 

FUCKIN 
Mac toasts everybody: THING OF BEAUTY! 


Beer foaming over his hand soaking purple hair. 


Molumphy laughs, spread on the floor, laughs and kicks Stretch 
to make him laugh. 
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Their close green airless room as she rolled—roar of the spring— 
over. WELL BABY YOU GOT A BIG HEAD? 

Can we go somewhere nice? Ona plane. Rammmmmmmmmn. 

NO! The word is the pain in your cheek, her hand withdrawing. 
You cry staring at the pinpoints in the green shade back of her. 
NO NO NO NO NO NO. 

HONEY! HONEY'S WHAT YOU'LL MEET IN THIS WORLD! THEY EAT BABIES 
LIKE YOU. AND YOUR FATHER. 

The puppythump of the tug brings up the light around me. 
Paleblond greenblond sea light past sunrise superimposes on 
that tightgreen airless bedroom but the one of clicking spoons and 
phlehm and chocking. His body grinding him out in the yellow light 
pinpricking through the green shades. He died when I was missing 
in action, myself and the black guy holding each other up for five 
days till they found us. Her letter caught me in the hospital in Tokyo. 


If you get this I planted your father 
and Im gettin lost. I got my own life. 


I see him in his coffin. Not stuffed primpink among bloated silk 
diamonds but playingeard thin into the writhing fold of two broils 
of dough, blotches ofwater bubbling and silently, phosphorently, 
breaking into the slimy white. And the eagles, Molumphy, Honey, Mac— 
bloodfaced and downstaring. Brooding over his strange coffin long after 
he sinks away. I am my father watching them above him. I am an eagle. 
I am nigger. I am whore. I am male and female. I am Christ. 


Come to absorb the world. 


Frank B. Ford 

Greene Street Artists 

5225 Greene Street 

Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 

phone (215) 848-7385; email vegt@netaxs.com 


Taking Him At His Word 


What's that book in his pocket? Jinko Bronk asked assistant 
coach Kennedy Herbert, beside him on the bench. He was told it 
was The Stranger. 

Well that's a good one 'cause in twenty seven years coaching 
baseball here he's the strangest yet. Says nothing and then when 
he does it's something awful fresh. Hey I can still cut a few of 
these egghead splinter-asses from this squad, especially among 
the freshman, but I guess they don't know that. Or care. 

Kennedy Herbert said he thought they all cared, his tone 
indicating that the sloppy play they had witnessed since this 
game began, that very instant being exemplified by Lucas Hoover's 
actually striking out on a ball barely in the county, was somehow 


aberrational. 


Oh God will you look at that! And why was he late today? 
this book reader down there at the end of the bench! Game starts 
with the first inning. That's why they call it the first inning. 

He told him that Lorton Lanker, the player under discussion, 
had to finish a lab experiment in Physics. 

Physics hey? I got A's in Physics. It's all about force 
and that sonabitch got none! Kennedy Herbert shrugged tardily, 
for Coach Bronk stared at him until he did. Too much emphasis on 
the brain here. What kind of college is this? I mean...well I 
know that sounds bad, but, well you know what I mean. Anyways, 
smart ones always think too much. Give me tough kid from inner 
city school and about a seven word vocabulary! 

In response, Kennedy Herbert nodded towards the huge batter. 

That Polack? He hits them further backwards than forwards. 
Indeed the ball had the next second gone forward, but foul, at an 
toweringly high, slicing angle, lifted even more by a hot gust 
towards a tangled mix of weeds and vines comprising a meadow half 
overlooking Ackeny Field, and half diving precipitously down to 
scruffy woods below its level. 

In that lower portion under Sparse-leaved generic trees and 
swathed in yellowgreen light, Kit Spurgeon, a board on her lap, 


paints emerging weeds. Her motions jerk and blur that light. 


Intuitively knowing that action itself cannot detour restless 
truth, she somehow snaps a fragile brush and cuts her palm 
slightly. 

On the field the huge batter finally pops up weakly to the 
catcher. Coach Bronk's team, in what resemble old softball 
uniforms, takes the field, their rag-tag assorted shapes passing 
through the other team, resplendent and large in creamy 
pinstripes, coming in to bat. 

Yes sir! I do realize you hardly just got here but the 
other freshmen have done some duty already, so perhaps you 
could help your teammates out and go scout up that last foul 
ball? Since they're stuck with the inconvenience of playing the 
game out there I mean. 

As a result of Jinko Bronk's request, Lorton Lanker finds 
himself browsing the meadow up the tangled hill from 
Kit Spurgeon, who is staring at her scratched hand in half- 
marine light: "Even that!" she remonstrates. "Why not at least 
cut a good one? You couldn't make me cry no matter what! Not 
anymore." 

Lorton Lanker feels the wind ballooning his thin shirt. 
Coach's Further! shoots at him as he reaches the downward plunge 
of the meadow into the woods. Further!--he isn't sure whether 
Coach roars it again or if it's an unsettling echo as he 


shortlegs down the hill. 


Seeing Kit, he's uncomfortable being caught in servile task, 
and in a flapping uniform three sizes too big. She takes him for 
symbol, a thing called student-athlete, it knowing computers and 
ground balls and, appropriately enough, sporting islands of acne 
scars. Isn't it ugly? she thinks. Riotously so! 

For his ensuing part, "Little Miss Artsy Fartsy in the 
windblowy woods oh my!" he mutters under his breath, relatively 
graceful in his descent until the last vines enwrap his ankles, 
he and his Adams Apple hung there for her comment--which she is 
timing, he acutely knows. 

"Ball! You see a...?" he blurts to sidetrack her while 
catapulting out from the vines. 

She looks down to the small dot of blood on her hand, a 
glacial smile welling, then up to him, her face a perverse yellow 
flower. "Oh?" A single bird sings monotonously, some few leaves 
flutter, a spectator whistles in the small crowd watching the 
game, and cars buzz along a distant highway. "And. Pray tell! 
What would you be?" she smiles malignantly, "The Designated 


Fetcher?" 


NO! I'M THE 
Could have made a ball in this time! 
DES- 
Noodles Reber has fallen and crawls on his hands and knees 


back to first base. You see that! So he fell? Look how he, 


whatchacallit, persevered, the rest of you guys! Hey you give up 
you're out! Like life! You ask Kennedy...when he played here! 
IGNATED FU-- 

Where'd he go for that foul ball? 

Three brushes fly up against the dappled light, their 
ferrules blinking a brassy semaphore, and the air appropriates a 
force somehow, rowing up hill and through weedy meadow towards 
the glittering ballpark, riffling the backs of the uniforms of 
players standing in the outfield, whirling napkins and gum 
wrappers around the infield, and eventually blowing dirt into the 
eyes of Kennedy Herbert and Jinko Bronk. 

Goddamn! This fuckin Saudi Arabia or something? Anyways, 
cut him if he gets back. He's off the squad! Couldn't find his 


ass with both hands. 


Frank B. Ford 

GREENE STREET ARTISTS' BUILDING 

5225 Greene Street 

Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 

tel. (215)848-7385; email vegt@netaxs.com 


Executive Decision 


a The one they call Jinky, from Accounting? He okayed his 
early retirement package. 


b That's...good? 


a Very. I never found out what he did in Accounting. 
b I saw him once. He took stuff out of his incoming tray and 
put it somebody else's. Roscoe was department head then, 


and he said he didn't care what Jinky did because he, uh, 
Jinky, was temporary, on loan from Engineering. 


a Engineering thought he was transferred to Accounting. 
Like, permanently. 


b Holy God! 


a Yeah, holy God. Shareholders'd love this story. Not to put 
too fine a point on it: He did absolutely nothing for 
eighteen years. Hey, you can do nothing for the executive 
branch in Washington but that's expected by any realist. 
Besides, you're out in eight years, max. He got raises. 


b Could be piece on Sixty Minutes. 


a If it is, you and I are gone, and without a pension! 
Loose Lips Sink Schleps. 


b Holy God! 


a I'm not worried. They got bigger fish to fry. I'm worried 
about this place and its diminutive meddlers and gossips. 
I'm worried, always worried, about knives circling in 
the air. 


It'll be forgotten. Jinky will. 


I don't want it that way...exactly. Who gets Elizabeth 
Marriner Skelton Award at Retirement Dinner? 


Bob Ingram, ran the industry-wide conferences for forty 
years and was state capital liaison and a complete 
workalcoholic. He bleeds company colors. Wife threw him 
out once and he slept in a janitor's closet in Engineering 
‘cause a senate committee was coming through. 

Anxious to get their face in the trough at Leonardo's? 


Hofbrau Haus actually. Pork, sauerkraut und beer! 
Lots of farting and singing. 


How sweet. Bob Ingram's career and our collective life. 
Scrub his name out. Jinky gets the honor. 


Man! Isn't that cynical even for us? 
I got my reasons. Call ‘em what you will. 
There must be a lesson in all of this. 


Who cares? 


Frank B. Ford 


GREENE STREET ARTISTS' BUILDING 
5225 Greene Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 
(215) 848-7385 


The Cardboard Dummy 


With the departure of the bus--now blooming in yellow-orange 
fluorescence sliding through the Camp Earnshaw archway--Aunt 
Violeta rotated to face Uncle Dan, her red hair supporting a sky 
the colors of a vibrant bruise. "Now," she whispered, "I dance 
for you!" He gazed down to see brownish water rippling over his 
K-Mart tennis shoes. "And after?" she winked, the blowing red 
hair taking on a livid drama which sickened him. 

"Please, uh, Violet, Violeta I mean, something I did 
evidently led you to believe...but I was drunk." The wind flung 
them closer together. 

"Be man! You married vuss." Her last word blew stray hairs 
under his JOHN DEERE cap. 

"Don't remind me. Besides, a flood is coming, is here 
actually. Won't amount to much I'm sure. Weather blab on the 


radio. Bullshit everywhere. And his eyes turned up as if to 


the point of the cone radiating down from the visor of his cap, 
their whites assuming an unearthly green glow. The air sucked 
out between Dan and Violeta and they were suddenly touching 
again, the ground flushing beneath their feet. 

"Then! After dance we make the love slow for the--how you 
say?-~adventure!" She danced, circling away in muddy splashes. 
"I flood! Me!"--her hair fanned upwards by the moaning wind. 
Finally, she stopped. "This wet no good. We go pavilion." 

And she half dragged him there over his "But they expect 
more water through here and I tend to more believe than 
disbelieve them. Drowning proves nothing! Death now'd be more 
irony than I desire," he ultimately panted. 

"Listen him! Big man, big man!" By this time they were 
bumping up the stairs of the pavilion. 

"Macho died in me, Violeta dear. Makes no appeal anymore. 
One of the things I sort of periodically allowed to ruin my 
life.” 

"Hah! Listen! I bring back at you the life." She shoved 
him atop a picnic table and danced off over the creaking boards 
screaming "I am flood! Flood!" 

"And I took this job for my nerves," he whispered. "Help 
them with the bookkeeping. And then all these weird snotnoses 
coming out of my ears! Their Uncle Dan!" 


"Flood!" she went on, leaping and grabbing herself, plun- 


colored skirt and shawl disappearing into the purplish-brown 
light while she minced and spun, only a pulsing head and feet. 
"Is bad, all time thinking," she admonished, and at that point 
the purple-red glow of her lips detached itself from her mouth 
and seemed to move round her face--to his eyes like bad color 
television. At what he hoped was the dance's furious 
climax--rain had started plummeting down and waves lapped under 
the pavilion--she suddenly leaped onto the table and onto him, 
wrestling him around to the top. "Now!" 


"Oh all right," he sighed, "I'm ass enough to like the 


insane danger too!...and it's been a while. Hey, what else can I 


lose?--it's all gone anyway. But quickly! Or we'll be 
swimming." 

"Never with hat," she scolded but just as she began lifting 
it from his head, the wind took it with a womph. 
"So goes my only good ole boy emblem." 
"Fooey on all that shit," Violeta hissed. 

"Yeah, right." 


"Right here place for man!" 


"Uh uh. For two silly kids more like. Screwing away life." 


"No talk. No more." A resonance whorled down from the dome 


of the pavilion and the rain curtained them off. 
When she insisted on an encore--breathing down on him 


now--and he refused, she flung herself away with such force she 


landed face down on the railing...which she held an instant, but 
then slipped off as Dan scrabbled after her. When he got to the 
railing she was being sped away by the muddy water, face down, 
her shawl billowing up irridescently. "Vi!" he yelled. 

"So fast!" 

"Holy shit! She's gone! oh my God!"--as he ran frog-legged 
down the stairs, zipping his fly. 

Eventually finding swimming to be faster than wading against 
the brown rush, it took him five minutes to reach his Dodge Dart 
under the swingsets on higher ground. "I'll I'll I'll parallel 
her on the high road," he explained as if to some judicious 
person, "and see a chance, fish her out!" The dark wind blew a 
newspaper into his face. 

By now the water had risen until it was moving the Dart 
slightly, and each time Dan tried to catch hold of the handle, 
the car would perversely swing towards him, squeezing his hand 
with its whole weight. He and the Dart z'd this way down into 
the deeper water, and when he finally got his thumb on the 
button firmly enough to open the door, the vehicle rushed away 
too fast for him to climb inside. He managed to let go and it 
crashed through the lattice work under the pavilion, bouncing off 
the few timbers still upright. The car, a sort of washed-out 
blue, was then spun out from there and carried along the muddy 


swells like a petal. 


He swam back to the swingset, the only thing to hold onto, 
the water there past chest high. Thinking to climb on top of it, 
he hadn't the strength to draw himself up from the brown suck. 

In the roar and spray he sang "Let go idiot!" as his fingers kept 
slipping. “Why not?" 

The pavilion floated majestically by, then whitely shattered 


as if by some internal explosion. "Jesus!" Dan exhaled, the wash 


momentarily swamping him. He spat out water and mud. "I deserve 
to die I swear to Christ! C-c-coy adventures of the middle-aged 
lover boy! Let him pay for never knowing what to do. Let him 
pay! And for her lovely, open, giving life, so so much better 
than mine. Guts for one thing!" he was yelling just as nee 
fingers were ripped free and he was hurled down what seemed a 
long slippery-sided cavern emitting one incredibly elongated 
roar. 

He woke to a banging sound, and it wasn't until many minutes 
passed that he realized his head was repeatedly thumping the 
gunwale of a partially submerged canoe. He sprawled over the 
canoe and onto a concrete pillar just below the surface of the 
water, what was left of a pier. There he choked up what he 
could. When it was possible to stand up in the wind and lashing 
rain he discovered that his face was sticky with blood and blood 
swam in his eyes. When he could focus he saw the old brick 


building, a red exit door hanging by a hinge; beyond, a dark 


stair-way. He clambered off the pillar and again was waist 
deep, but able to wade the short distance to the building which 
he knew in his half-clearing mind as the Christian Brothers' High 
School, the same Brothers of Saint Crispus who rented their 
former summer quarters to his Camp Earnshaw, a few hundred yards 
upstream. As he pushed into the urine-smelling hallway he could 
see that the metal stairway had ripped away from its top 
moorings, and it snaked and shrieked all down its length, the 
loose bolts rattling in their holes, almost singing. 

Dan found a blue metal door to his left and forced it open 
to reveal a classroom, student desks whirling in the black water, 
maps slashing and flapping around the walls. The plaster of one 
wall had fallen away, showing ancient-looking brick anda 
whipping cable, its metal cover unravelling. The cable led to a 
huge hole high up and Dan grabbed onto it and started rapelling 
up, his bare feet striking clots of plaster and yielding bricks. 

He finally reached a sort of ledge and bellied up on it, 
then crawled away on his hands and knees just before that 
section of floor plunged into the whirlpool below. 

He began to try to walk the tile-walled hallway but as the 
flood and the wind screamed outside, the whole building twisted, 
bricks audibly grinding. Staggering, he screamed along with the 
horror, yet, somehow liking the way he could still hear his own 


voice. The next second he was slammed into the wall. 


When he came to he was saying, as if to Violeta, “Woman your 
age...wear bra."--his words a fine spray of blood. He had flung 
out an arm to let it drop onto the floor so that he could push up 
again 

..-but it's halted by a sodden shirt. A man, smaller but 
about his age, sits beside Dan, the diagonal gash across his 
forehead so deep it seems to hold grains of mica. 

After a moment Dan shakes the cold hand. "How you 
making it? Didn't catch the name." The building rocks 
extraordinarily and the man's crewcut head slides forward to rest 
on his little belly, the scalp bone-white. He resembles somebody 
who has just fallen asleep at a picnic, as if Dan might soon 
detect his snores under the fearful moan outside. 

He scrambles up. "I almost envy you that slash, scout. 
That's the end of pain when lights go out that fast. Ah well, 
this building's gonna be heading downstream toute suite and us 
along with it. Tell me," he giggles, "where, where you're at now 
would I get my John Deere cap back? And does everything end 
there? I mean...great lover boy like me gotta start all over?" 
He leans against the heaving wall above the dead man, gazing down 
at that white white scalp. "I...I can't leave you here. 

Too damn lonely. With your permission, where do you belong in 
this piss-smelling citadel of learning? Geography? Wiped out! 


Anyway, why not I get you where you belong? Why not? What the 


fuck's difference?--excuse my French. Your odds gone and mine 
nil." 

And while getting him into a fireman's carry and weaving 
bent-over down the hallway, Dan shouts gleefully. "Quasimodo! 
H-hunchback, you know? What'd you teach here? Know that we'll 
know everything. 

"Hey!" he careens, "tell God I screwed up again but I'll 
give it another shot if his will be done. But I don't want what 
you got, tell him. It comes and you go, right?" Quite dark now, 
and since all the classroom doors have been blown away, bursts of 
wind and rain arrest them in crossfires in the slippery hallway, 
halting them completely for long moments. 

They reach a far door but when Dan muscles it briefly ajar 
to see that the stairway is gone, he drops his burden against it. 
"Shit, Brother so and so, can't you get these brats to stop 
pissing in the stairwells? You think I wanna turn the corner 
into paradise with that up my nose? God but you're boring 
company! Any little response'll do--like my honeymoon. Well, at 
any rate, you're stuck with me too, and here is where we'll ride 
it out. I really do want to find your room and put you there. 

I mean, there's no fuckin dignity in that either, old scout, 
but...I don't know. L-listen to me pant now! Can feel the 
actual patch on my thump-thump heart loosening--should take a 


break. Still, like to get you where you belong. I'm crazy of 


course, crazy as the wind and the flood, crazy as Violeta, this 
woman who loved me, however briefly, and paid the price. Hey, 
uh, you guys can talk about women, right?" Now Dan falls beside 
him, gasping. "Something Brother! I mean see a flood like this 
once a lifetime! Whitecaps out there! Once in life...1li..." 
Dan passes out. 

Remembering two huge doors tiptoeing down the hallway 
towards them, thinking it a dream, waking to find them on the 
floor, almost exactly aligned in a walkway. The flood outside is 
a distant whistling buzz now, echoing in the near blackness of 
the hall. The rain comes in wild bursts. 

Dan, leaning over the other man: "We...need rain for the 
strawberries." Bores his little finger into a quizzical dimple 
on the dead man's cheek. "You look like the type...'d like a 


shaggy dog story, and then you'd laugh right here, tiny little 


laugh staring"--Dan tugs the corner of the clammy mouth. "Christ 
I'm sorry--that slash in your head'd take anybody out." He leans 
against the wall over him, tapping his own chest. "Hey! Dan's 


heart in there! Give it up. What don't you just give out with 
all your scars? Like...old bicycle tube... patches." 

He again assumes his burden. "Hey old scout, my incisive 
mind says follow the yellow door road here to the gym, yes? 
Great place to die--speaking for myself. Dreams--huh! you gained 


weight--of glory!" 


The gym proves to be opposite the point they started from a 
few hours earlier. "Well will you look here? We missed 
this...yesterday? Last week? Minute ago? Time has fun when 
you're having fear. I didn't mean to say that! I'm not smart or 
anything." The gym is bathed in purple light, basketball 
standards hanging cockeyed, nets flapping. The floor has warped 
up and lays in swirls like a surreal xylophone. Dan find a chair 
at courtside and kicks away the surrounding boards. He drops the 
other man into it. "You keep score...okay? 

"L-listen...me. Pant pant pant. Out of shape altogether. 
Middle age in the rattling house of death. How's that sound? 

You like that? Now don't look surprised. I'm reasonably well- 
read. Hey, you're a teacher for sure, dead scout, or I wouldn't 
be doing so much apologizing, hey?" 

"Now you keep score. I tell you that? And get it fuckin 
right! Anyway, you work on that while I follow this blood here. 
Might be yours...might be? We'll have trio." It leads to a bank 
of yellow lockers on their back in the middle of the court. 

He kicks away the overlapping spirals of maple boards to get 
near. The steel bracket which has held them to the wall is 
sheared and jagged and holds thick blood. "Bad luck, old sport," 
Dan shouts back, “this is what opened you like a melon!"--and his 
words echo among the hollow buzzes of moving water and steady 


rain, the building shuddering spasmodically. "Get whacked with 
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something like that, wow! It comes and you go, right? Stagger 
through all the piss smells, die between...what? Biology and 
History, in in in screaming building g-rinding out its mortar 
between bricks. Grinding like plates under earth. You teach 
Geology maybe? Can't get your approval, huh, old stone face?" 

Kicking the lockers: "Boy they really build buildings in the 
old days. What's being undermined down there? Pudding? Rotted 
timbers? Godddamn building dancing and you're...hell of a 
partner. 

"Ever hear of the geology of thieves? That's one too. 
Let me put...other way, uh, what fuckin Holy Name Society thief 
got the contract and put mostly sand in the mortar?" For the 
glory of Christ, correct? I see him genuflecting: Dan sinks to a 
knee into a coil of boards--"portly fifty-two Irish thief for 
Christ. Roll of red fat back of his neck! Hey, it's okay 
Brother, if you are a brother. Good men deal with thieves all 
the time. In your case depend on them...my case too. Let's face 
it...if I could've been one, I wouldn't be here. No offense. 
You know, I never knew you alive but you're not the worst company 
dead." | 

He returns from the lockers with a basketball and a jacket 
with the script PANTHERS, a whistle with a twisted, hand-made 
lanyard of tan rawhide. "Nice workmanship. You do it?" 


He drapes the jacket over the dead man's shoulders--"Don't want 


il 


you to catch cold."--puts the whistle around his neck also. 

And Dan is attempting to dribble the basketball over the 
crazy floor, kicking it twice, finally picking it up and running 
drunkenly, shooting from the rolling foul line. At that precise 
moment the basketball standard and net dips left and floats off 
the wall, leaving jagged holes revealing the swirling blackness 
outside. Dan wheels to face the dead man, rain slashing the back 
of his neck. "Hey! Blow that dead, asshole! I can't play under 
these fuckin rules! You won't, huh?" Running to the basket 
where it lay on the floor, he jams the ball through, all the 
while announcing "And scoring the last basket for the Panthers!" 
Then running to the 'scorekeeper'--"Write that down! Two points! 
I want a record kept. I I I I accomplished something. 

Something! Scored final basket. Dan! Dan did! Everything 
gotta be done one last time, right? Ask Violeta. Pray for her 
dead Brother. And me." A shaft of rain hits his face and he 
licks his lips thoughtfully while walking bowleggedly. "One 
woman found me worthy and it killed her. What was meaningful I 
made meaningless once more. I'm doing it now? Tell me! 
Whatever. I'm just having fun. Making hay while the sun shines! 
Now you would have laughed at that. Guaranteed!" 

He dances a kind of eccentric, tripping tap. "Face full of 
blood now, but wasn't I dandy Dan once? The clothes! Silver 


lighter! Oh my another asshole stage! I love it!" 
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The dead man's head slips onto his chest again, and he 
slumps in the chair. His whistle glows like a corposant, then 
describes an arc as the building shifts. 

"Make up your mind, fuckin building! Stay or go." Soon he 
is setting the body more erect again. "Got you job but no 
identity. Real American. I'll find your place if it kills... 
well never mind that!" And he is kicking boards left and right 
to get back to the yellow lockers, now being bathed in a shower 
of purple and black crystal rain. "Pretty! Some things are 
pretty, dead brother. They don't need you or me, mores the 
pity!" The same rain sifted into the slash on the dead man's 
forehead. 

This time he discovers a shoebox and a cigar box; he brings 
them back. "Whoooo! You hear that wind? I am the wind like 
Violeta was the flood. She's with you--part of nature--and my 
turn's coming. You and I know I won't be cheated." A vertical 
line of bricks collapses from the far wall in seeming slow 
motion. "Firing fuckin bricks at us 'cause I threw up that 
brick! Hey! Have a heart! I'm out of practice." 

Dan punches the dead man's belly. "You haven't gotten one 
fuckin joke yet. That's a basketball one, you know? Hey I think 
I'm stuck with the religion teacher or something!" He finds 
photographs in the shoebox, their blacks a glossy blue, their 


whites darkest cream. Several pictures of the brothers playing 
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softball in shirtsleeves and drinking beer at what he recognized 
as the present Camp Earnshaw. He unrolls a large photo of the 
basketball team, presses it against the dead man's chest. 
"Bingo!" Flanked by the players and next to a very fat brother 
in eccleastical clothes: a neat blue handwriting saying 'Bro. 
Christopher' cuts diagonally across a sweatshirt already 
testifying COACH. 

"Hey that's you! And patron saint of travelers, right? 
Well that's us!" The fat man had signed in a huge scrawl ‘Bro. 
Appetitus (Pius)'. 

"Shit! What's Fatso fuckin do, Chris, lead the fast break? 
Just who is this fat man sucking up most of the picture? 
Everybody...falling into him! Hey, little Brother Christopher, 
You don't need him, Coach!" 

Now Dan grabs the chair which threatens to tip. "No thanks 
necessary. Hey let me ask you, Chris, why oh why doesn't this 
whole fuckin building just go? Teases and teases! Fuckin grim 
reaper should have digital watch by now, not hourglass. Never 
mind--just happy I got you dressed properly, Coach, and in the 
right place. I did one fuckin thing right! 

"Now what's in cigar Box? Old Spanish coins, perchance? 
Will devil let me keep where I'm going?--hah hah! Feminine- 
looking note. Pink paper? Can't tell. Eyes gone. Light gone. 


Everything fuckin gone. Looks like one little ole cigar in its 
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own little box 
chance. If you 
make this note 


Must 


too. I might smoke that fucker if I get the 
don't want it, that is. Now listen, I can just 
out. 


excuse me Chris! Took every last cigar. 


Straight to Palm beach puffing blue clouds 
all the way. But bring you back a box-- 
Promise!!!!!! And better stuff too. From 
Cuban Seed. By the bye, think Bro. Anthony's 


from 


Cuban seed from the look of ‘im. 


(Spiteful'd say he scorned my advances. Pray 


for 


fem. 


They'll need it ‘cause I'm asking old Nick 
to alternately fry and frost their shriveled 
lil balls.) At any rate, owe you more than 
cigars. Bring you back prodigious blonde 


from 


FLA--hurt your meditations but zip up 


your health, yes? Good as hell! (If the 
laity knew the character of our visions!!!!) 


But business! When nuns come you give ‘em 
key 'n vamoose! Shouldn't hang around 
tempting 'em. Fat chance!!!!! Oh well God 
loves his ugly female children as much as 


your 


ever-faithful if a bit chunky and 


licentious (mostly in his dreams!!!) 


~--Pius 


The typewritten note disintegrates in his hands, dropping to 


the crazy floor and leaving the small, rectangular box still in 


his hands. It contains no cigar he discovers: THIS IS A 


CARDBOARD DUMMY. IT IS PLACED IN THIS BOX OF FINE CIGARS TO HELP 


THEM RETAIN THEIR SHAPES. 
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Dan throws the cardboard dummy with all his might, and then 
kicks out Brother Christopher's chair from under him. "Sounds 
like bony side of beef," he sneers after the corpse falls. 

Dan kicks his way to the center of the gym floor, near the 
soaking yellow lockers lying there. "Chris you asshole! Eating 
such shit! And you, Pius, you fatassed faggot! You fat flaming 
AC DC fairy faggot! And you get up and fuckin defend yourself, 
Christopher. You're the disgrace of the Brotherhood! 

"This swish motoring down to Palm Beach in a rented 
Cadillac. Anxious to get one hand in an adolescent boy's pants 
and the other under some pinafore." 

A whole shower of bricks which Dan dodges. "And you , 
Chris, you took his place to greet the ugly nuns! You! The 
perpetual sucker! These schemers! These schemers! They 
bamboozle you only because you're nice! And it's too fuckin late 
for justice! Anywhere! Any fuckin where," he sobs. 

"His gross body ought to be rolling around down there in 
that geography classroom with all the fuckin maps flapping, down 
under that filthy water with his bloated face turning purple and 
black, that pork, that pig! That bloated bisexual glutton!" 

His voice a grating whisper under the humming wind and 
flood. "Let's face it, Chris, you're the cardboard dummy! 

Who else? This is what you get, Brother Christopher. Look 


around. Smell! Day the bricks hit the fan! Get it? Now don't 
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be a cardboard dummy about everything!" 

Suddenly floodlights sweep the gym, picking out vaporous 
monsters of shapes which seem to pulse broadcasting squeaks and 
static. "With the count of one ball, Lennie Dykstra..." 

"They're afraid of him! Shit, Chris, I would've brought a 
six-pack of Rolling Rock. It's the Phillies!" 

"We're leaving the game for the time being to go to 
Stephanie and Carl live at the flood scene!" the bright, huge 
shapes themselves seem to shout. 

"Well fuck Stephanie with Carl's dick!" Dan shouts back. 

"I'm picking up really weird stuff on my phones," comes a 
female voice. 

"Just people dying, honey. Your stock in trade." 

As a resonant baritone voice fills the shattered gym, Dan 
hauls up Brother Christopher, throws him into the chair and 
slicks his hair down with water scooped from the floor. Lights 
bloom through every hole as the voice booms on: "famous old 
highschool landmark!" 

"I think mostly of those great old basketball teams," 
Stephanie slices in. 

"Right, Steph, such as LaVann Henry-Jones, who had a year 
with the Cleveland Cavaliers as Ali Mustapha." 

"Here's the coach you illiterate whores!" 


But then the tinkling sounds of a cat food commercial. 


17 


Morris. 

"This shit and then a cretin lady who tells another cretin 
lady abut suds in the closet left from crummy detergent. Fuck em 
all, Brother Christopher! Decline of the West." 

"Now zoom in close on Steph's hat! You've gotta see this, 
folks. The flood can wait--it's not going anywhere. Well...it 
is, and so is the, uh, tragically fated highschool, but this is 
important too. Now is that a fashion statement or what?" 

"It's a cloche, French for bell." 

"Right on, but wet bell right now, yes? No ding dong." 

"Oh I wouldn't say that, Carl Canterwill." 

The once-blooming lights weaken, lose their haloes, and then 
spin back out of the walls as a weak voice announces: "...flood, 
and now back to the game."--the last of these words echoing in 
utter blackness. 


"Yeah? Well don't kill it." 
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Reprise 


When he was peeling the banana with trademark slowness, the 
lone woman couldn't contain. "I drove almost a hundred miles to 
see you, hoping that you'd be the same, not hardened or cynical 
like everything else, or just an actor. Had to abandon my car 
after a flat and tell the AAA just fix it! Then I walked here on 
the median, over the mufflers and blownout tires and the usual 
filth of beercans and worse." 

She inhaled to admire the makeup, flour white face, huge 
cherry red lips, royal blue blotches on his cheeks. Even the 
slight gray at his temples had been meticulously layered, and 
powdered to match the cheeks. 

In front of him the teachers relented and followed the 
children to Bascom-Robbins for ice cream. Behind him at the 
mall's entrance, three striding teenage girls abruptly shrieked 
at a joke they had carried from the parking lot. One yelled 


above the laughter "Oh yeah? Well I'll tell you one thing I 


think! I don't care what he thinks! And you just see how I...! 


Anyways, if he likes me he should..." 


Now, just the woman and the performer, who finishes 
peeling the banana and carefully eats it while folding the 
skin over and over in his other white glove. This accomplished, 
he stares at her a long moment, eyes glassing. "I AM Skippy 


Diddles!" he finally announces. 


Man 


DJ 


Woman 


DJ 


Woman 


Man 


DJ 


Marko 


Man 


DJ 


Man 


Woman 


Man 


DJ 


I want my daughter to read about everything--if it's any 
of your business. 


That's very liberal for this burg, but but but but 
doesn't the Tootley-Wootley-Town School Board usually 
object? Especially in this case when a minister has more 
than scripture on his mind. Hey? Hey? Hey? One eye on 
heaven, the other on her...well my audience is 
sophisticated. I don't have to spell it out. Right? 
Hey, maybe they're both heaven he's looking at! 


Yeah? So why didn't they slap that A on HIS skinny ass? 
I tell you why. 'cause you can do anything you want to a 
woman in this country, then and now, and get away 

with it. 


It's our Mellana-Deadly-Sweet, a late arrival to our 
remotest broadcast, AND afternoon priestess of Jazz Funk 
for the entire valley! 


And I'll wear that scarlet A right now, and keep it 
on too. And get all the sisters to join too. Is that 
what you want? 


I don't care what you do. I came in here to buy a book, 
not a whatchacallit, media event or something! 


More like "or something" in this bush market! 


Hawthorne worked in the custom house, collecting 

tariffs and the like. Political job one would suppose. 
Melville, in point of fact, served in a parallel fashion. 
Melville wrote Moby Dick--as I'm sure you know. 


Didn't like the movie. 


Neither did he. But I'll leave the reviews to our 
Professor Movie, class critic for the very class 
operation which is WE DG, your leading wedge of music 
AND ART for the entire valley! 


Yeah, well, had to see it in the grave--which aint a bad 
place for some of them. 


That A equals CASH For white males. That's another 
thing! Sir! You must carry around a hell of a load of 
guilt if you ask me! 

Adultery. Part of life, isn't it? Or can be? 


Tolerance! I love it! Tolerance! And his favorite 
sound is rockabilly! Would you believe it, folks out 
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I 


Man 


DJ 


Woman 


DJ 


Man 


there?--surveys say the most sophisticated listeners in 
the entire valley! 


It's nice to hear it sometimes, like far away. My folks 
have a place in the Poconos and there's a retired 
teacher. She plays that stuff down the road. 

Yeah that's what we do: play that stuff down the road. 
We'll be down that road forever! Me with my enforced A! 
And the redder the better! If I could just get you just 
to beGIN to see what you've done! 

I'll second that! 


Just drink your herbal tea and you'll both be fine. 


DJ and Woman He still doesn't get it does he? 


Marko © 


Wife 
Man 
Wife 
Man 
Wife 
Man 
Wife 


Man 


Cash or charge? 


Got it? 

Here, change your life! Some tea for you. Lemon Zinger. 
Well what's it about, the book? 

Some woman gotta wear big A. 

She's gotta big...what? 

Ass, Asshole! 

Well what did I say? 


All my life I just play along! 
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THE APPEARANCE 


"That's coup as in military. As in triumph. Pronounced 
coo. Not coop as in chicken!" Professor Mark peered up from 
his book in mock gravity. Officer Birdsong had been initialing 
the inspection card plucked from behind the fire extinguisher, 
and hadn't been listening to the routine of Professors Cullinan 
and Mark. "Additionally!" Dr. Mark abruptly yelled, "this 
qeene man who so gracefully gracefully accepted at the last 
minute is a notable notable DECONSTRUCTIONIST!" He shook the 
book at the officer. "Do you know what that means?" 

Birdsong blew a week's dust off the card and replaced it next 
to the gummy wall. He turned back slowly to the awaiting pair, 
the small, glint-eyed Mark, the oddly-built Culligan, cadaverous 
from the waist up and a barrel below. 

"Sounds like he...whatchacallit... takes things apart?" 


He knew that any answer would be turned into a victory by the 


diminutive Mark, standing up high on his toes now: "Take apart?" 
he squealed, "Now that's never the whole answer now, is it?" 

"Stop teaching, Forrest," Cullinan admonished. "He's not 
paying tuition." 

Officer Birdsong threaded between them to get to the filthy 
stairwell where he kicked a Diet Pepsi can aside just after 
Professor Mark fell back on his heels with audible drama, 
remarking "You turned in my faculty load sheet, Estimable 
Professor Cullinan--this is in the column called institutional 
support." 

"Kick it in here," Dutch yelled out through the open door 
to the janitor's closet." Birdsong caught a glimpse of a hammy 
arm waving at the asbestos-covered pipes. "Killing me for years, 


they vant place like operating room." 


"Who's this whatsit-face, construction-something, that's 
coming?" Officer Birdsong later asks Randy Cotton, the college 
police dispatcher and perennial half-time graduate student of 


English. 


"Master bullshitter to bullshit the bullshitters at their own 
bullshit game." 
"They were reading a whole bunch of his books about him when I 


was up there. Trying to sound intelligent or something.” 


+. 


iS 
"Jerking off with footnotes." Randy gestures and then 


stops as the chief raises himself off his chair behind the 
glass partition, his white shirt and gold buttons more massive in 
the icy, flourescent light. 
Birdsong smiles sadly, knowing that the English Department 
would jerk Randy's string practically forever. "That one 
looks like nets made up of two people? Fat ass and no chest?" 
"That'd be Cunt-Brain Cullinan." 
"Yeah. Him chipping in static, but that Dr. Mark, he was 
making the most noise, the bitty guy." 
"Just gotta blow him the degree is mine." 
"Send him flowers first. He thinks he's a whatchacallit." 
"Romantic? That's his field allegedly. More like just 
another nasty frozen faggot." Randy sinks at his desk, his 
old chair shrieking; Chief, behind the bright glass, had 
looked up at his favorite word. His small eyes glisten. 
Birdsong picks up a report form and pretends to confer. 
"I don't think so," he whispers, "not faggot exactly." There's 
some...I don't know ...it's just not a big deal with them, sex 
aint, and they can be sort of homosexuals or--I don't know...it 
don't make no difference. They don't like anybody anyways, male 
or fe..." As the officer struggles with asexuality, the chief 
glowers in icy, brilliant light, and Randy Cotton sneaks a glance 


at a miniature tv in his open bottom drawer. "Six runs in front 


and now they're four back." he whispers, "these Phillies'll be 
the death of me. And Businessman's Special," he scowls at 
Birdsong, "that's what they call these afternoon games. 


Wouldn't I like to take a day off anytime I wanted!" 


"Another week for your nerves? I don't know what to say. 

I been working with all these faggots for nineteen years and I 
don't need no weeks for my nerves." 

The chief had again said yes, unpaid, and Officer Birdsong 
knew this had to be the last as he, blinking tears now in the 
sparkling bathroom mirror, pinned the homemade medal directly 
to the skin of his chest. 

He didn't think he should have on nothing below even though 
it would be night, so he wore the sequined jockstrap he had found 
in a trash barrel after a fraternity party. "Now," Birdsong said 
to his bright image "it's just the baton I need. Where’d I put 
that bat-AWNNNNN," he mocked. Then he laughed at his joke but 
grew instantly responsible when he considered the powerful 
appearance he would make. "I aint no queer. It was duty," he 
informed his graver, dark-browed self in the mirror, the medal's 
tricolored ribbon shaking as he gesticulated, pretending to have 
the baton in hand. 

Here he shook his head violently: He wouldn't again go 


over in his mind where that huge man had come from and why--well 


he knew a little bit about why. According to the trustee's 
preliminary investigation, that man had hated the notable 
deconstructionist for many years--seems the expert had been other 
things before he was a deconstructionist, and other kinds of 
critics and experts. 

"Which way the wind a-blowing?" that fat man had shouted 
like a kind of sailor or something, and before anybody had really 
seen him: then, as he had come into the light near the stage, the 
torrent of all the other questions and mutterings and whistlings, 
and hissings and screams. It had taken all this time for 
Birdsong to remember most of them--what with the ensuing sweat 
and heat and the hysterical audience. 

"Sicko shit like that, next time you call us right away. 

We got training." It did no good to tell Captain Rick Rucker of 
the city police that there hadn't been time to call anyone. 

The mumbly guy had begun his talk onstage and Officer Birdsong, 
unlucky enough to have the security duty that night, thought 
everybody was telling the lecturer to speak up. But they were 
actually protesting a naked man crawling up the central aisle 
like an immense pink seal. 

Once Birdsong spotted him he had acted immediately, running 
down the aisle while intending to yank up the man by the elbow 
and lead him away. That was his plan anyway, but the fat man was 


larger than the chief and so strong that he instead jerked 


Birdsong down and they rolled around for about twenty enormous 
seconds before the ushers, actually boys from the football team, 
lifted him off the suffocating officer and carried him back 
down the aisle to the cheers of the audience. 

It all had taken less than a minute and within five minutes 
the chief puffed in, and the city police fetched the fat man, 
now wrapped in the chief's startlingly military overcoat, the 
speaker had mumbled a severely academic joke that the first three 
rows nearly had a collective apoplexy over, and shaking Officer 
Birdsong had completed his report, handing the paper to the chief 
as the wave of laughter swept back to them. And that was it. 

Until the next week that is. It started on the sun- 
drenched quad at noon and involved the girls of Edith Crosson 
Hall, at least four of them as far as Birdsong could ascertain. 
They yelled from an upper window, first individually and then 
in chorus. "Hey! You can come and wrestle with me anytime. 
Come on up and wrestle with us right now if you want to!" 

"I'm talking about girls! And they had to rehearse 
the last one since they got it perfect," he complained to Randy 
Cotton. 

"Don't give any recognition...it's what they're looking 
for." Behind the glass partition the chief had been drilling his 
small eyes into a report thick with complaints from the Faculty's 


Police Evaluation and Oversight Committee. On the miniature tv 


in Randy's half-opened desk drawer, French police clubbed student 
demonstrators, their white batons flashing through leafy Parisian 
sunlight. | 

Early the next blue and smoky evening, with waves of chimney 
swifts wedging through the sky, the cries came variously from 
Peter Oswald Hall, with individual boys shrieking FAGGOT! at 
Officer Birdsong. 

The true test came, of course, with Professors Cullinan and 
Mark. They applauded when he entered the grimy hallway near the 
English office, and ene Mark whispered reverently "Truly 
laudable technique you demonstrated, Officer. In your other 
night roll-around? More latencies manifest than in closets of 
swish debutantes." 

"Oh yeah? Well if they gave us those clubs? The French 
used on TV? BAT-ins or whatever..." 

"That would be baton!" chimed in Cullinan and both 
screamed in laughter. It had been, of course, a mistake to 
reply. 

"Pronounced bat-AWNNNN, the diminutive Mark stressed, after 
he gained control over his hilarity at his zenith as it were, 
rising as high on his toes as Officer Birdsong had ever 
witnessed. 

"Unfortunately, I was seated too far away to really see 


ANYbody's baton," the oddly-assembled Cullinan sighed as a dust 


devil exploded against a grimy window. His top, thin half 
almost purple, the capacious stomach rolled ever so slightly. 

"I wasn't" piped Professor Mark, "I was NOT! I was 
eyewitness to the fact that when forcibly separated there was 
hard evidence of love demonstrated by both serendipitous 
parties." 

"The genius Board of Trustees said that the officer here, uh, 
handled it well." 

"What? The other fellow's baton?" the wide-eyed Mark asked. 

"You're both sick is all!" 

"The pot calling etcetera!" Professor Mark sniffed. 

"I can't tell you how many boring things I've attended 
on this pretentious campus, Forrest, but at last, thanks to the 
officer here, we saw something raw and real and--" Cullinan 
slapped two blue hands on his straining stomach--"urgent!" 

"I agree"--and here Dr Mark seemed to grow solemn--"but Ley 
it, it wasssss a bit of a...well a queer show really." 

"Undoubtedly, but revolutionary for this conservative 
campus as I say. And we owe it all, well half actually, to 
Officer George Birdsong here and his--" 

"Baton? I'm not sure anymore. With the passage of time 
I've become muddled and ambiguous about the the the ambivalence 
of this and of everything." Here Professor Mark seemed genuinely 


meditative--until he finally winked at Officer Birdsong "Uh, is 


that...George or Georgette?" 

"And his or her courage!" Cullinan went on, his whole 
mismatched being shaking, "to be different in a smelly, macho 
trade." 

"Not a happy lot until that wondrous, naked evening, but 
you were closer than you've told me, you lucky dog you! I'll 
tell you, most fortunate Professor Cullinan, I'm beginning to 
feel my own manly bat-AWWWWWWWNNN! just thinking about it." 

"That's hardly literary, except in an elevated sense." 
Culligan looked down to his barrel of a belly "...trouble just 
finding mine." 

"What IS literary is a man, uh, PERson's character revealed 
in a wink! Miraculous, just miraculous." From the English 
Department Office the muffled giggling of the secretary, Mrs. 
Laurette Dudley, escaped. 

Birdsong turned on his heel and strode out. His ears felt 
on fire. 

"You could signal ships with that face!" Dr. Culligan 
squealed. 

"I wonder if he's still signaling that fat Sweat he 
commenced making something like love to?" They collapsed in 
laughter and breathless sobbing, the dying of which George 
Birdsong could even hear a few moments later in the closed 


patrol car. 


The officer entered yelling at Randy: "Tell Chief I won't go 
up there again. English Department's too nasty even for this 
place." 

"I don't tell Chief anything. I don't tell anybody 
anything. I kiss everybody's ass or it's no degree. Anyway, 
you'll have to go back and read that pressure gauge and initial 
that extinguisher card for this week no matter what. Don’t let 
them divert you again. Hay! Just tell those two clowns to go 
fuck themselves. I wouldn't be surprised they put the bare-assed 
fat boy up to it." Randy flicked at the tv's small screen, which 
had gone to black. 

Wednesday Professor Cullinan suffered a moderate heart 
attack in his Sexual Themes in Modern Literature seminar, and 
Officer Birdsong felt that was punishment enough for his more 
minor role in the cruelty. So George Birdsong, his own heart 
pounding, had only to face the yapping midget that Friday, the 
last day that week to do his duty outside the English 
Department's office on the third floor dustbowl of 
Founders' Hall. 

Surprisingly, Mark just winked and whispered "Drop in 
anytime and don't forget to bring your baton." 

Which is what Birdsong ultimately decided to do--though the 
baton required a little fuss, securing a hoe at Builders’ 


Hardware, sawing it in two and painting the detached top half 
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with three coats of white enamel. 

Actually the trustee's preliminary report stated that he 
had acted "precipitously to defuse a potentially riotous 
Situation." He had hoped they would award him a certificate as 
they had done to other officers in the past for almost anything 
short of cowardice, but at the same time he knew they wanted to 
move on from the embarrassment to the school. The chief, of 
course, just railed on about "faggots on the faculty and all 
their faggot friends" but acted as if the bizarre event of that 
night was Birdsong's fault. Due to the strain of all these 
circumstances George Birdsong decided to make his own medal from 
his new American Eagle gold coin, which he drilled to accommodate 
a red, white, and blue striped ribbon he had plucked from a 
parade float abandoned at the Alumni House after Homecoming. 

His brilliant re-creation of that odd evening unreels back 
of his intent face in the bathroom mirror: whereas he had 
actually caught up to the naked fat man him in a dusky pool 
formed by the fading reach of the stagelights, he now sees their 
wrestling in white, surgical light, and more acutely hears the 
hissed and whistling intonations of the various words showered 
down onto him: "fruit...hate...asshole...corruption... 
blow...wind...excrements of critics..missionary position! you 
read Kinsey?...OQ00000000!...do that again!" 


Now as those words fly from the four corners of the tiled 
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bathroom, he, back at the auditorium, feels surging strength and 
flings off the fleshy maniac to the crowd's amazement. 
Stands up during the audience's swelling applause, blinding 
particles of the fat man's sweat still hanging in the bright air. 

"Bathroom," says Officer George Birdsong to his self in the 
mirror. "I'm here and I'm there and I was there. That's three. 
And if you can be three places at once why not a hundred?" 

"Why not indeed? Or even a hundred people at once!" the 
being in the mirror reinforces the half-naked officer. 

"Why not indeed? People, places, what’s the difference?" 
George concurs, stepping back to adjust the sequined jockstrap. 

"Why not a thousand places at once?" the mirror voice will 
ask later when the officer wraps pillow case strips around his 
face, just leaving his eyes uncovered. 

George had decorated the strips with black Magic marker. 
"What do all those squiggleys MEAN?" that voice will inquire. 

"For me to know and you to find out. For everybody to find 


out, if they’re smart enough--which they aint." 


Dr. Forrest Mark, in his underwear, is watching Ms. Joan 
Rivers on TV when the baton flashes outside the French window. 
He thinks it’s headlights bouncing off the rusty lawn furniture. 


"My divorce settlement," he toasts, and drains his martini. 
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The Purse 


Strolling to think, he thought, in Coconut Grove, an arty 
neighborhood in Miami, Skip heard a groundglass "Get him!" from a 
wide woman attempting to exit a Cadillac. A burly man had 
grabbed her purse through the open window and was running. 

Skip planted his feet: "I'm on vacation!" But nobody else 
chased the robber except the victim, she nearly as bulky ina 
trenchcoat. He trailed behind, hoping some of those at sunny 
breakfasts outside Angela's Restaurant would join in. Running 
almost unconsciously, his long strides carried him well past her. 
He slowed then, not desirous of catching anyone, but sickened to 
see the robber trapped in a blind alley behind the Coconut Grove 
Theater, jerkily revolving to confront Skip amid rocking garbage 
cans. Skip thudded to a halt just before he felt someone leap 
onto his back. 

"You just hold it, Handsome!" she squealed, as two officers 


puffed by them, one flashing handcuffs. 
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"Why hello there, Honeybun!" the other shouted to the 
robber, who closed his eyes thrusting out the purse. 

It was soon tossed back with a "Here you go, Gretchen!" and the 
woman dismounted from the amazed Skip to catch it. 

"Wouldn't want to lose the departmental pocketbook, famed in 
song and sting!" she winked at Skip as she placed the purse on 
the asphalt, and removed her trenchcoat. 

Gretchen Webberly, the bronze nametag announced. 

A muscular, hard-eyed woman in her uniform, she asked, "What do 
they call you?" while flipping open a notebook. The flash of its 
aluminum cover made Skip jump, and Gretchen smile. 

"Skip," he answered and her smile widened. 

"Skip. Uh huh. Well, since this is for a police report, 
we tend to be a bit more formal-~even in Coconut Grove. So let's 
have a last name too, shall we?" Skip moved quite close, almost 
a reflex when talking to a woman. He bestowed a benign grin on 
Gretchen Webberly, it fading as her questions wound on. 
"Patrolperson Webberly calling Planet Skip!" she eventually 
yelled, floating her pen across his gaze like a miniature silver 
spaceship. 

He had forgotten the incident and almost everything else 
until the next day's phonecall. "Hello hero!" Gretchen began. 
When he protested she defined a hero as one who gets a chance to 


desist and doesn't. 


"Well I took a pretty long time."--Skip added to this 
concept by shrugging with meditative drama, as if she could see 
him. "Uh, that is I, whatchacallit, desisted. And I was doing 
some of that when I was running too." 

"You're just a thoughtful person then." 

"Nobody ever said that before." 

"Well I'm sure of it." laughed the officer, who asked 
additional questions for her report. 

During the next phonecall, Skip learned that "We have to do 
more than just a regular job ‘cause this is part of a big 
national crime survey." Marital status came up. 

"Divorce." 

After a pause Gretchen whispered, "Was it a sex thing? 
Don't answer! How completely unprofessional! The most 
irrational things bite at me sometimes. It's so schoolgirlish!" 

"I don't care," Skip shrugged. "Anyways, couldn't be. 
Anyways it's over. I don't think about it anymore." 

"Then it was!" 

"No! At least I don't think so. I can't see how." 

"Are you uncomfortable with my asking you these things? 
About sex?" 

"I don't think so." He held the phone with his chin and 
began combing his hair, pondering his image in the gummy glass 


covering a yachting print above his motel bed. 


"Well don't worry..."--a stifled laugh--"there's a cure." 
Was somebody listening at her end? A woman often phoned him with 
another listening; with all the giggling it was frequently hard 
to decipher the words. Often, too, one would call back to 
apologize...before opening her heart for some reason. 

"Say? Why not meet for lunch at Angela's or The Pirate's 
tomorrow? I mean it's mostly social but you have a need to talk 
about all of this," Gretchen erupted. 

"I do? Oh. Well, yes. Of course. You're the expert on 
that sort of thing I guess." 

"Masters in Criminal Science and Psychology. Your ideas 
could be important in my doctoral work at University of Miami." 

"My ex said I didn't have any." 

"Well that wasn't very nice. Sounds like she was making you 
up for her own sick reasons--excuse my saying so." 

"I never thought about it, whether it was or not I mean. 
Nice I mean. But...she did make me up a lot. She did that a 
lot," Skip frowned, petulant over one blond wave, borderline 
frizzy. 

"Whatever. I'll have to come in drag, my macho cop outfit. 
The department dresses the women as boys but our hips give us 
away." 

Her hips give her away all right, mused Skip on a bench at 


the Coconut Grove Marina that following day, an hour to kill 


before meeting Gretchen. He suddenly pictured the thin Betsy, 
his ex, carrying an armful of hee clothes from the apartment just 
after repeatedly thumping his head while saying "My...Playgirl 
Bunny! You just stay lovely with nothing really gunking up 
anything in there. And now when I go out, the waitresses and 
shopgirls will actually start paying some attention to me! Why 
fight it, Skippy? You make women happy with your simple 
presence. Hey it's not your fault! It's the Sexual Revolution, 
and we now have the right and obligation and privilege, and 
especially the burden, to create our own brainless blond 
dollbabies, anatomically correct, with little penises that just 
poke out in their innocence." 

That kind of talk was the trouble and it started after she 
took a course at that community college with some feminist bunch. 
"They used to just have those courses in cooking and shit like 
that," Skip had pouted to male friends while outlasting a one- 
sided game on Monday Night Football. 

She was making him up all right, just like Gretchen had 
said. 

"In fact they're always making me up!" That's something he 
resolves to think about right then and there on the bench, by 
reliving a few samples of the many arguments with women: forever 


being accused of ideas, often triggered by supposed motives of 


such intricacy that they trapped him, somehow, inside another's 
overwhelming craziness. 

He stares up to the sailboats; a chop in the water makes 
them roll, their ropes snapping in front of muddy clouds. 

"I thought I was just being Mr. Nice Guy," he declares. A pale 
young man inside the marina office proffers a steaming coffee mug 
in the dark window. With a curt smile Skip mostly ignores him. 

"Yeah, they give her away all right," he whispers. Other 
hips, with a blue and white Igloo cooler, alight from a sailboat. 
Skip laughs, it being so easy to visualize the flesh under the 
sweaty shorts--the first easy thing. 

Dr! Webberly, Gretchen will become with his help. Oh well, 
it'll just end up sex on demand again and again. That part was 
easy, but for some reason they all got restless a few months 
after, throwing their hair around in all kinds of fits. 

The frame of Skip's mind expands to accommodate blonds, 
brunettes, redheads...a file of young women stretching up the 
Marina boardwalk all the way to the Chart House Restaurant and 
flopping around in the overcast light like a thousand rag dolls. 

He has risen from the bench to maneuver himself into the 
light flaring through surly clouds, stands in trash from an 
overflowing barrel, pigeon-toed, a hand thrust down into his 
crotch: Male Venus in a seashell of styrofoam and foil, bright 


hair whipping. 


In front of him, the girl with the cooler is asking "Yes?" 
He must've said something she didn't quite hear. 

"Got a minute?"--Skip burns his second-best smile on her. 
The guy in the office window renews his offer of coffee, vapor 
curling up from the brilliantly white mug. The girl, reflected, 
sunny, is pulling up her halter with one hand; now she rests the 
cooler on the bench in order to tug down on her shorts with the 
other. 

Yet another scene visits Skip: He is the robber among 
battered garbage cans, thrusting forth the purse to a crowd of 
women tossing their heads helter skelter. Oh why couldn't they 
just love him for himself? Suddenly the ample Gretchen breasts 
the wave in the smelly alley. "Just my jumping on your back must 
have been traumatic. You're not a horse after alli" 

"Clothes horse, Betsy, my ex, said, and later...sawhorse." 
"That was mean!"--but this from the hazy young woman in 
front of him. What he uttered to an imaginary Gretchen has made 
sense to her also. A little smallish but cute, what with her 

wearing her cap backwards like a baseball catcher, Skip 
determines...and the type'll believe anything. 

Not long after, cardboard gets produced from the cooler. 
Neither has a pen. "But it's Okay!" she giggles. "My work phone 
is on there. Ask for Marna. It's from a cookie package! I work 


for the bakery!" 


"And I bet you're the sweetest thing there!" How his ex 
would have been surprised at that quick one! The young man snaps 
back from the marina office window, a black thread of coffee 
hanging in the air. 

The clouds have lifted and the light dazzles as Skip walks 
to his lunch date, playing with the nautical cap Marna had placed 
on his head. "It'll end up bad with this Gretchen police chick, 
but not be so bad in between," he pronounces, thoughtfully. 

Drunks from off a shrimp boat are kicking around a shiny 
ragball in an impromptu soccer game: "Whatever you say, Captain!" 
one yells and the others chorus, upsetting Skip's concentration. 

He plays with his shrimp cocktail at the Pirate's. They are 
hemmed in by tables of various laughers. Cars contend in the 
nearby street, throwing back harsh sunlight. "It's a cruel 
world," he informs Gretchen after deeply mulling her remarks 
concerning this or that study proving something or other. 

A tear fashions itself in his squinting. 

"Yeah it's cruel all right, but we got a way of making 
it nice." She looms, the blinding street behind her. Shimmers 
from the water glasses and the cutlery roll upward to her 
shadowed face, her eyes twin pinpoints of ice. A horn blows, 


Skip shudders. 
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A Tragedy Anent The International Phonetic Alphabet 


A couple who pronounced. Everything perfectly, American 
with a whiff of British--accent being too strong a term. 

One could also, of course, say affectation, but we all affect, so 
what's the point? 

They had taste in everything, style, were precise in 
everything. 

Then one night, heading out to the very best French 
restaurant, he says he'll get the cur. No humor here..they had 
no dog...well not ever anything so obvious and debased, no matter 
what. 

He never again mispronounced car or any other word, but she 
inexplicably started aging. Diacritical marks on her face. 

Well similar--I'm just playing and I shouldn't. They were my 
friends--as best three academics could manage. 


And as she aged, he stayed youthful. I started calling hin, 


secretly, Dorian Gray of the IPA, after Oscar Wilde's work. 

Oh how perfect John Betjamin in his poem depicting the 
sad end of that poet! Wit within convention. Why oh why can't 
other artists follow that example? That is, the tradition hands 
us perfectly lovely frames. We consumers of the arts do not have 
the time or patience for the periodic deconstruction of them by 
those with wild eyes and shabby backgrounds. 

At any rate, she has metamorphosised to Very Early 
Altzheimer's; he performs the perfect waiter. 

And although she does pronounce every word, it's a scramble 
as to any meaning for hovering him. 

Well what does anything mean, anyway? It's all simply a 


deal we make with each other, you must agree. 
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The Chastetree 


Jane. Strolling the tanbark path down into the nature 
center, half wondering why she had ended up there for her "solo"- 
-and a day tardy because of Dr Kasman's muddied assignment list. 
At any rate, she was expected to fetch something foggily symbolic 
of herself for his "Seminar In Personal Rediscovery": a leaf? she 
thought, a twig? dogshit? 

Just before a campus policeman began running towards her, 
she'd been musing that nothing connected in that class--oh, 
to be sure, on purpose, as Dr Kasman had assailed them: "Clusters 
of intuitions and images, or sounds, memories. Whatever. Odors © 
even! Let's accept such clusters without generalizing about. 
them, or without narrowing them to the meaning, and, therefore, 
to the preconceptions, ah, inherent in everything." 

Uh huh. Odors all right. Is that name Kasman or Gas-man? 
She very nearly said this last aloud. It made no difference 


because the officer had vanished, "probably steered offcourse by 


1 


a case of Bud Light empties in the Japonica," she laughingly 
pronounced. 

Patrolman Ridgeway, though, promptly craned from behind an 
oak, thrusting down a photocopied ***ALERT***! describing a Blond 
Caucasian of yesterday who had stepped from Crum Creek, naked, to 
invite some dawdling coed to "experience a dip with me." 

Ridgeway snatched back the sheet and shook it at Jane in the 
green light. "Never walk in here alone. Never! No time is 
safe." 


"If women can't walk anywhere alone they might as well be 


men," she informed the quizzical Officer Ridgeway. "Take a dip 
huh? How was his dip stick?" she muttered. "Let's get a look at 
yours~-you never know." Jane. 


"Ma'm?" the tall officer questioned, the oak looming behind 
him. 

"Oh nothing," she smiled. "I prefer not to narrow myself to 
meaning...a la Dr Gasman...in case I thereby find out what's 
wrong with me and the entire sick country. As to you and ne, 
I'll just take our bizarre rendezvous with its surrounding odors, 
birdsongs, and bawdy titillation back to the strange doctor's 
class--or is bawdy titillation redundant, officer? Was Bawdy 
Titillation covered in the Police Academy? Under Lascivious 
Behaviours, general? And where does it fit in the scheme or non- 


scheme of existence anyway? Is it...is it slime or paradigm?" 


Ridgeway grimaced wryly, being used to fresh students all 
right...but this little muttering one now wheeling around among 
the dapples...? The worst yet. He blinked as she disturbed the 
light. 

Double-checking survey results with her that last evening in 
his messy office, Dr Kasman had spoken of che pleasure of her 
company in a voice that hardly moved the air, that air where 
other of his hints had breathed softly and died, like decaying 
notes on a flood-damaged piano--actually breathed so softly and 
died so quickly that she couldn't be absolutely certain she heard 
anything at all. She was so shortly out of the convent that she 
wasn't sure that she could recognize, let alone encourage, 
IMasculine attention. 

But there really is no one else, small voice or large, she 
concluded when reaching an enclosed space called the Garden of 
Fragrances. Oh they'll arrest the erect Caucausian so he'll not 
proposition me. She sang this last in a Gilbert and Sullivan 
style, adding "oh no he'll not, no no he'll not. And there's 
the--I say there's the--there's the pity!" Jane. 

She kicked up the lid of a small box holding brochures 
describing the garden, plucked one out. 

Sitting on a bench she read the list of plants, skipping the 
introduction while saying "What does anyone mean among these damn 


academics anyway? The ambivilancies come in thickets!" Sweet 


allyssum she misread as sweet asylum, immediately catching her 
error--and then aching within the ripe aromas, too suddenly, for 
the convent. 

Oh well, I'll pray about it...all the confusion now. But 
I'll never go back: obliged to leave that clarity and simplicity, 
or cease breathing--no matter about my prayers. 

But, no, no, she wouldn't pray now, about that or anything-- 
so turned off for the present, and onto nothing else, certainly 
not academic obscurity, and hints and whispers a la Dr Kasman. 

That pussy! God how pukingly sexist that word is! 

A cowardly man is a woman's vulva. Oh, Linguists would of 
course pussyfoot by saying the slang takes from pussycat also. 

At any rate I'm sick to death of my pussy and its supposed needs. 
Stop saying pussy, you pussy! Give me a break! Everybody! 

I could, though, urgently love Officer Ridgeway for his 
straight-ahead style--all nuance a stranger to him. "Like women 
with the rag on," he might say in response to the slightest 
deviation from Victorian female behavior. Half the universe with 
the rag on--now therets a thought. "Chastetree" she read aloud 
from the brochure. 

"I do prefer the vulgar somewhat..." here she used the 
weeping silver linden to stand in for Dr Kasman..."it being blunt 


where you are mincing. If you could say something, well then I 


trust myself to spontaneously and honestly answer. One can say, 
for instance, coffee? movie? dinner? destroy a bed? One can say 
anything! That's the beauty of saying. So say! All tiny talk 

is impotence, all half-wisecracks impotence--of both sexes, much 
as I'm in a men-blasting mood. 

So, too, is my watery little bawdiness. Why the very air 
itself expects more of us. God--if there is one--does! 

But so, she sighed, had her former religious life been 
impotent. What she thought humility, simple timidity: afraid. 
Afraid to live either in or out of the convent. And fooling no 
one who knew her and could easily spot her gradual coming-apart. 
Oh why do we all of us choose to spoil our lives in such a way? 
Quiet desperation, Thoreau said. Or do we choose? 

"Better an open rebuke than a secret love." Isn't that in 
Psalms somewhere, Dr Kasman? Or are you so secularly tight- 
assholed an academic that you'd scorn the Bible too? Maybe the 
text isn't quite accurate enough for you yet, its provinance lost 
in Providence--at Brown University, heh heh. 

All my dreary intellectual shit aside, I really might deal 
you an open rebuke, Dr Kasman. And I might not. What did one of 
those tough guys say in The Killers? ‘It's something you never 
know at the time.' Is spontaneity a vain hope in all stifling 


atmospheres--convents and universities and infinities upon 


wretched infinities of moribund businesses in this overwhelming 
bore of a country? 

What am I doing here on this bench? Oh the smells are truly 
truly wonderful, that's for sure! And what was I doing there in 
the woods? I don't even know, really. Why did I leave? 

The woods or the convent? I thought I had reasons at the time. 
Faded. Forgotten. Mother Superior's firm sympathy then; Officer 
Ridgeway's ludicrous "Caucasian"-alarm now. 

Jane decided that she'd have to return to the nature center, 
parry this latest cowardice at least. 

Once again on the tanbark trail all is very silent, nearly 
as sealed as the convent, just the sporadic twitter of birds and 
the rustle of brush playing under it, but soon the officer 
shadows Jane on the ridge above, resembling a spavined dog 
against the smudges on the sky. He hears, or sniffs, something, 
and instantly straightens up. A wave of rain whips through and 
is gone. 

Jane improvises, giggling: Now rigid on the ridge is he/ 
erect to possibility./I say!/Ridgeway!/Bring it down here for a 
poke/and I'll fuck you till your eyes smoke./ Insane!/ 

Signed, Jane. 

A fragment in Kasman's office swims in against the present 

damp fertility, her telling him what he later designated as her 


vision! of the survey results: "One-third liked what they liked; 


one-third hated what they hated; one-third had little idea of 
anything." 

"O pray, which third are you, Officer Ridgeway? My father, 
Sir, was a whole man! I loved him in his young photograph, his 
face the very sun itself! Now I just have that reticulated 
picture, that's all, no matter what the fuckin sentimentalists 
say! He's dead! Period! And love for me is stone cold dead! 
Why mince around the truth? Oh there'll be plenty of Dr Kasmans, 
some shy, some pukingly aggressive. 

But nothing ever to touch me, to really enter." 

Both have been moving, separately though absurdly: Jane 
sliding on the fragrant grass and yelling, Officer Ridgeway Z-ing 
down the slope in response to her apparent alarm. Jane stops, 
her shoes tilted down into mud, but manages to extract, and then 
run away before the officer can catch her. 

Back at the Garden of Fragrances she writes a letter to her 
father along the margins of the brochure with her left, or non- 
dominant hand, as Dr Kasman had, this one blessed time, 
specifically assigned. She interrupts this laborious task, 
intrigued for a moment with the names therein which she recites 
mantra-like. "California incense cedar juniper Himalayan 
sarcococca fragrant viburnum yellowwood saucer magnolia Japanese 
Snowbell sweetshrub burkwood daphne fothergilla roseshell azalea 


Virginia sweetspire reeves skinnia white Chinese wisteria allium 


snowdrops grape hyacinth Siberian squll Sweetbay magnolia weeping 
Silver linden glossy avelia butterflybush harlequin glory-bower 
summersweet clethra waxmrytle bee balm catmint silver edged thyme 
katsura calamintha. 

"Chastetree chastetree chastetree chastetree chastetree," 
she ends, chanting and crying. 

Then in some uncanny atmospheric sorcery, lighting-crossed 
blackness clamps over the courtyard and yet each flower and tree 
and bush leapingly glows. Jane, all but bursting from her skin 
in the electricity, manages to read what she had inscribed in her 
little girl's printing, just before the brochure is mysteriously, 
and very gently, taken from her. 

And it is as if she stands in the center of a golden shell, 
resonant with freshened winds, where through a vortex of petals 
whipping so fast as to make the air into a delicious cream, she 
revolves, 

thence to the Blond Caucasian, his smooth body dazzling, his 
long hair webbing her face. Instantly the words she had written 


come from out of her, "I'll swim with you Daddy." 
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The Medium 


A Robin Leach interviewing a something called a Morgan or 
Tiffany. Great tits plus 

the worship of rattan furniture. 

Robin then Cheshire Cats his grin over the tube. As it 
dissolves, the Morgan or Tiffany Something rises, parting the 
electronic sea with her tits. They detach 

and pursue a man in Utica down a hallway. He dives into 
the laundry room where a thin girl smokes and reads. They 

twist in under her grimy t-shirt and she screams 
among the machines, THROBBING, 


WHITE. 
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The Ceremony 


The purple strip low in the sky looks like a crowbar to him. 

Sharp crunching...then heel-strikes as she hits the path. 
Shortly, he sees the vapor preceding her, the gloom behind 
pierced by streetlamps around which snow begins revolving. 

When he can discern her clothes he comments, Well you're 
certainly equipped for the task at hand! 

I couldn't get back to the apartment to change. 

Still the party animal, hey? 

You could say that. Her eyes blank in the dimness. 

Well, at any rate, I'm glad you came, he says, this might 
have to be the last until the Spring thaw. 

Glad? Never heard you use such an odd word. Have you gone 


crazy? A wet flake flops into her hair. 


Tt must have hurt--I mean for you to leave the Party without 
a stranger. 

Oh? Still the jealous male? My my! But let me offer a 
discrete hallelujah: no prying bitty little questions this 
time--oh so very manipulative with their subtle, softest poisons. 
You're at least over that. 

Time, he shrugs in whispering snow, the cure and the kill. 

Oh yeah? Well I'm trying to accept kill, because then hope 
is dead. And yet, here we are once more. Stupid. We're 
hopeless. 

Absently, he turns a hand up as if to cup the sifting snow. 
You never know. And when you finally do it's too late. 

Well I hope--modestly, not universally--that this is the 
last, the woman sighs. 

He had fetched the tools from a car trunk frigid as Siberia, 
keeps the shovel and gives her the crowbar. They look for the 
right place to start, the hard ground beginning to whiten. 

Almost as an antidote to their sniping, they dig a half hour 
without speaking, gulping in icy needles of air and panting out 
dark vapors. 

Soon they have dug--she, though unsteady on her heels, 
thrusting in with the crowbar, and he scraping away the clods 


with the shovel--just enough to reveal the larger outline below 


them: its hair frost-whorls into which individual giant flakes drift. 
A...little more, he encourages~--spasmodic puffs from his 
mouth darkly surrounding his head. 
She demurs, leaning on her crowbar. C'mon now, don't be a 
fuss...budget in this too! she gasps. 
But he wins. Listen this once! Just not enough...depth to 


really operate, really know when you're...s-striking home! 


They again dig in the odors of frozen mud and lye, she 
sobbing with each thrust, the snow arriving now in stinging, 
surging waves. 

I'll change. If you want to change. She blinks away the 
tears as he offers the shovel. 

So they reverse roles, he driving and twisting in with the 
crowbar, more deeply than she could, and she, beyond herself, 
jerkily scooping up after him. 

The depth of the exposed form is right, they silently agree. 
Much more would exhaust the energy needed now, especially as the 
wind has begun raging, slamming icy snow into them and whirling 
it round the declivities of the uncovered thing below. 

The tools are dropped, clattering away along the ground as 
the couple falls down on the form, their beating fists producing 
a dull, echoing hollowness. On they go far past exhaustion into 


a loathsome nightmare of sweat and icy slime. 


As the thumps become less and less audible to them, they are 
retching. Then, the grating draughts after they have, finally, 
stopped. After some moments they clamber up from out of the 
grave. 

In the fast-ticking hail, she on her knees and he above, 
hulking: the whole scene looking like some Medieval ceremony, 
Swarthy knight and weeping maiden. Below, with matted hair 


aswirl in flowers of blackest ice, the horse. 
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H & G--2000 


Good! A trail of crumbs. 
I see that. 

Well, aren't you coming? 
No. 

Why not? 

Because I'm here. 


A scholar! Then, move a little to another “here," and then 
another...and so on. 


I don't think so. 

You don't THINK so? And just why DON'T you...? 

I've never been here before. 

Huh! Do you think the WORLD will come to you?...or a lover? 
I don't know. 


Ah, but there is MORE to know, yes? You'll really have to travel 
to secure the knowledge. 


There's enough right here, I'm pretty sure. 


Pretty narrow. 


The opposite. Up to and through the sky; down down into the 
dirt! Through to the core of the planet--and on and on. 


Oh yet another spurious intellectual-rustic! Has that fashion 
returned--or did it ever leave? At any rate, one truly 
discovers the self in traveling, and not in such pretentious 
inertia. 


In even many more ways than those two actually--and more surprise 
than design, I feel. 


Ego! How about those who LEFT us this trail of crumbs, the 
danger THEY'RE in? Our duty is to lessen menace everywhere. 
Don't you agree? 

I don't know, having just myself begun to breathe. 


That answers for you and for you only! 


It answers for everyone, in that I'm more useful to all by 
staying here, resonant in the resonance. 


Which is...what? This final resonance? God? 

Not for me to say. 

But you'll be giving up so much! Don't you SEE that? 
Yes, wonderfully so! 


It's God! You have found GOD! Complete nonsense! It is 
DELUSION! 


As you wish. It is never discussion--that much I know. 

History will label you COWARD, pure and simple. 

History is the easiest risk I know. 

Just lazy! You foresee the labor, the exhaustion, the FILTH. 
Without those I couldn't be here now. Besides they will come to 


me again. Everything will come to me, good and bad. Why should 
I be spared? 


Then what's the difference if you stay or follow these crumbs? 
There is none. Only to me. 

Again, the supreme egotist! 

Never less so. 

Goodbye! I will seek another fencepost to reason with, by way of 
following these crumbs. Seriously, my fame will filter back to 


you and make your heart ACHE! 


If that's true, then it will ache here. JHere. 


"Well, uh, well..." a narrow yellow smile slithered 
through his dirty beard as he faced her, one a little less 
condescending than he gave to pretty little Lorri Flling. 

Mr Nernden 
Well... he was afraid they'd mrer agree on anything;. was 
afraid so too. He stammered something else and started to 
yell at the pimply oaf blinking at Lorri. Then and there 

S . 

Seti, vowed to put a stop to anything between those 
two, ee wasn't going to let Lorri waste her time with 
someone phen Ay IQ of a weed. 
Mrs Hernden 
had planned a little chat with Lorri for some time. 
Perhaps they could have a cup of coffee after class although 
the filth of the cafeteria nauseated her as much as the coffee 


she had labeled in her first theme as “essence of burnt match tips." 


Holy God! Why'd he always yell at him? He didn't do 

a thing and besides Mrs Hernden was probably right about 
what they were talking about. She was pretty smart, 
Smarter than Dr Cullen even and he had a bunch of degrees 
from everywhere. Why she even made that thing up about 
poetry being motion shorthand or something. There was a 
woman for him when he got back. She'd meet him on the train 
platform, help him walk. He'd spin her around and kiss her-- 
"The Viet Cong didn't take that out of me Mrs Hernden! 
(What's her first name?) We've got to do some living now. 
Fast! Then I've got to get back to the jungle, can't leave 
m'boys there." After a while she'd do everything he wanted. 
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and atest Mrs Hernden. Great God what a strikingly 
agressive woman! Those flaring nostrils! Wonderful! 

All that passion behind those cold, clean eyeglasses. 

Great God how he relished it! This is what education 
should be, argument, a le ae thrust, action and reaction, 
involvement-- and he mim himself trembling as the class 
looks over the Emily Dickinson poem. Why at some point 

this evening she: had even tried to take the class from 

him, teaching her little definition of poetry to Miss Elling. 
Emotional shorthand indeed! Yet, he had to admit, he was a 
little afraid of Mrs Hernden, but she,was aim afraid and this 
was part of their creative tension, part of a complex vertae- 
bration the likes of Miss Elling and Mr Drury could never 
divine throughout the remainder of their perpetually teenage 
lives. 

Electric is the word sometimes describing it in 
literature, or "chemism" as Dreiser puts it, but it was really 
none of these with him and Mrs Hernden. It was physical, 
completely physical, real and tangible and... physical, 
palpably felt both at the skin and deeper down. It was | 
as if they leaned against each other, fingertips to fingertips, 
peering with intense hatred into each other's eyes while 
their bodies transmitted varied and infinite pressures of, 
well love really. Oh not what Miss Elling so overtly feels 
for Mr Drury and vice versa-- sticky with tears and candy and 


coke and the inane chansons of the acne set, hardly that 


kind of love, but the salt maturity brought about by the 


seepage from old scars and the combined knowledge of 
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two people who had gotten and hated and savored them. Ah yes 
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something much stronger than the average clod could ever feel, 
sacked as he is on puritanism, platonism, and prurience! 

Dr. Cullen knew he would meet her when the course was over 
for he felt no further responsibility to Mrs. Cullen in her 


regression to the bottle, except to put her away periodicaaly. 


"Mrs. Cullen, as you probably know, Rose, dear, is a 
boezehound. Not that I mind that she drinks, though I can 
ill afford it on my seedy little salary, but she does it 
with such noticable lack of elan.: She reaches a point 
and then, clunk, one hears her head hit the floor and that's 
quite all there is to it. No sense of style whatsoever." 
"And," Rose Hernden whispers, "do I..." and he feels the 
little wibrations of her breath "have a sense of style, Terrence?" 
He removes her glasses. "Yes, and more than a little, uh, 
developed." They laugh.. And then stop laughing. And then stop 
laughing. 
After, the old cognac, her swirling it in the snifter he 
brought back from France. "I feel so naughty being here 
| with your wife away." 
"She wouldn't care. She doesn't care about much the 
first few days at Bide A Bit. They dope her up quite a lot." 
"Poor thing. Well! So this is your refuge is it? 
Where you grade your papers and write whatever it is you write." 


"And think. My island 4h the madness of the world." 
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"It's"-~ she gazes blankly, profoundly, inte the sloshing 
brandy and something we on her cheek--"lonely, though. 
Awful, bewahin: Touching.* 7 isd mae 1ecke a from the 

brandy with a kind a terrer, "Existential." 

He throws his drink down and stares a long while at 
the empty glass against the warm light. Then he laughs 
quietly. "Well maybe half Existential. Just half. Like 
you in a way, half rancor and half Sympathy." 


"And all love?" 


Perhaps she's wearing his robe and dancing. "I love 
it here. Ovoops. Everything's so brown and strong and and 
musty-fusty males’ Pungent} What are these pipes? They're 
lovely." She téuches the rack lightly. 

“Meershums. They're bone white to begin, turn brown 
as you smoke them." . 

She sweeps her arm. "It's magic. Everything's of a | 
plece. They're the shifje color as the paneling, the bookcases, 
the, uh, sofa, even the set of books on your desk-~Shakespere 
I guess. Were they all," half sad, half playing,"innocent 
once? Like: all of us? Was everything?" 

"James Fenimore Cooper, my dissertation. You had to 
choose somebody, though he Speaks to me in a weird way. As 
to your universal question: Many things have very little 
to do with innocence." 

"You Say many things but you're thinking of one." 

“No. No my dear I'm never Just thinking of one thing. 


If I am it*s of its ambiguity, ambivilance... Lifets 


fragmentation is what most interests me. I sit here often, 
a sort of tormented clown among his junk and beoks, and think 
about these things as as as as evening drops." 

"As now." She drinks the brandy in the brown light and 
sighs "We're Sympatico, in a sort of nasty way." 

"We're adults." She shudders at his look. 


Lorri Elling still couldn't figure put After a creat pain 
: e@ tad it 
_a formal feeling comesy as cUCmaS age ne She knew 
what a great pain was, she had one of them now. But what on 
earth could formal feeling mean anyhow? Why did they make 
it so hard? She supposed it had to be that irrational 
shorthand Mrs Hernden told her about. Well, anyway, 
Dr Cullen knew she wasn't smart in that way, but she was 
sensitive, horribly sensitive, or she couldn't have been 
hurt so by Kirk. TO KIRK came to her because she said 
those words from the heart the way a poet should. It wasn't 
like beating around the bush with Wallace Stevens and Emily 
Dickinson. 
TO KIRK 
kirk, 
your spit-bitter voice 
once so softly 
enveloped my whole being 
in transomed bliss 
and now @§ informs 
it wants its 
old field jacket back. 
i will leave it 


midnight next 
‘gainst your door 


and. hae finee 2.35 


and it 
and LOVE. 
-L 

But Kirk came over before midnight and they talked a long 
time whtke holding the field jacket about his ideas for a 
better werld in which te live, 

On the crest of the ideal she gave her all but 
nebedy noticed. Kirk leaped up and teok his shiny guitar 
off the color televigin. He sang soulfully and Father banged 
in on the first, dying note. She seized the field jacket 
for cover and Kirk found the guitar more than adequate, but 
Father-- resplendent she told him later-- in his 1948 Navy 
Hospital bathrobe, his naked legs like pineapples, went 
scrabbling over to the TV, which was cracking, smeary confetti 
leaping higher with each report. 

"For godssakes couldn't you kids hear that? Another 
forty bucks I suppose} Must be love." He leaned to pesr at 
the controls but didn't: have his glasses on and caadn't see 
where to turn it off. As he crawled around leoking fer the 
plug Kirk and Lorri scrambled out with their belongings. 

Under the stars Lorri insisted Kirk try to sing the song again. 


He did. 


Mest folks say we're wrong 
But they're wrong 
We're not wrong. 


Wetre just atravelin 
Up the dusty road 
Aaingin and: 
Bringin joy. 


And as.the years fly by 
They'll know 
Whe the one was right. 


Ze: 


Lorri told him he should copyright it and apologized 
for her father. 

"Getta education, learna be cruel," Kirk spat. He 
threw his guitar over his back as he sank down ento his 
motorcycle. It was one the low kinds with little donut 
wheels and Kirk's knees stuck far out at the sides. When 
he dropped out of computer school there had enly been 
enough money to buy a small metercycle, and a cheap 
shiny guitar. "Be back with big bike, good guiter," 
he yelled, carreening off, and Lorri pondered as he recked 
up Savage's’ Hill, eath: knee¢ in turn seeming to skin the 
pavement, on how he ceeld read her thoughts. 

She sighed gratingly and then spoke to the moon he 
approached. "How ironical, how bitterly ironical that my 
virtue fled in the room my father crawls around now in!" 
But she didn't know what she meant so she watched Kirk 
teeter in front of the moon, his guitar full of stars. 

“It caught at her breath and she thought how much he looked 
like a frog. She had used frogs in a poem and the image 
stayed in her life and blood as images do, she felt sure, 
for a ‘real poet too. 

Be back with big bike, good guitar, He slid sideways, 
or three or four of him did because of her tears, over the 
top of the bright hill and out of sight, and she knew that 
she was destined never to see the big bike er good guitar 
or Kirk again and she thought of writing a poem about it 


and about all the other things she was destined never to see. 
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Fate, though, may have played another card because 
Bev bee 
she thought she saw him on TV fresm famempe’ being clubbed 
by a policeman, but it was impossible te tell because the 


person moved so. 


Dr Cullen decided not to have any discussien en the 
Dickinson poem, being tee tired te ceunter Mrs Hernden 
or to submit his spirit te the vacuum fermed by Drury 
and Elling. He asked if there were any questins abeut 
the final exam but immediately turned his head dewn te 
the netes and books en his desk and began te put then 


inte his briefcase. 


Mr Drury has no questions, being in circumstances not 
so trivial. Under a stinking wet tree full of parrots 
and six inches deep in mud lies he, staring at the leaping 
technicoler gash in his thigh. "I wont make it,” he tells 
the corporal. 

"New don't you talk Sir! Why..." 

“Neo. No.1.” 

"You..." 

"Itts..5” . 

"Oh Ged SirS Den't say it Sir. Den't say nething." 

"Stinking muds" 

"Oh Ged Sir}* 

“Here here Corperal, den't act like some old maid up 
in Connecticut. I'm dying. That's a fact." 

"Is there. Ah mean can ah do...?" 

gis 
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Mrs Hernden. theught ¥... Drury waa tahing a fit, | 
bumping down agin his chair and eanaae: Dr Cullen was 
still stuf fap? his briefbhse and didn't notice him. She 
anticipated Drury's flailing around. under the desks while | 
a scarlet Dr Cullen tried to seize his tongue. When Sullen 
finally snapped his briefcase shut and looked up to 
announce higgemel What's all for tonight" he said nething 
because charife. Drury's bulk shot back in its chair and the 
iutnPeorked his eyes areund the room and panted. Lorri 


are poet tefijoin her fer coffee. 
Dr Cullen was too tired te say anyvhing witty and just 
waved his arm to dismiss them. g? 
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don’t have enough thieves, we have to import them," the lawyer 
shrugged, a grim young man dressed Wall Street save for a blood- 
red cravat. 

Had Buzz kept a diary the sole entry for the seventh year 
after retirement might have read: Roger takes over company 
completely and milks it, sells most of the patents to the 
Japanese. The one for the eighth year would read My Evy dies 
Shoveling snow. 

After Evy’s death he sold the house and contents at auction 
and went to Florida to live in Coral Gables near his daughter, 
Gwen, who taught ballet at The University of Miami. 

That very year they cut the dancing program, so she’s off to 
Tulane with her Latin lover Carlos, who she claims has only been 
helping her with the electric in her Coconut Grove studio. (He 
did, in fact, show wiring plans to Buzz who told him "You don’t 
have to draw me a diagram.") 

After they leave, it proves cheaper living in Miami Beach 
but the angry faces of many of the other retired people irritate 
Buzz. Sweetness, the black counterboy at Wolfy’s consoles 
"They’re all New Yorkers and they grew up snapping at each 
other about business. Only now they got tans. And no business. 
Don’t take it serous. People are the same under all the styles." 

Roger dies, and THE POCONO MESSENGER featuring the front 
page obituary touting that civic leader also contains an article 
about senior citizens sharing houses. 


Buzz finally moves back to Stroudsburg to a shared house 
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owned by a Mrs Lahr, where he is greatly appreciated, being, 
among other thing, Friday’s cook. One of the sharers, Miss 
Meniffee proclaims "I always look forward to Friday!" 

It’s nice for her to say, but for some reason things begin 
slipping--anybody can do Sloppy Joes and Fritos admits Buzz to 
himself. Maybe I’m getting too old to cut the mustard--which 
brings back the silly card Roger and Cecily had sent him so many 
years ago. 

In the back of his mind he has thought of contacting Cecily 
after a decent interval. Such a time has long passed when he 
sends a birthday card on a whim. 

He had walked to the mal! and was out of breath reaching The 
Little Card Shoppe, a franchise operation in the throes of a 
Nationwide promotion, and therefore full of metallic balloons 
which moved about in the air currents and kept bumping him. 

"May I help you?" inquired a gum-chewing young woman in very 
elevated, sharply clicking heels. Her badge read Merrie, asst 
mgr. | 

"Yeah, stop stocking all these gushy cards. And I’m coming 
in here with a pin next time!" She, amused, led him noisily 
through the balloons to a spin rack labeled TASTEFUL 
CONTEMPORARIES. He eventually chose a card featuring a black and 
white photo of a blind man with a cane who sported, though, huge 
Orange sunglasses. "Hey! Long time no see |! gotta say..." read 
the caption snaietne from his mouth, and then inside the card, a 


Platinum blond in a mink cape and nothing else kicked up her 
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orange heels, a bottle dangling from one hand and a down-turned 
champagne glass in the other. 
but feel free 
to have yourself one HELL of a birthday! 
She was a kind of pink soft-sculpture of amazingly elastic flesh. 

The day he mails the card one crocus breaks through ice on 
the tiny lawn of the post office. A week later a note comes back 
signed by Jacqueline Naismith, MSW. 

We are honored to say that Cecily is a guest 

here at Bide a Bit now. She asked me to report that 

He goes to see her and is confronted by a muttering, 
prematurely old woman in a wheelchair in front of a bright 
window, wisps of pale hair brilliantly vibrating, her flesh pink 
and purple, hands spasmodic, jumpy. Before he can speak she 
warns of the Pennington boys as he is holding her icy hands down. 
They had been stealing, he gathers, riotously digging up bulbs 
too, and going wild on the garden swing. Actually he had walked 
by that big house on the lake earlier, only to see a comic 
wrought iron sign featuring two doctors over a mound-like patient 
and the legend THE GYNECOLOGISTS SPEISENGLASS. 

Cecily stops talking and stares at Buzz for many moments, 
her eyes bluer, and younger, than he can remember. “Are you 
Roger?” 

"Roger is, was you husband. 1’m your old friend, Buzz." 

Fat Roger Jr enters and Buzz drops her hands. Roger wears a too- 


tight blazer with a FORD logo, open, his shirt beginning to spill 
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out the front like laundry from a truck. 

"I’m Buzz." Buzz extends his hand. 

"Isn’t everybody?" counters Roger Jr who storms into a 
monolog about not being able to depend on his new service 
Manager. “Now don’t let her pull that forgetfulness crap on you 
either,” he suddenly shouts from nowhere. "These guerilla 
fighters of the Altzheimers Brigade aren’t above a little 
manipulation.* 

"She’s been just fine,” assures Buzz. 

"Say, you worked for the toy company, didn’t you? I saw you 
in some old photographs in the mess of my father’s estate. That 
was one lulu of a communist used to own it, wasn’t he? So you, 
especially, shouldn’t be so rough on my Dad. He was fine 
until..." and Roger Jr nods in the direction of silently chewing 
Cecily. "Huh! She eating air again?” 

"I never was rough on your Dad or easy on him or anything 
else,” Buzz asserts. "] retired before...” and Roger Jr stares 
at him as if he’s the one with Altzheimers. “Anyway, how’s the 
business?" Buzz tries. 

*Which one? Oh, toy company? We sold to Koreans last year 
and they moved it lock stock and barrel to Jamaica would you 
believe? They just make the one thing now, Destructo World you 
probably seen on TV--that flies apart when you say the secret 
word? Complete junk, I mean complete! And they can’t make 
enough of them." 


At that moment the sunlight amplifies frail Cecily and they 
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both look at her. She drools but nonetheless quickens enough to 
pop: “Say the secret word and win ten dollars! It’s something 
you hear every day.” 

Roger whispers "Now she’s getting religious or something!” 
But Buzz tells him she had been alluding to a TV quiz show with 
Groucho Marx. “If you said the secret word a rubber duck dropped 
down with a Groucho moustache and cigar.” 

"Yeah, well that’s all too intellectual for me. I like 
sports." 

(And Buzz had thought all along that Groucho was mean until 
he softened with one contestant, a confused man, and was 
completely kind--Oh well that’s one on me he remembers telling 
his wife. In fairness to her, Evy was in the depths of her PMS 
and she snapped “Grow up Buzz!™) 

But he remains hurt, even now in this sunny room of the 
convalescent hospital. In fantasy Groucho says "Buzz, I would 
never make fun of you.” 

"Our toys were creative,” he tells Groucho...and the 
alarmingly real Roger Jr. 

"Yeah well, spare me that part of any business. I mean, 
spare me! There’s nothing but the bottom line. Forget that and 
you’re ready for a place like this. These cunt doctors bought 
the house? They wanted a rakeoff *cause they would preserve it 
and all that good shit! Yeah! Sure!” 

Buzz staggers a bit, ashamed he had abstracted for so long, 


and gotten a bit dithery himself. Cecily emits a squeal as Roger 
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Jr hammers on, his shirt entirely out of the front of his pants: 
"Bottom line’s the bottom line the bottom line--didn’t somebody 
Say that? Well, it’s about a rose or daisy or some such shit but 
it’s the same thing." 

Now Cecily tries talking but can’t, her head nodding 
vigorously and her hands out of control. Some hairs vibrate on 
her shiny chin and her son blurts "We ought to have Gillete in 
here sponsoring this show!" 

Finally she grates out secret and starts on word. When she 
says love, Phyllis Heller, blocky LPN, materializes to spin her 
chair around. “She talking dirty again? Are you, Miriam? 

Ooops. Not Miriam! Sorry about that! Miriam got a mouth like a 
longshoreman!" 

But Roger Jr. waves his hand before she can spin Cecily back 
around to face them again. “It’s okay,” he tells her. "These 
Altzheimers pretty much all look the same. Like the Japanese 
cars my competition sells. Anyway, we’re through. Stick her on 
the sundeck." 

Back in his room, Buzz, shaking, examines the bundle of 
cards again. The reasons we marry can’t just be that one and 
that one alone the faded brown ink still maintains. Two paths he 
reads from a card, two paths, and Buzz sees Cecily, in white, 
walking by the lake and murmuring over and over The reasons we 
marry can’t just be that one and that one alone, and he grows 
sick with remembered moonlight and cries softly into the dusk 


seeping into his room through the half-opened door. 
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"The secret word...is love" he whispers. 

Mrs Lahr ‘dtesnupes: "Hey! I°’11 agree to anything, but let 
there be light! I’m not that cheap that I won’t treat you to a 
little light from time to time." She flicks on a switch and 
spots the bundle of cards in his hand: “Getting rid of the 
evidence, hey? Don’t mind me. Nosy! I know you kept them all 
locked up, probably because they were so naughty!” 

Buzz suddenly visualizes the inside of his small Sanyo cube 
refrigerator, sees frosting aglint in the dark. He pushes the 
cards aside and rises to fetch the Entemen’s Ring Danish. In no 
time he is frisking to the coffee percolator also, dragging a 
sleeve over his face to wipe a remaining tear or two, an action 
quietly noted by Mrs Lahr. 

"Is this the new light kind?” she inquires about the pastry. 

"No calories at all,” winks Buzz, "not a one." His hand is 
trembling as he cuts, or rather hacks at it, with a butter knife. 

"I know you’d never lie to me," she laughs. 

He sits in his Lazy Boy recliner and she on a desk chair by 
the window as they eat and drink, a dark magnolia tree looming in 
back of her squat profile. 

After she places her plate and cup and saucer in his small 
sink he ventures, "Why go all the way back to your chair? Plenty 
of room here.” 

While bouncing Mrs Lahr on his knee, insofar as he can, 
a prelude to tugging her back further into the recliner, he will 


intone with a straight face, "I bet you’ve never done this 
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before." 

And her eyes will assume a glee which contrasts to her usual 
rosy calm. "Never!" Pulling off fragments of his remaining 
Danish to feed him, almost singing: “Let’s just do the best we 


can, Buzz. That’s all we can do." 
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Image and Flame 


The Present 


"Vot a lucky boy! The birthday boy!” 

"You never mind who’s a lucky boy or who’s not a lucky boy!" 
his grandfather informed the old man. He wondered how this 
tattered bum even knew about his birthday. Then his grandfather 
announced: "This is who Gramps told you about! Your present!" 
immediately beating the other man around the head and shoulders. 
"You too!" he screamed. "Smack him good!" 

The boy whaled away, but only could reach midway up the 
black overcoat, which shredded and unbuttoned as he pounded. 

He scraped across a greenish brass beltbuckle and quit, but the 
grandfather ceecreted Gata out of breath, then stuck a ten 
dollar bill in the beaten old man’s overcoat pocket. 

With the boy watching from the window, the old man staggered 
down the porch stairs, pausing at the blinding sidewalk to 
extract the money. The pocket came out with it, disintegrating 
into a purple dust as the old man squinted. 

Meanwhile the chortling and puffing Gramps was dancing, 
reliving in exaggerated form some of his punches. 


"Grandfather, will there always be Nazis?" 


"Yes!" he windmilled, scarlet, “and always us here to bop 
them good!" Gramps stopped to place a bony hand on his shoulder. 
"But look,” he panted, noticing the few dots of blood on the 


boy’s frail knuckles, "“let’s patch that up--you know your father 


and mother." 
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Little Candles 


"It’s simple. It’s selfish. You help others and it makes you 
feel good. You do it for yourself really," shrugged Rebecca, a 
diminutive redhead pouring coffee into a mug. “Hey, I don’t catapult 
out of here to a bar every Friday now.” 

The lanky Gerry bit her lip. "Well I’m afraid to miss my 
Aerobics. It’s Jeannette the instructor. She whines if somebody 
doesn’t show up. Holy God when I think of it, everybody’s a terrorist 
in my life!" She twisted the string around her tea bag to coax a few 
more drops into the styrofoam cup. They dented her reflected face in 
the middle of luxuriant chestnut hair. "I do their will!"--she looked 
up from the tea at Rebecca--"to prevent emotional catastrophe! 
My...mother comes to mind. Her will be done or watch it! 

So, anyway, at any rate, after Aerobics and before Trevor I can give 

up an hour or two. So l will come--but I won’t like it. My life is 
busy enough, cowardly though it be." They sat side by side now, atop 
a cluttered desk. 

"What’s Trevor like?" asked Rebecca. "You have thirty seconds 
before my boss arrives. He’s young and tries to make sure breaks are 
precisely timed.” 


Gerry couldn’t reply at first, but then sputtered "He... 
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owns things. Every time I see him he owns some more. Always the best 
quality and something that does...more somehow. I have a little CD 
Player but he has one where five or so dises sit on a sort of round 
thing, turntable"--Gerry put down her tea and stirred a hand in the 
overheated air as copy machines shuffle-thumped in the room behind 
them--"and ...this turntable clicks around or something depending 

on how you clap your hands.” She clapped her tong hands in 
wonderment. “Does that sound right?" 

"Yeah, but he can’t be that much of an asshole,” answered 
Rebecca, staring ahead. 

"Well he’s nice from what I can tell. I’ve never been out with 
him before but he’s been in my company a few times--double dates or 
just a gang of the girls meeting him and some guys." 

"I don’t want any more of that." Rebecca was shaking her head, 
the thin red hair vibrant in harsh florescent light. “I’m running out 
of time." 

"To get married?" 

"To get anything. I can’t do any more of those Guiags.” 

"That desperate?" laughed Gerry. They had been looking out the 
window at gray rain-blackened trees being shaken for the last of their 
foliage--but turned to each other now. 

"I guess I’ve read all the wrong magazines and books--self-help, 
new-wave, you name it." Rebecca affected a visionary face. “Hey! If 
they’d said to smear my tits with lard and watch the men pant around, 


I’d do it. Well I wouldn’t now. I don’t do anything anymore. 
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I don’t have to. I help people who piss their pants, those far, far 
less-than-zeros to the Trevors of the world. And you know? It’s the 
best thing I’ve ever done: I can be myself and nobody cares what I! 
wear." Rebecca smoothed down her miniskirt. 

"You always look nice, so petite.” Gerry said. “Whereas |! sort 
of lumber.” 

"Uh uh. It’s okay for you to be yourself in any situation 
because you’re tall and pretty. Well...beautiful it pains me to say. 
Whereas! Well let’s face it, I’m a halfpint and...well what my 
mother’s girlfriends call plain. Oh 1 do have this natural mole and 
thoughtful dimples which drill in when [’m quizzical and can’t fuckin 
decide anything." She pushed a short finger into her cheek. "Then 
all of life goes by, smiling through its asshole and carrying a whole 
bushel of self-help books." Gerry laughed lightly as Rebecca went on 
to demonstrate the dimples. "I fake them really, only piquant factor 
I got going, by sort of s-ucking in my cheeks like this, see? 

Chipmunk style. I can become dangerously cute! Any men around? Hate 
to waste this." 

"Shouldn’t I gather some?” Gerry flicked her chestnut hair in the 
direction of the inner offices. 

"With you here it’s a wonder they’re all not sucking around 
already,” Rebecca said, bending her bare knees inward as if to make 
herself smaller. 

"They...won’t get too religious on us and the unfortunates at 
this soup kitchen or whatever it’s called, will they?" Gerry inquired, 


sliding forward to the edge of the desk. 
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"Don’t worry. Hell, I was born Catholic but don’t believe a 
thing they say. Anyway, you’l!l like Sister Lucy. She’s the one I 
promised her 1I’d bring along another warm body tonight--if you can 
understand the alleged English of that. And believe it or not she 
likes a raunchy story if you can get her 6 sit still and listen. 
Actually she reminds me of my father in that way. He was a church 
organist who carried a portable one around with him--a lay church 
organist. After he finally left, Mom took to watching this show The 
Christophers, where they said it’s better to light one candle than to 
curse the darkness, you know? So that’s what I do--the darkness is 
the area without a boyfriend.” 

“Well I’m in darkness and a Presbyterian to boot.” Gerry drained 
her tea with exaggeration. 

"It’s okay, the bums won’t care. Mother became a Baptist. They 
deal with drunks better--she’s also a drunk. The Baptists got her 
into a home with bible-beating souses destroying each others’ ears. 
Thus have they made of their hell a paradise!" 

Gerry, still perched on the very edge of the desk, pondered that 
comment with a wry smile and crossed her long legs, a balancing trick 
considering her position. Next to her, little Rebecca crossed hers a 
short beat afterwards--as if they formed a kind of show business act. 

When Gerry got to the shelter’s dining room that early evening, 
a regal if frail black man appeared in his underwear and as quickly 
exited when Rebecca came out from the kitchen, her red hair frazzled 
in the middle of a cloud of steam. "Hi! That was Mr Chostermill-- 


Loony Tunes and Merrie Melodies." She whirled a small hand around 
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her head. 

Gerry waved her own trembling arm to indicate the scruffy 
room full of long tables covered in 9il cloth. "Not, uh, quite the 
office." 

"Hey Mr Chostermill is at least interesting, whereas all the 
people around us in that office are vapid bores. Even in my old 
place, deadly though it was, I at least had a hot affair," Rebecca 
whispered, placing a hand on Gerry’s shoulder and staring up into 
her eyes with mock gravity. 

"You never told me." Gerry, too, was whispering, but then 
Rebecca spoke out in a quite audible voice as individual men 
sidled in and sat at the tables. 

"Yeah it was with Paper Cups, that’s what I called him. 

Life and death struggles about paper cups! He was honcho for that 
stupid part of the entire stupid operation. Married man would 

you believe?" Rebecca attempted to arrange her steamed hair with her 
hands. "Perhaps I’m expiating that part of it with this charity-- 
so-called.” Her qualifier cued a bag lady to stagger in from the 
street and plop herself and accessories down in the middle of the 
floor. “Anyway he had to choose finally between the wife and me and 
paper cups. You know what he decided,’ and we both threw him out 
therefore. And then the company threw him out too. Even paper cups 
betrayed him. We meet for lunch sometimes, wife and me--always in a 
fancy restaurant where we go dutch, appropriately enough, and don’t 


run the risk of any paper cups.” 
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The bag lady snored. "That...was miraculously fast,” remarked 
Gerry, her profusion of hair and her slimness noted even by the 
half-aware bums waiting at their tables. 

"Just Madame. Madame Marta!" Rebecca yelled abruptly. 

Madame’s eyelids shot up in a nest of several coat sweaters. 
"Germans took it, Russians took it," she sobbed. 

Mr Chostermill re-entered, still in his underwear. “Her home,” 
he explained. "That Europe is the god-awfulest place,” he confided 
to Gerry. “Even worse than this." 

Sister Lucy materialized from the kitchen, tiny and darkeyed, 
wearing a sort of army shirt over her habit, wiping her reddened hands 
on an apron. "I don’t think we need your help on this one, Mr 
Chostermill," she informed him, but he didn’t hear her, or anything, 
for he had lapsed into a wall-eyed gaze. 

Introductions were made and Sister Lucy asked Rebecca to deal 
with Madame Marta, and Gerry to help Mr Chostermill find some clothes. 
"He...looks dead.” Gerry gasped. lt was as if a fine gray net 
had descended on ebony Mr Chostermill. 

"Just a few million more brain cells checking out,” Rebecca was 
chuckling. ‘He’ll snap to.” 

He did and they’re soon at his locker in a dank dormitory room. 
The inside of the door holds a pinup of Betty Grable in bathing suit 
and heels, standing by a silvery airplane inclined towards deepest 
blue sky. Her head is twisted round to glance over a pink and creamy 
shoulder, under which her rear resembles a plump inverted heart of 


salmon red. Gerry spies one pair of trousers and one shirt hanging in 
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the locker, both crisp and clean in steel-gray light. "Let’s 
see-eeeceee now,” Mr Chostermill ponders what to wear. 

Choice generally presents itself along a wider front to Trevor 
Tressor. He has of course many more than one pair of trousers and one 
shirt, but just one creamy Alfa Romeo, and, alas, one Macintosh 
Computer sans color. At the restaurant he dwells on this particular 
lack until Gerry worms in her experience with Mr Chostermill, growing 
uncharacteristically excited when speaking too of Rebecca and Sister 
Lucy and Madame Marta and the crushed men who came in to eat. 

"I don’t know what I was thinking of when |! bought it!" Trevor 
must explain when she stops to breathe. He is tall, nearly 
cadaverous, and the immense sockets holding his dishwater eyes darken 
in defeat. 

"What’s the problem? You want color, you get color!" she very 
nearly shouts at hin. He peers at her with melancholy, stung by her 
insensitivity to his misstep in consumption. It seems at this point 
that all eyes in the Turkish restaurant rest on them, but as she lifts 
a sesame cracker dipped in hummus to her mouth she quickly fears that 
the crowded room is attentive only because her hands smell vaguely of 
urine, and she visualizes her last task at the shelter, sorting 
laundry with Sister Lucy. 

She had rushed to wash them in her own bathroom, before the 
punctual Trevor came, but a perfumed liquid soap cailed SO-OHHH 
SUBTLE! proved not up to life that particular day. 

The restaurant is a converted gas station and the metal locker 


in the Ladies’ Room fortunately proves to be not merely a prop, 
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still containing the gritty powdered soap of the mechanic. She likes 
the pain of washing with it while making faces in mirror imitating her 
instructor Jeanette, the aeroic whiner, and Trevor. 

"PRINcess of Sweat!" she announces finally, “you must get to meet 
the...Hamlet of the Consumer Culture!" 

While putting back the box of soap and slamming the metal door 
she sighs "Oh gee Mr Chostermil! I want your choices! Marry me, sexy 
Chostermill! I’1! get my own shirt and pants and throw everything 
else away! All the shit [’ve surrounded myself with, so I can keep 
working to buy more of it. SO-OHHH SUBTLE my ass! Made, created 
especially for advertising. No wonder it’s lousy--like everything 
else in this country. Insane!" But she’s feeling guilty about making 
fun of Trevor since he seems decent enough. “Trev,” she whispers, 
turning away from the locker, “there’s got to be more to you, but for 
some reason [’m just not seeing it because that sexy, wily old 
Chostermill is seizing my attention with his dying brain! Old, dark 
hypnotist!" 

Gerry returns to sit opposite an enormously fat, caramel-colored 
man studying the tall menu. She babbles "I know it ’s the last thing 
you want to hear, Trev, but I’ve got to talk more about what 1 did 
today. It was just a couple of hours or so but..." She looks up a 
few minutes later, breathless, expecting to see Trevor’s bored, heavy- 
lidded eyes. Instead the moon-faced man with gold-rimmed glasses 
explains "You must forgive me for letting you go on. I lost my wife 
recently and you’re so like her in your fresh loveliness and vitality 


and enthusiasm--I feel uplifted, honest to God! I came here just 
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wanting to stuff my face and get a little drunk." She mutters 
something she instantly forgets, and there’s suddenly Trevor to escort 
her back to their table, like a patient who had wandered away from 

the ward. 

He, of course, knows what she needs, and it surely isn’t helping 
negroes in slums or restaurants; she, of course, wants to get out of 
there fast, so he stuffs a breadstick in his mouth. 

Something quickens in her during the ride to her apartment, the 
only sound the spin of the wet tires, and her lungs all but burst 
while bolting from his car after she had bit off "Thank you and I’m 
really sorry for the--" Her hair flies back red and black in the 
faint, dappled light of a streetlamp in the midst of lurching, 
skeletal trees. 

Sister Lucy answers on the first ring and Gerry unleashes a 
ten-minute flurry ending with "Do you have to be a Catholic? 1 must 
be going crazy! But what I do in that office is so awful and so 
useless. Oh I am such a little asskisser! Where is my life? I! mean 
1 think it’s somewhere but I can’t find it! Oh I know this all sounds 
addled and schoolgirlish to you! But I just had to, was compe! led 
to--" 

She goes on a few moments more before Sister Lucy yells 
"Whoa there! I’m sure as hell not Mother Teresa and neither are you. 
Well I shouldn’t say that about you. We don’t know about you yet.” 

Gerry begins sobbing and then gasps "Well I better hang up...I’m 


sor-~" 
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"Hold on, Woman! I didn’t say we couldn’t talk about other 
things. There are a lot of them, no? Life isn’t just the shelter 
thank the Lord! Say anything. You just want to talk is all. Don’t 
worry, I’ve felt that way. We all have." 

Hours later she removes the soaking receiver from her ear, hardly 
remembering anything she had said, only that she had to Promise Sister 
Lucy not to come to the shelter until a week elapses. “Wired as you 
are tonight” sighed Sister, "“you’d exhaust us all. But most of all, 
Gerry, | sense what we call a honeymoon. That’s when people get 
all benign and moony and want to save humankind right after their own 
canonization is instantly declared. Whereas I worry not about my 
future sainthood or bringing humanity up to snuff in the next ten 
minutes, but where my next meal is coming from, or rather where my 
next thousand meals are coming from for the shelter. I’m talking 
about the grit of this business and the grease of politics. 
And...well, much begging in addition--what seems the basest part to 
most people is really the easiest." 

"I wouldn’t mind begging!" Gerry had pleaded. "I’d much prefer 
it to shoving away the hands of every sleazebag manager I’ve every 
worked with.” 

When I say anything at all I always say too much, she whispers 
into a dawn filtering through the many front window panes as pinkgray 
as the inside of a seashell. Her eyes burning and her hair matted 
next to her soaking ear, she becomes aghast at how long she had talked 
to Sister Lucy. 


"Shit no I’m not going to bed!" she exclaims as if a judicious 
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person had suggested it. “Wasting my life that way too! Usually to 
sleep away depression. At least tonight’1! be different. She ends up 
going through old music albums, sorts them into piles after flicking 
off the lights because of the glare on the album covers. They fell to 
drugs was one category...they fell fice fame and strangled in 
middleclass life, another. 

"But it’s normal life," she sobs. “What’s wrong with it? It’s 
what everybody gets! Whereas I’m ravening around my apartment in the 
middle of the night like a mad woman!" 

These fell from fame and became assholes! It comes to us all. 

"Yeah? Well not me. I’m getting out of this Gulag somehow!" 

She ultimately falls asleep atop the albums, wakes up trembling 
and frightened, and then puts on a heavy, musty sweater. "Am I of any 
use?" she asks, staring up at an airplane, its red and blue running 
lights sliding along the pinkish sky. “Hey, Betty Grable! I’ve got a 
nice ass too, she giggles, shaped just right if short on substance. I 
try to keep it to myself, although I’d like to use it in my arsenal of 
lovin’ tools, Betty Grable, but oh the cost is so so high, to say 
nothing of all the bullshit you have to listen to. Did 1 tell Sister 
too much, Betty? I’m feeling too ashamed to see her again. 
And honeymoon is such a curious word, Betty, don’t you agree? What 
kind of honeymoon could you have with bag ladies and frail, 
frail tramps?” 

The plane gone, a few stars still shimmer through the dawn sky. 


She goes into the bathroom to note in the lighted mirror her caved-in 
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eyes and wild hair: You! So that’s what a saint looks like? Shit 
you’re no saint! That’s for sure! 

"I don’t care what I am I’m going to be better!" she exclaims 
aloud. 

Read that in a selfhelp book did you? Any more little mottos? 

“There could be." 

Gerry, you’re just a phoney, going here and there whenever anyone 
asks or yells. You never had a fuckin thought before! What’d you use 
your head for? She is hitting it. 


The next moment she’s slumping onto a sof. "Go away. Sid you 


thoughts now! I’m no saint and I don’t have the verve to be a sinner 
either. Is it written, verily, that there there must be a Mr Paper 
Cups in my future?" she sighs. And she sees one, pudgy and benign, 
leaning back towards a backyard where kids play in and out of barbecue 
smoke, and wifes stretches out in a -Shelae lounge, smoking, picking a 
shred of tobacco from her upper lip. 

She shakes loose that domestic image only to see the women who 
run around her neighborhood Acme Market around dinnertime for 
something, anything, to microwave for the family: their tailored looks 
and drawn faces...and claws of hands. 

"Sister said that happiness is a byproduct. Where’s their 
happiness? The byproducts are in the meat they buy in those flat, 
frosted packages." 

She rises from the sofa. “Compulsion be dammed, hey Mr 
Chostermill and Madame Marta and Sister Lucy and Rebecca! We’11 hold 


hands and dance in our own crazy circle, the rising smell of piss 
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keeping all the respectable people away, all the walking-dead women in 
their drycleaned suits and cellular phones, all the Mr Paper Cups 
wanting to use me to dirty up their pallid lives." Gerry dances in 
the dim apartment. 

Later, she wonders if Sister Lucy will eventually let her stay, 
and how long--and how far to take the religion of the thing. "I’m 
really not anything along that line..." she remembers telling Sister 
Lucy. “!l was brought up Presbyterian, sort of. I!...just don’t 
know..." 

"You don’t know much of anything do you?" Her own voice startles 
her, standing close to a window and watching her haggard face in one 
rosy pane. 

Gerry goes to a closet to get the jacket she uses on solo hikes, 
crushes it to her face to smell! the woodsmoke and dry leaves. 

"J. C. he said something like you have no mother or something, 
or let the dead bury the dead? Well 1 have no mother or boss or 
aerobics witch or state-of-the-art gentleman caller.” 

She looks out on the empty street, a sheet of newspaper dancing 
fitfully, and imagines the lonely men lining up for breakfast at the 
shelter, this same newspaper wrapping around a straggler’s legs as 
Marta Marta, affrighted out from cluttered sleep, keens to them of her 
lost European home. 

Stepping back, she notes her image repeated in the numerous 
panes; flickering, each, as a draft comes through the apartment. 

Puts on the jacket and massages her taut neck; then, for some reason, 


she laughs uproariously, eyes marvelously cool. 
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"You are little, Sister Lucy. You can’t hold me out! And don’t 
you die, Mr Chostermill, at least not in the next hour or so!" 


She buttons up the jacket, rips a ski cap from a pocket. 
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Word 


Flashes of chrome stab a sullen yellow light, and purple clouds 
mass behind a sudden pair of boys skidding BMX bikes to all but pin 
another boy to the chain-link fence he has rested his own BMX against. 

“Bad machine,” compliments the larger one, his face and hands 
Oriental in that odd light, though he’s a freckled redhead. 

"Word!" adds the smaller one to underline his companion’s 
appraisal. Below, traffic thunders while merging onto the highway, 
and the lone boy suddenly feels the fence vibrating against his back 
as he engages in the compulsory sneaker check with them--identical 
brands and models, dirty hightops with laces undone. 

"You just move in dead Harry’s?" Vapor curls from the larger 
one’s mouth. 

"I guess.” 

"He guesses,” spits the small one into ash-gold weeds. "So why 
don’t you know?" The two inquisitors straddle their bikes, the 
smaller one leaning far to one side. 

“Anytime, buck each, no shit!" The big one is pointing to the 


large silver bottlecaps laced through both wheels of this new boy’s 
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bike. A local brewery had attempted to promote a sort of carafe with 
a flat cap but couldn’t get the seal to hold. 

"No big deal. My father give em to--" 

"Where you come from?" The big boy interrupts. 

"Parkside." 

"Stupid neighborhood. Why move here? From Parkside to River 
Edge. Just as stupid." 

"Word!"-- again this intensifier from the small one who shifts 
from side to side, his bike frame too tal! for him. 

"My parents. My father mostly. He likes to...move." 

"Move? Yuppies and faggots move up to The Heights in Parkside. 
The faggots fix up all the old houses. You move in there and you get 
fuckin AIDS!" gushes this small one. A few drops of rain whip at them 
and darkened Burger King napkins flap around and are sucked into the 
fence as trucks hiss below. "We lived there with my real father 
before all the fags. He was Italian or something. What a slum! 
We lived there with my real father." 

"Shrimp always tells everybody too much." 

"Fuck you!" Shrimp’s vehemence shocks the new boy but the other 
laughs, and then abruptly whispers "You ride with us?" 

"I don’t know.” 

"Come onnnnnn!" this bigger one coaxes, his red hair raised up 
like a fan from the dark wind, the stretching intonation meaning just 
for now, it’s no big deal, nothing to lose. “We're gonna go back of 


Shop Rite. It’s bad! There’s a blueberry pie, I know." 
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"Word! You should know," adds Shrimp, delighted. He has leveled 
his bike, his toes barely touching the pavement. 

"He means | smashed it in yesterday with my mother so they’d 
throw it out today. She goes: Wil! you hurry up? Why are you 
lingering? Rah-AN-dol-uph! She’s hollering at me and I’m shoving in 
that fuckin pie box good!" 

"Lingering!" the redhead and Shrimp squeal it together, an old 
joke, and then repeat it several times, both nearly tipping over in 
their mirth, but the new boy doesn’t join in. 

Instead, “Randolph?” he smirks, stepping towards them, a quick 
shaft of weakened sunlight skimming the spokes of the bikes and 
highlighting the bottlecaps on his wheels. 

"Rocks! call me.” 

"I’m Badger,” he invents, having an uncle who helped train some 
of the Wisconsin football team offseason in his health club. 

"My new mother don’t ’llow no nicknames!" Shrimp winces 
as if awaiting her punishment. The light darkens abruptly on their 
faces as the luminous rim around the thunderheads narrows. 

"He’s Shrimp but near his house, Victor-Emmanuel--that’s 
some emperor in whatchacallit, Pizza-Pigout-Land or someplace. 

The new boy laughs and Shrimp reddens instantly, dropping his bike, 
both hands soon in a flurry grazing them: "1°11 get you both for 
that!" The older boys take the scant threat in good grace. Below, 
there’s a lull in traffic with just the occasional wheeze of 
airbrakes. 


"Hey Badger, was that lady crying your mother?" 
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Shrimp couldn’t wait for a reply to his big friend’s question. 
"You’ll get divorced, we got divorced," he sped. 

"She always cries. We don’t take it serious,” shrugs Badger. 

"Hey, mom’s cry. They all do," affirms Shrimp. “I’ve had a 
bunch.” 

"Word!" Rocks agrees. "Mine yells a lot more, but she cries 
too." 

"The same broken tiles like our last house? That’s why I left. 
They were just talking and talking and talking about them, these 
fuckin tiles. They wouldn’t stop,” he shrugs again. "It’s crazy! 

Mom sitting in the tub ripping tiles left and..." Badger stops; he is 
Saying too much. 

Rocks nods. “Yeah they get off on little shit like that and then 
they go on fuckin-forever!" 

"Word! Yeah, parents. They never know when to fuckin stop 
talking,” Shrimp underscores, vapors rushing from his mouth and 
hanging in the darkening air, "Was that asshole your father, one 
trying to fix garage door? He goes: one more minute and then I rip 
the fuckin thing off its... whatchacallits?" Shrimp is almost 
dancing, spit flying with his breeaths. 

“Hinges,” Rocks injects. 

"Word!" Shrimp becomes hysterically emboldened, his real voice 
hopping a wet octave before diving into imitation: "I thought I’d 
shit! He goes!: Had it fuckin right fuckin minute ago!" 

But his basso version of Badger’s angry father cracks towards the 


breathless, squeaky last, and now the three boys comprise a kind of 
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menacing field within the heavy air as Badger moves ever so slowly 
towards Shrimp, and Rocks dismounts. "What shakes with this ‘asshole’ 
bullshit?” Badger snaps at both of them, knowing that no one can call 
your father that until you do first, that it’s a rule everywhere. 

Shrimp drains of color and Rocks steps aside as Badger 
approaches. The light becomes a dirty yellow flicker among them. 
Below, trucks shoulder in a lemony glow. 

Rocks blurts “He don’t mean it in a bad way. We all call our 
fathers ass--" 

Shrimp backs away, and then scrambles onto his bike. “Yeah! 
Honest! Word! I got two and they’re both...assholes!" Badger yanks 
him off the bike which jumps forward a bit and falls to the ground, 
its front wheel revolving slowly. Shrimp’s head is forced down into 
Badger’s crotch. 

"Stop you fuckin faggot!" Shrimp screams. 

Badger releases him. “What you so nervous for? Next time I’11 
let you kiss itin 

"I don’t go for no shit like that!" 

"Not yet, huh?" The three boys are scarlet as Randolph steps 
gingerly between the other two. 

"Shit! Badger,” he whispers. "We never get that fuckin mad! 
They must all be crazy in Parkside." 

They stare at their sneaks in the amplified highway noise and 
don’t know how to part. When the two larger boys finally look up, 
they see tears in Shrimp’s eyes, his lip trembling as the sun breaks 


through suddenly. 
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"Some..." he starts whispering, "some people take a bath once in 
a while!" 

"He will when he gets his old lady out of the bathtub!" Rocks 
yells and they all laugh, though Badger, his heart beating furiously, 
joins in late. In the brightness, Rocks’ greenish teeth unsettle him 
further. 

Behind the dumpster at Shop Rite, they have eaten the smashed 
blueberry pie and flaunt their blue hands, then perform sticky high 
fives. | 

*What’ 11 - call ourselves?" pops Shrimp. 

"Three From Hell!" Badger screams, leaping on his bike, leading 
them past the loading docks to careen down the driveway and onto the 
sunny street in shrieking, breathless giggles. 

Buster lanucci is shocked into flattening the trajectory of a 
blackened cabbage. It thumps the side of the dumpster. ‘You hear all 
that noise? There are women out there!" he informs Lucy Devaney, meat 
department apprentice. "They want my rotten cucumber!" Swathed in 
rubber rain gear several sizes too big, she is hosing down the 
platform. Deep inside of all that yellow her violet eyes hunger as 


she plays the hose on Buster, forcing him back into the store. 
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Avia Morrisey 


1) What the hell’s the difference what I do? They froze me 
out of promotion and I’m finished! Where I have the means 1°11 help 
you, where I don’t I won’t, so I’m sending you to Colgate. You may 
have wanted to go somewhere else, I don’t know, but that’s where I’m 
sending you. And don’t...oh I can’t talk to women since your mother 
died. Well, anyway, don’t...well, be careful, if you do, uh do, uh 
what...uh--anyway, be a nurse or something. 

2) Ah, love let us be true to one another! 

3) So she left me to screw some Grease-Bum, my Mother! Can you 
visualize it, them sliding around the greasy sheets? 

4) Gee you’re smart in most ways but in that way you’re 
retarded. 

5) Honey they send you right place. If you change, you betta 
fast! If you don’t, you bettah bettah stay same! 
Down here, everythings go so down, even sex don’t help none down here. 

6) Madonna oda wombah blundada. 

7) NO RECORDS EXIST FOR THE AFORENAMED OFFICER 


8) Wombah blundada automatique! 


9) Madonna ada wombah blundada! Saintah Saintah! 
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10) MITZ-IH-IN-KUH!-KUH! -KUH! 


NOTES 


1) From phone conversation, Captain Brandon Morrisey, United States 
Navy, about to be retired. 


2) Matthew Arnold, and unnamed literature instructor, who, 
allusion-crammed, couldn’t erect at critical juncture. 
For Avia, no critical juncture. 


3) Avia couldn’t visualize. 
4) Again, Lucy Eccles, roommate. 


5) Mona Many, drunken nurse in Susseluh-land who served The Gentle 
People. Drove a Jawa motorcycle even more battered. 


6) The madonna with the wooden dick. Reference to the crude machine 
of monkeywood Avia cranked up with a galonna-shell handle in order to 
demonstrate The Rubber to Susseluh-land women as blank as she. 


7) Morrisey, his captain’s hat cocked, died at halftime in the bar of 
the Naval Officers’ Club in San Diego after repetitively shouting "Go 
Army!" Army went on to lose 16-7. Since only the navy knew they were 
related, and it lost him, Avia was never notified of his decease. 
(Small estate ended up at Bide-a-Bit, where he had been drying out as 
she graduated Colgate in Public Health.) 


8) In a moonswept clearing on an achingly gorgeous evening the 
machine very slowly elevated itself as Avia slept. Thereafter an 
entourage moaned after her on her rounds--scattered frequently by the 
careening Mona Many on her rusty Jawa. (The automatique is a 
linguistic remnant from a French occupation from 1884-191 


9) The madonna without the wooden dick! A double saint! 

What The Burning-Patch People screamed as they rushed by her to throw 
themselves into the volcano. Had viciously elbowed aside The Gentle 
People along with their obscenity-spouting nurse, sans defunct cycle. 
Had been forcing Avia up and up the burning slope, their charred sores 
smoking. When it seemed they would hurl her in, she flung away the 
ascension device and huge prophylactic. Despite the flare-up of 
sulphurous fumes, it proved the right thing. 
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onferring for hours on end in 
(A gutteral fricative-click- 
1 frustration. ) 


10) Exclaim today’s young women after c 
her hammock with Saintah Saintah Avia. 
spit: most tortured outcry of Susseluh-landian sexua 
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"Listen to this, Jerry! Il tried to sell Pecky Warren of Rich 
industries in Buffalo, and he told me to come back in three months 
"cause they were way over inventory? Well let me tell you about the 
soft way my Japanese supervisor treats what he regards as failure by 
repeating it: Way over inventory, ah yes. Way over inventory, ah yes. 
Then the last time he says it, for that particular day I mean, he 
laughs like it’s the greatest joke ever, you know?" 

Jerry hadn’t heard it all but offered "Inscrutable"-- 
his voice resonating with the raking sleet. 

"Inscrutable my ass! Just another way of grinding your balls. 
I’1l take old spastic Harley’s hopping and yelling and screaming 
anytime. Besides, everything is business is scrutable really. Too 
much so.” 

And later that odd form, scrutable, rasps Jerry’s mind amid the 
shuddering waves of sleet and hail and snow. The little toy with its 
tiny wooden bomb still rests on the cardboard box, and Jerry can’t 
reconstruct, eyes jammed shut, whether the Japanese ships were 
depicted flatly on a sheet of cardboard or had been smal! wooden 
models. But when he opens his eyes, a tiny ship flickers, made 
three-dimensional by the threads of the old rug. It vanishes but has 
delighted him in his sadness, his childhood imagination returning 
somehow. He clicks on the brute of a floorlamp, and the sudden yellow 
light makes the attic look more ancient and mellow, more deep along 
its shadows, and smell more sharply cold. 

When he looks through the bombsight at the lamp, the lenses are 


gummy, the crosshairs inside fuzzy. He breathes on the lenses and 
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The Secret Word 


Driven by insults to play touch football with them, Buzz 
hoped Cecily would come to the field anyway. "You’re too sweet 
on hert Be with the fellows sometimes! Why she’s making you 
into a regular sweetie-boy!" elbowed Josker Albright as. they 
walked back to their side of the ball after a chaotic play, the 
other team jeering. The shirtless Buzz halted a moment to 


squint, his face green from the brilliance off the grass. He was 


trying to find her in the bleachers, and those jeers intensified 
now, with his name being hooted by players from both sides. Some 
began squealing Cec-i-LEEEEEEE! When Josker flipped the ball to 
him after another botched play, he added, winking, "Give her 
something to think about, Buzz, old man!" 

The something to think about proved to be the uncoordinated 
Roger Reddington de Graf, who stopped by 16 Songbird Lane with 
orange mums, jerking alongside them in blinding light as the slim 
Cecily flung open the white doors. 

Buzz had to start Lehigh University that next week; Roger 
stayed in Stroudsburg to help his father sell Fords. Unknown to 
Buzz, he devoted the rest of his time to Cecily. 


Unknown to Cecily, Buzz threw himself at beer drinking and 
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those girls of Bethlehem who shared that activity--often cleaning 
him up afterwards. On the verge of flunking out two months into 
the semester, he began sending a series of cards to Cecily, 
usually showing couples in fog, sither among ancient forests, or 
on beaches crowded with driftwood. The verses of these cards his 
roommate, nicknamed Drunk, labeled muzz-fuzz-haiku-y-looie. 


moon on the pond 
and then..... 

@ Stone@..... 

and many moons 


my footprints 

YOUTS. coe 

two paths..... 

one, 

COn. eee e eee ee GEOPNIEY. weer cecesvcene 


a heartbeat 
a shudder 
a silence 
of flowers 


Buzz chose not just these artistic expressions, but others 


of more pedestrian strain. 


Thinking of You... 
Just a note to say 
You’re one who’s not forgot. 
Sorry there’s been some delay 
"cause I care for you a lot! 


I know I’m not clever. 
That much I have to say. 
But a true friend is forever, 
For this and every day! | 
Towards the end of first semester, after a brutally dry 


period of hitting the books, Buzz catapulted back to the local 
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girls. He had spent Thanksgiving break at Drunk’s parents’ house 
in Scranton, and for Christmas vacation had joined his own 
parents at an aunt’s retirement village near St Augustine--zero 
chances to see Cecily. 

No more cards were dispatched until Valentine’s Day, when 
for some reason he sent a comic one in the shape of a gold key. 

Hey why not open that trunk? 
AND LET MY HEART OUTIS!E2 EFF iite 

A little like a shellshock victim clamping onto an obscure 
faith, and after he and three town girls--an intense week 
each--had gone through each other, Buzz finally got around to 
writing Cecily his one heartfelt, if circuitous, note: somehow 
begging that she reform him while he, presumably, awakened her 
sexually. It had been immediately, too, after religion had swept 
in, prompted by a revival meeting in Bethlehem which Dean of Men 
Brendenhof had strongly recommended to him. Buzz had been saved 
and afterwards met over hot cider and cinnamon donuts the one 
local girl, Gladys Alderfelder, who knew she could tame him. 

"I told my mother about you,” she informed Buzz a few days 
later, "and she’s says you’re oversexed and should see a doctor, 
that young men can ruin themselves and never have a good career. 
You’11 never be a good engineer, Buzz, "cause that’s all you 
think about." 

That one sincere note to Cecily had arrived after her 
elopement with Roger Reddington de Graf, and she sent it back 


with all the cards and a tissuey note saying Dear Dear Buzz, the 
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reasons one marries can’t just be that one and that one alone. 
She had written from her new home on the lake, full of the 
antiques Roger’s mother had given the couple. 

After college, Buzz worked as a designer and model maker for 
The Foothills Toy Company, owned, strangely enough, by the Pocono 
Mountain area’s most flagrant Socialist, Bret Hansen, who became 
very fond of the apolitical Buzz. 

He retained the bundle of cards Cecily had sent back and 
eventually rubber-banded it when the lavender ribbons 
disintegrated. His upfront wife, Evy, whom he had met at a toy 
industry convention in Harrisburg, had already proclaimed, and 
more than once, “Your past aint my business and vice versa--if 
you’re one of them gets jealous notions." Buzz kept the cards 
and Cecily’s note in a locked desk drawer, and actually did get 
upset thinking of what Evy may have been hiding, making a 
fruitless search one night when she was at her canasta group. 

After ten years or so, Roger Reddington De Graf and Cecily 
bought a one-third interest in the toy company, on the very day 
Buzz was hospitalized with a hernia after lifting the clay model 
of Monstro-Robot. 

Cecily and Roger, upon reading of his hospital stay in 
THE POCONO MESSENGER, sent him a card of a cartoon man, very 
bony, swathed in bandages and on crutches, surrounded by broken 
machinery and scrawny dogs. 

i might be 
too old to cut the mustard seein’ 
all this rout, 
but I’m still full of beans 
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and sauerkraut! 

He visualized her at sixteen by the moonlit lake, and 
repeated quietly from his hospital bed, "How many moons? O how 
many moons?" 

Nurse Lucille Nitti overheard. "Yeah and lots of water 
under the dam too, huh, Honey? You do b.m. yet, Honey?" 

"1 will inform you," he pronounce firmly. 

"Il Like the sound of that, Honey!" she fluffed the pillow 
around his rigid head. f 

The years, and the moons, flew and the couples had each a 
late child, Gwen for Buzz and Evy, and Roger Jr. for Roger and 
Cecily. Both Dads were thirty-three. The children went to 
different schools and ultimately attended the University of 
Pennsylvania, but never met, either there or in Stroudsburg. 

On Buzz’s fiftieth birthday old man Hansen suffered a fatal 
heart attack, and diehard Socialists from all over the country 
attended the funeral. He made provision in his will for Buzz 
which the New York lawyer had to explain several times: "You must 
immediately retire, and then you receive a generous monthly 
stipend for the rest of your life.” As Buzz shook his gray head, 
the lawyer explained further that Hansen felt that his heirs and 
the other owners might, he quoted him, “sell out to sharpies. 


And the first thing they do in the land of the brave is to raid 


‘the pension fund." 


"That sure sounds like him,” offered the shaking Buzz. 


"Some West Germans did just that to A&P Store employees. We 
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Cyclist 
Woman 
Cyclist 
Woman 
Cyclist 
Woman 
Cyclist 


Woman 


Cyclist 


Woman 


Cyclist 


Woman 


He he won’t run far, | mean, uh, like he is 
Yeah he will. You don’t know him. 
hoe stay here till he gets back 

No need. 

All kinds of weirdos around. 

No argument there. 

Are you sure... jacket? 

No. I like the way I look and feel. Breeke on me 
you know? You would too, if you looked at me. 
Excuse me? 

We were only having sex. 


No big deal. Ooops, I do 


hear him coming back. I suggest you get out of here. 
He can be crazy--you heard him growl. 

If you think I should. 

I work at this church here. 


Give me a call. Delky. 


I know it’s a funny way to meet, but I like biking too. 
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She quickly responded to the blank face revolving to her by 
commenting "I, I’ve been out of touch. Problem with a girl].® 
They both pondered the statement for some moments, watching a 
dusty, rocking sign announce BUD LIGHT over the cash register, 
"I almost thought you was one, drinking the white wine and all." 

"I hate to think she’s one." Referring to the young woman 
celebrating in two time frames. 

"Some people are just winners!" he finally hissed, and his 
caustic tone led the frustrated bartender, al} wrapped up in 
cables and controls in the dining room, to take it personally. 
"You hear any sound?" he coyly inquired to show them he was 
paying some attention, though all glasses now stood empty. 

"We don’t want to hear no fuckin sound! It’s bad enough." 
It was her first macho outburst and no one paid attention but the 
young bartender, who revealed a Partial shrug. She, though, was 
surprised by her vehemence: How drunk are you? she thought. 

"That’s what she does all right,” insisted the guy next to 
her, "she hops up and down on the TV. I buy drinks for little 
teases-- that’s what I do." 

"Me..." she whispered turning a book of matches labeled with: 
the name of this dank drinking room: SECRETS. "Me 1 just fuck up 
relationships, one after the other...after the...” 

"Hey that’s war! Welcome to the club. You know,” he went 
on sagely, his thin eyes brightening as the output of the BUD 
LIGHT sign lurked across them, "I’ve seen you here, but not for a 


while. Anyway, you’re no rookie. Though the white wine stil] 
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makes me wonder." 

"yeah...well I, uh, have to take it real easy tonight. 
Anyway, I’ve been in with"™...and she mentioned the self-ordained 
"Gang of Three" females, her own name last. 

"“They’re a good bunch. The Albino Mouse can be a little fun 
at times. Yeah, she likes to hear the raunchy shit if you know 
what 1 mean--but just hear. Don’t scare her,” he winked. 

"I?1]1 try not to.” How strange she was pleased to find out 
she represented some standard in his view...but mouse? Albino 
mouse? She checked the mirror to see how pale she really was, 
noted some light hairs spiking out from under her Phillies cap. 
"r,...we all could use some more tan but with all this skin cancer 
scare blasting from the TV all the...fuckin time!" She took 
abrupt notice of the bartender suddenly behind the bar, his 
electronic career on hold. “My turn to buy!" she blurted, but 
her companion would have none of it, shoving his pile of money 
forward. 

"Never mind, I have to spend all this or 1?1l be even more 
pissed off. If I got no money left you can buy then. "Cause 
then 1’11 know what an asshole I! really am." 

"Il salute your masochism, or it that macho-cism? Myself 
having education in both fields." 

"It’s exorcism, like in the fuckin movie." 

She smiled narrowly at his wit, almost immediately 
regreting the encouragement, for there followed a slow and 


endless monolog where she, drainingly bored, repeatedly asked 
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herself how she could have gotten trapped into yet another of 
these conversations--though the first time as a “male.” This 
time, some hobby of his, toy trains or goat collecting or 
something. She injected little uh-huhs while visualizing what 
she labelled now as her former little bore, the Frenchman, he in 
a piquant pose while offering that much-rehearsed Gallic shrug to 
some tramp or new sucker, batting his weepy eyes at large life in 
general. Only laugh we ever had was over stupid circus poster ! 

"WOOOCO0000 you hear that wind?"--even her flesh-and-blood 
bore at hand was giving up in the midst of his own massive detail 
concerning Lionel cabooses. “And they said fuckin light winds! 
They said no fuckin rain!" And he spewed on about the faulty 
weather forcast as if it were yet another personal betrayal. 

She tuned out again, the chrome tops of the bottles ranged behind 
the bar and repeated in the mirror blurring to one molten mass. 

But started listening again when something sick she couldn’t 
have heard, but heard, infiltrated his tone, rendering her ill 
and weak. 

",...and and and she goes out and hangs her little undies you 
know? Just about every night. Panties big as my fist. Must fit 
s-s-skin-tight.” She observed, her heart starting to race, that 
he was gritting his teeth, his small eyes darting, which actions | 
he stopped in order to sigh "Let’s say we help her get out of 
them tonight. How about it? You and me I mean. How about it?” 

"Not a particular hobby of mine.” 


"Right on the river up a little hill. 1’m going out of my 
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mind, man! Every time I go by there, there she is, hanging those 
bitty panties. And this this this one little light behind her 
you know?" his voice had lingered on the image, stretching the 
words, his eyes turpidly peaceful, then quickening with "But you 
can see enough! Can you! Jesus! In the fog and that weird 
light she’s like a goddess in a whatchacallit, picture book or 
something.” 

"Shadow and substance, virgin and whore,” she managed to 
whisper. “‘You’re drunk.” 

"Fuckin ripe! I call it. Her I mean." 

"Uh huh. And asking for it?" 

"She will." 

"Of course.” 

"Damn straight!" he struck the bar. 

"Well she won’t be hanging them conreney. an the rain--to 
inject a measure of realism." 

"Then we’!l give her something better to do. If you’re man 
enough.” 

She was beginning to feel seriously sober, and for some 
reason pictured the acrobat back on her frig, forever teetering 
in his practiced stupidity. "Do l...actually hear rape?" she 
breathed. 

"Hey! Come on! I don’t never mean brute force. We’ll talk 
to her first and then...? Well, she’1l come cocoa...” 

"The old Bananna Royale! “ she found herself enthusing, 


while nearly crying. She began rattling hysterically. “Well it 
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is in any case. She’ll have to get used to those options. 
Famous fuckin options! ’Take up the woman’s burden, slut!’ as 
the whatchacalllit, poet says." 

"Fuck the faggot poetry, I’m talking some real shit here, 
heavy shit.” 

"What a stupid fuck you are!" spilled from her, but she 
quickly pointed to herself when he looked hurt. "Me! Me I mean! 
Il was talking about..." When he slowly became even more puzzled, 
she excused herself with "Hey! I gotta piss like a wounded 
moose!" an expression she had heard when a child and had used 
once or twice to gross out the precise Frenchman. It had a 
different effect on the young bartender, who looked up 
quizzically from a VCR manual. 

In the mensroom--For Studs it was named--she went first to 
the booth and then fled to the urinal after she thought she heard 
floorboards creak, indicating he might be joining her. 

And when she heard the door open, she peered up to yet 
another mirror tilted above, showing her hand shaking nothing, 
her face wild among the sayings written there responding to: HOW 
WD YOU DESCRIBE YRSLF IN FEW WDS? 

quick on the trigger 

stud for sale 

old maid’s death dream 

AC DC and bound therefore to please 

was I here in. prev life?--it all smelled like piss then too 


hung and tasteless 
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How long Lord oh how long? 

Pushy and BAWDY she added with the lipstick suspended from 
a string, then drew a ragged line through and wrote a girl. 
Behind her, he threw a penny into the urinal. She held her 
breath. 

"Whoa! You must’ve caught something pretty serious... to 
piss that noisy." 

"Wouldn’t be surprised...all the places I’ve been.” She 
twisted round and zipped up as he took her place. With his slack 
face and blinking eyes among all the sayings, he laughed when he 
came to her entry. 

"A girl! I love it! That’ll get their attention all right. 
Hey! I’11 tell you! They can make you into one all right, 
fuckin women can!" 

The sound of that penny echoed in her mind. What was that 
all about? What if he’s gay? And what if he takes me home and 
finds out in a typical semi-swarm of passion that I’m not a 
fellow? 

She waited for him to finish and they walked back to the bar 
together. After a few minutes of silent drinking she asked 
"Know what I’d like to see? You were talking about a replay of 
Phillie’s error you know? When I came in | mean? Well I’d like 
to see them put on the instant replay before the play. Like when 
a guy misses the stupid football for the Eagles and they show it 
again and again from every angle but up his asshole? And every 


time he just keeps missing it? It’s just too fuckin 
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heartbreaking!" 

“Hey it’s just a game!" 

"There’s no such thing. There are no games. None. We play 
at them ’cause that’s all we know to do, but there aren’t any. 
Not really.” 

"Shit! and I thought that’s all there was,” he mocked. 

"Well, anyway, I’d have the replay show him catching the 
bloody ball...and one step further as I said--one leap for man- 
and woman-kind: I’d have the replay before the actual event--like 
with the mystic broad by the mysterious Brandywine we’re going to 
rape or somewhat rape...or or or invite to her raping?" 

"RSV fuckin P!" 

"We could see how we did, study our slick moves, decide how 
much she bought in or...” 

"How much we had to lean on her?” he smiled. 

"Right! We could watch it first and then make the actual 
event come out right. Make one fuckin thing come out right!" she 
cried, "that’s the beauty of my invention! Oh why didn’t I think 
of it before?"" 

"You’re weird!" as he was picking up her glass and staring 
down into it. ‘Whatever he’s drinking,” he told the studious 
bartender, “give me a fuckin gallon of it.” 

Later when he picks up his large bills from the bar, leaving 
all the rest, a smell of coldness comes off his hands, and she 
notices for the first time that his small, hunched shoulders are 


heavily muscled. 
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At that point a fantasy of beating him up seethes in. “That 
enough?” she asks him again and again, hitting him whenever he 
tries to answer, preventing his answer. He drops a heavy tool 
kit of some kind, and with that clunk is transformed into the 
unbalanced acrobat on her frig, begging her to desist in heavily 
accented English. “Beat you back to level!" she is screaming, 
the redheaded barfly suddenly back of her, encouraging her in 
hissing French--though in plain fact she sleeps at the bar, her 
disheveled head in her white white arms like some discarded, 
rusty thing. 

"Ready?" the real him asks. 

"Way that river’s been rising," she answers whistfully, “we 
should wait a bit for her to float by." 

In her car following his, she intends turning off at the 
first chance. "It’ll be bye bye asshole!" But she doesn’t turn 
off at the first intersection...or the second. "Forget this 
shit!" she yells against the wind rushing through the open 
windows. “Masquerade worked. That’s enough! That’s the bitter 
fun of it. I passed the test as a man and it was too easy. But 
how crazy you think I am? You can get real crazy-ass whacked-out 
in rebounding, don’t I know that! But you don’t destroy your 
sex! Do you? Oh why do I push so far? Why do I always have to 
push so far? Why can’t I ever stop? Why can’t | stop now?” And 
her eyes fill hotly, then become ripped-back, icy, as the wind 
flies in and she follows the red lights of his Bronco skittering 


from the wet pavement and snaking into the fog. She sees herself 
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in the rearview mirror, her ravaged face backgrounded by reddish, 
smoky fog. "I’m a girl, a woman!" 

"Yeah well fuck you!" 

"Yeah fuck me fuck everybody. What the fuck’s the 
difference?" she is crying and beating the steering wheel. "1°11 
I711 1711 tell her I was drunk. When she’s all the way 
humiliated 1°11 talk to her. I’1l love her. I will love her. 

I will love away all the pain! Nobody can love like me 
goddammit!”" She shakes and the mirror vibrates as she screams. 
"I didn’t know...this crazy! I didn’t know! Drunk! 1 must be 
drunk. But it’s not enough...say you’re drunk. You are guilty. 
You are still guilty! And it’s not that ’cause I’ve never been 
more sober. More alone. And why is it so fuckin cold? Why is 
it always so fuckin cold?" 

The river is raging when they get there and climb the 
incline upto the woman’s house, the bare bulb shining exactly as 
he had described it, fanning weakly through planes of rain and 
down the muddy slope into the brown, rushing water. "Hey!" his 
whisper pierces “you part mountain goat or something?" Then he 
slips, windmilling furiously. “Hey! Help!" She turns to watch 
him slide slowly down into the river, gazes at the speeding water 
as he is spun away. 

When she turns back the woman is present, the single bulb in 
back flaring her hair, her eyes still discernable in her dark 
face, firm, seizing eyes. "I expected you,” she says, her voice 


small in the feathering rain, seeming to quiet the river too. 
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"I wanted you to express your hatred, your violence to your 
sex...will you throw me in river too? Then will your ache cease 
do you suppose?" She stared calmly at this sole intruder, the 
mists between then. 

"I didn’t throw him in! Assholes slip it’s what assholes 
do; first they set up their stupid asshole world and then it 
kills them. It’s always that way." She is screaming. 

Then you’re the greater asshole, since it’s their world you 
want--worshiping his cold hands or some baby thing! Hard hands. 
Self pity leads to such excesses, such moral stupidity.” 

(And he is trapped by seething brush within the hammering 
water, alive enough to see her dancing through planes of misted 
light.) 

Among puddles she slowly dances, and stops to take a bow, 
holds it for approval. But the other woman snaps "That’s dead 
too, that act, all your acts. And moods. Violent one moment, 
smashed down the next. And dimples at your age! Drilled into 
your face by some kind of infantile concentration." 

“Not that conscious,” she pants, the vapor obscuring her 
view of the strange, peering woman. “At least not always. 
Well...do I go or do 1 stay?" 

"Go back. Remain a man. What you really want." She waves, 
her hand trailing remnants of fog. 

"Yeah. That’s right, what I want all right,” she sobs, 
"they’re less afraid and more free, men are! They don’t even 


think about what they do. I had to go there. I had to try. 
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See if I could get some of that. Oh it wasn’t to find love-- 
that’s for Sure--whatever love is...male or female...like Pissing 
into a spaghetti strainer,” she quits sobbing to smile wryly, 

to listen to the subtle wash of air. 

"Don’t you smile at me for sympathy! Litle girl with 
affected trace of the vulgar. That Whore Pattern you tried 
first with Daddy won’t work here!" 

"What will?" She steps up the incline towards her and into 
stronger light. 

"Nothing made of words," whispers this other woman. 

At that she becomes silent, removing the baseball cap, 
flinging it into the river as the wind lifts up her bright hair 
and all sound ceases. 

The cap thrusts past him just before a swaying root grips 
his foot and pulls him under. What he sees in that final instant 
is a terrific vibration as the women close, their entangling 


hair one, leaping fire. 
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He/ 


She/ 


He/ 


She/ 


He/ 


She/ 


He/ 


She/ 


He/ 


She/ 


BODILEEWOMPA , 


My God is EVERYthing parody? 

Yes. That’s the idea. 

Well then, what am / doing here? For one thing, I’m 
comparatively ancient. 

What else? You’ve been invited because you’re our friend! 
Don’t they know there was a Civil Rights Struggle, let 
alone World Wars, wherein rights have been preserved and 
won for them. Why even in the Reagan years, his going 
after bureaucratic fat, excising soma...well, a little... 
was itself in a great American tradition. 

The civil rights thing is King and the Jig-a-Boo-Boo-Boos. 
World War Two is Deucey-Goosey; Reagan is Flick Dude. 
Hitler is Step-and-Fuck-It. Presidents Carter and Clinton 
are Cornpone One and Two. The Woman’s Rights Movement... 
Let me guess. Skirt Dirt. 

Broadway. 

So what? It’s just a game, like Monopoly or something. 
Maybe more silly, sexist, and racist. 


Lot more than that. BODILEEWOMPA has been translated into 
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He/ 


every important language, and Iran and Iraq and Senegal and 
some others are using it exclusively. That is, it comprises 
their entire policy, foreign and domestic. 


God help us! But, this too shall pass. And, in the 


meantime...why are they screaming? And what? 


She/ SKUMPA! is the word for us to get out of the way. 
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The Heights 


He was running his dog in what the inhabitants of 
surrounding developments called The Heights when his dead wife 
came drifting past in a golden balloon. The dog yapped and 
yapped, so Dick threw the ball as far as he could and off bounded 
Spud into thickets laced with beercans. The balloon had become 
fixed against a creamy cloud. 

"1...don’t know the etiquette for these things,” he finally 
yelled over the hot winds, hands thrust down into his Sergio 
Valente pockets. "Or if I’m nuts.” 

"You needn’t shout,” she whispered. The sound of the wind 
ceased when she spoke from radiant gold, the clouds rushing by in 
back of her. 

"You sure?" he puzzled in a conversational tone. Things had 
quieted, though not as much, for him too, and his voice sounded 
as if it came out of a bottle. "I don’t believe this you know.” 
Her hair whipped around as gold as the balloon when a blue patch 
flowered behind. "But what if I do? Believe | mean,” Dick 
Plodded on. “I mean..-.you must be here to tell me something 

The gas fired and the balloon shot up thirty feet. “Whoa 


there!" he shouted. 
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lt was now directly overhead and he had to shift his feet 
among the shadows of clouds, craning his neck to see just a slice 
of her chin hanging over the wicker edge of the basket. Now all 
noise stopped again but she didn’t speak. "I...1 still don’t 
believe..." he finally started to stammer. 

"It makes no difference.” 

"Spud has been fine!" The balloon was drifting again, this 
time to a region of sparse clouds. As a result he could better 
see her, erect as usual. Her hair a bright whiskbroom sweeping 
wisps of clouds, enough of the sky flowed sharply past to begin 
hurting his eyes. "You’re looking nice,” he blinked, “can you 
tell me anything about what it’s like?" 

"What?" 

"You know." 

"You can see.” 

"Nobody’s bible anywhere got balloons in it." Pockets of 
sunlight and shadow chased each other over the windy meadow until 
she spoke. 

"It makes no difference,” she informed him. "What anything 
says." A shadow across the balloon relieved his eyes. 

"Well you haven’t changed much, that’s for sure. 
Everything’s just about as good as anything else." Two gas 
blasts followed and she was a hundred feet to the luminous East. 
"Still touchy too!” 

Now Dick thought, It’s a hallucination because of all the 


light smashing around up here...I’m seeing things...but...what 
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can | lose? "Honey? Should I marry Stephanie?” 

The question didn’t bring her back but her voice carried as 
well as it had previously. “It makes no difference what you do. 
And your life will change today." But suddenly the balloon was 
obviously flying back, that gold abruptly widening as the sky 
receded. 

"Hah hah! Look at this, will you? Stephanie’s the magic 
name all right." The wind took hold of that name and echoed it, 
hollow and loud. To Dick it vaguely recalled the feeling of 
coming out from under the water when someone had been shouting at 
him. 

"You liked her!" he insisted, stepping back briefly--as if 
fearing that balloon would swoop down and sock him. 

"You’!1 do what you must." 

He felt somewhat more confident as it stopped, and then 


floated upwards to a black-edged, orangey cloud. At any rate, 


talking to the dead hadn’t really proven all that difficult. 
"] like the way you try to make me think that I’m the same old 
stupid shit again, like I can’t make my own decisions or 
something.” 

She said nothing, where in the past she soothed him--and the 
whole business often ended with sex. So he grew puzzled and 
mused a good while, like a man who couldn’t remember playing a 


card. 


In the interim she had very quickly traveled nearer than 


ever, bearing the same placid face she suffered with on earth. 
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This shock of closeness unleased a variation of the same 
objections, and some actual kicks, his last one fortunately 
missing a softball-sized rock. "This she comes back to say? 
Like...I’m a shit again and what I do makes no difference and 
never did?" 

One huge blast of gas...and the bottom of the wicker basket 
was the size of a facecloth. 

"Wow!" he mocked, "Blast off!" Running and dancing through 
the bright grass he added “I’m not impressed. It’s only 
Prun-away ! Imagine! And [I thought that dying was the last 
time you left me!" He was gasping for breath and running 
aimlessly. 

"It’s no use"--he could hear her just as clearly from that 
great height, and even over his increasing gasps--“nothing is.” 

He stopped running and waited to get some air. “Get Merry 
Sunshine up there!" he eventually whispered. "Nothing is no use 
nowhow nowhere! Such bullshit! Ah what the hell is the use? 
1’m dreaming anyway. Heaven couldn’t be that stupid.” 

Now he screamed upwards, starlings flapping out of bushes in 
black bouquets. "And I will marry Stephanie! I?ll show you. 
Hey! She’s deep into recycling. So she can recycle me!” But 
what was intended as a joke depressed him, and he sat down on a 
rock, short of breath still, in order to address the dog-- 
banking that this sudden inattention would anger her, even at 
that distance. “What...think, Spud...ole boy? Marry Steph? 


After all, she drives...like Mario Andretti too. She’s another 
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dog? Steph? And fat you say? You were always giv- given to 
understatement, Spud little buddy!" Dick laughed and coughed. 
"Like Old Moody way up yonder there in her heavenly balloon, " he 
ended up muttering. 

But he shortly recognized a departure from his usual monolog 
to the dog in that Spud wasn’t there, hadn’t ever returned with 
the ball. "Come on, buddy, I can’t throw that far. Now come off 
it! C’mon Sp-UD!" he called. Here Spud! C’mon little buddy! 
There’s a good boy!” he choked. 

It was then, in a sudden, ringing silence, that he heard, 
just barely, the single, hysterical bark as if down a long tube 
from that balloon, and sure enough he could make out a tiny 
black-and-white tail trembling like a bit of string in a gap 
through the wicker . 

"Bitch!" he shrieked, leaping to his feet. “I should have 
known. Oh yeah even in heaven you’re a goddamn liar!" He was 
shaking a fist, squinting grotesquely as the bottom of the basket 
folded into a cream and cobalt glare. 

He couldn’t, of course, see Spud’s ball dropping from that 
great, glaring height. In fact, he had turned away and was 
already striding off and cursing in that vast green meadow when 
the missile struck him atop the head and drilled him to his 
knees. 

Somehow he ended up babbling and crawling his way to The 
Heights Swim Club where Raoul Pellitier phoned long-time member 


Stephanie at the recycling center, then dropped Dick into a 
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broken chaise lounge pushed against the wall at poolside, the 
shredded plastic webbing, burnt orange, waving round his ears, 
his bulging eyes like robin’s eggs in the light shimmering off 


the chlorinated water. 


Stephanie careens her white BMW into the parking lot, nearly 
sideswiping the arriving ambulance. In a few moments she will 
hold his hand in that ambulance, her green and knowing eyes. 

The stveddsute are forced to work around her, their arms 
seemingly coming out of her banana-cream dress--with the whole 
picture resembling a lurching circus routine when the ambulance 
shoots down hill after hill. 

Raoul extracts the keys from her car and soon fondles them 
like jewelry in his olive hand. And all the while turning them 
away from the pool to capture the right soft-lit angle, he phones 
Letty Ronks, recently back from Bard College. “Just picked up 
my new car!" he snorts, and then instantly purrs "C’mon, take a 


ride for an hour or so." 


134 


He Tells Me; I Told Him 


Now just listen to me a minute. I was in Exton at the 
library there and they had this display there, old letters and 
documents, you know? This one’s in brown ink on brown paper if 


you can picture it, and pretty fuckin impossible to read but I 


stick at it. Now listen up, I don’t care how many fuckin degrees 


you got. This poor bastard is asking for a pediar’s license 
"cause his gun “bursted” and blew his arm to shit. Can you 
imagine the horrible pain of that? 

But it fuckin destroyed me. His gun bursted! I love it. 
Then this historical society lady goes “It may have been proper 
grammar at the time.” 

I says "You just missed another boat, lady.” 1 mean like 
who gives a fuck, right? She ices away into the stacks which is 
what she could use more of in the whatchacallit, singular, and 
anyway there’s another chance for adultery in the cultural 
suburbs lost, like more’s the shitty, flat-chested pity. 

So anyway fuck her my fuckin mind is seized! 1 see the 
little ungrammatical old-timey prick, the one arm hanging down. 
And he’s...coming up this lane with all this shit to sell...to a 


farm... 
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I’m getting to the fuckin point you fuckin snob! 1 learn by 
talking but you don’t learn! Ideas not images? That’s your 
fuckin problem--just one. 

So there he was, and is, coming down that lane with all the 
lurching and rattling of the wagon. And like exPLOsions of 
dust!” 

And here’s the farmer’s wife like the bottom of a V coming 
at him with the kids trailing down both arms of it in all of that 
dust like a brilliant cloud, and they’re crying and fussy and 
falling--every fuckin thing. 

And what’s she see? She sees this copper pot glimmering 
there and it’s sturdy and’1ll last fuckin forever, but then she 
sees this real light fabric for a dress and it sort of drifts 
there. And then the more she runs the more it kinda...flows at 
her, you know? Flowers. 

Shit, she thinks, I know I should buy the pot. And the 
brats paddling and paddling behind and pissing the blues so how’s 
she even gonna think in all of that? 

Yeah, that’s all. If you got any fuckin brains you know 
when a story should end. They give refunds?...all these colleges 
you went to? 


You figure it out. It aint a fuckin AEsop’s fable. I’m not 


gonna say another word. 


Well now I gotta. 1 didn’t want to but I gotta. You better 


not get married I’11 tell you that. You won’t know if you’re 
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getting the real thing or a wrinkle. 

It’s only that only those who have been really really crazed 
should sell to the rest of us...and with us being dinged enough 
to know what it’s all about. Hey! Buying and Selling it’s human 
activity! I mean it’s as deep as any fuckin thing you can think 
of, man! It’s not like most of the shit you see around here, 
people fuckin sleep-walking with credit cards and not even 
knowing what the fuck they’e buying or what for. It’s deep shit 
I tell you. 

Like like like in Japan once, with the pines sort of lean-y, 
like they been at it forever. And behind them, the sea. There’s 
light here and there and it’s, like making parts of the water 
look thinner. I’m twenty so what the fuck do I know?...sand and 
patchy grass under...trees, and it’s hard to even call them trees 
*cause each one just got a branch or two sort of...floating 
there. 

I tell you I still fuckin remember it. The point? Oh yeah 
the fuckin point! Shit! I couldn’t forget that! 

This’11 destroy you: It was a Japanese print before I ever 
saw one in my life! 

Yeah well I’m gonna go on. It’s not screwing some little 
airhead that makes a man out of you, and laying on your phony 
college shit--for all of which you ought to be ashamed of and! 
should tell your mother about it too--it’s drinking in every 
fuckin thing you can and thinking about it so you can’t go to 


sleep cause your mind’s burning up! With everything, with this 
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scene in Japan and everything else in the whole fuckin world. 

I know it’s probably bullshit, but like with Newton and the 
apple? If mean how many people had been conked on the head with 
apples. But he puts it together. You gotta get it in here , the 
head, every fuckin thing in here you can, so you can put 
something together. No, not put together the apple, sarcastic 
wimp, though Wallace Steven wrote about putting a pineapple 
together. Yeah well you should be impressed ’cause |! devour 
everything I can get my hands on. Yeah? Well fuck this “you 
don’t digest it.” I1’11 do that ten years from now. Right now 
it’s Read, Baby, Read! Hey it’s a TV nation with shit-for-brains 
couch potatos! And that’s who’!!] be calling the shots--if you 
haven’t had your ball-chill for today. 

Well it aint, and it aint a sermon neither, and you’d be 
fuckin wiser if you went to church once in awhile anyways. They 
hook back a couple of thousand years almost. That says 
something. Shit no, even longer when you think that religion is 
a continuum back to the fuckin caveman! 

What does the painter do? He makes a picture. Is it there 
before he does? ‘’Cause he doesn’t make the same picture that’s 
there. He makes another one. But he makes the same picture too. 
It fuckin destroys me. 

I pick up this Galway record, Sam Goody’s. Two bucks ’cause 
the punk kids with the orange and blue hair, and the polyester 
assholes from Kodak and DuPont don’t want it. They’re like you: 


they know everything already. Anyway, it aint fuckin “career 
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enhancing" or some such shit. Like the garbage in Daltons: HOW 
TO FUCK YOUR NEIGHBOR OUT OF EVERYTHING HE HAS AND GET RICH IN 
THE PROCESS. Hey I go to B. Daltons when they got a tableful of 
Penguins or something, something nobody wants--aint career fuckin 
enhancing or something. I got this British thing by Laurie Lee 
about walking out some evening or something like that. Blake, is 
that? What do I know? Like he leaves home a kid and plays the 
fiddle for pennies and gets to London and works in construction, 
the greasy bottom rung of that class system that’s so admired 
here, and he gets a hardon for all the shop girls and at his age 
who can blame him? And then he goes "I went to Spain "cause I 
knew how to say please give me a drink of water” and that’s the 
kind of balls you need! 

Yeah it’s a sentence. I talk in sentences. I talk in 
prose. 1 tell you I’m really something. 

Anyway this record’s called Turn of the Century Japanese 
Folk Melodies and | put it on in my room of clutter and filth and 
I gotta quart of Yinglings in my fat fist and I listen, and I’m 
back in that grove in front of that hotel used to be for Royal 
Japanese Navy and all the maids are giggling and then I!’m 
thinking. I mean then back in my room in West Chester ’cause 
when I was twenty back there in Japan I didn’t think at all 
"cause my brain flowed down into my cock. 

Anyways, I see this farmer walking through there, through 
that grove, long long before anything like hotels or world wars 


or anything like that and he’s humming one of those tunes that 
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Galway plays on his flute, you know? 

And I mean he’s playing back then and he’s playing when I 
was twenty, Galway is, and he’s playing back in my room and he’s 
fuckin playing right now! Digest that, faggot! ‘’*Cause it’s art 
and art is then and now and fuckin forever! 

And now, right this second as you sit there scratching your 
nuts I got this painter going there in my mind, and there’s no 
more war or anything, and he’s finished his coffee so he can just 
think about painting the sea and trees in front of that hotel, 
you know? 

I tell you, Frank, you’re gonna die if you don’t just let 
your mind blow up! Just let it fuckin explode I tell you! 
Education frosts your balis! All these PhDs--capons! Parasites! 
Para-fuckin-sites! 

So this painter, what’s he gonna paint? He’s gonna paint 
light. That’s what he works in. And it’s gonna be light like 
it’s there and light like it aint, and and and and all together. 
I mean I’m talking about art, man! 

And it don’t make any difference anymore about all the 
freakin pain and the war and the horrible goddamn heartbreak. 

Not with him. Not there. '"Cause there’s something fuckin 
spiritual with that artist there in that grove...and in the whole 


world if you can only get your fuckin hands down into it! 
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Nothing Made of Words 


She found herself gazing out the window at her car under the 
rocking maples, a door left open. Her eyes lifted to the lashing 
florescence along the undersides of the leaves, but then she made 
herself focus the soaked driveway. Leaves plastered there had 
been fluttering their jazzy golds when she shoved off for work 
that morning. Now the wind shoved dark trees, the river 
shouldered past as rain thumped the roof in waves. 

She saw herself leaping from the car some drenching moments 
before, ei hair flying. "I could kick you in the ass!" she 
told that anxious, running, daydream ghost, and she wondered once 
again if such images of her just lingered in the air, the ones 
remembered most being attitudes of defeat--which she nonetheless 
held overlong, as if posing. 

And 1 thought only little Frenchmen posed!--she mused with a 
practiced bitterness--not romantic masochists. Oh well, I guess 
we hold the poses we get the most from. "Romantic masochists...’ 
such a lovely choice of words--redundant, like me. 


She went to the closet only to see that he had left almost 


110 


everything, each garment evenly spaced and hanging in its own 
soft light. "Why not? Probably a new wardrobe going on my 
Mastercharge this very minute. And why not? [t's fitting-- 


excuse stupid pun." 


"You’re excused, again." she replied to herself, "But just 
look at these fairy fashions! --running a hand over the tops of 
hangers. "In the ethereal sense that is. Hmph! that shrimpy- 
Frenchman-just-departed beat klutzy me in all the allegedly 
feminine senses and could balance on an egg. The Michael Jackson 
thing: a man prettier than you are.” 

She wandered into the kitchen to get the white wine out of 
the frig, shook the bottle and held it up close to her eye in the 
mellowing light of that small, cidery-smelling room. “Almost 
full. My God he was even fastidious with...sipping with his eyes 
closed as I gulped it down like the wide-eyed slob from the 
sticks!" she declared, popping her eyes at the crookedly 
dismounted acrobat in the glossy photo scotchtaped to the frig 
door, menace smiling under his handlebar moustache. "Smile on, 
virulent fuckin male! ’Cause you’11 never make it back to 
horizontal," she told him. "Can't ever be on the level, can you? 

"Impossible!" she pronounced in her highschool French, 
sitting down at that butcherblock table surrounded by small bins 
of beans and artificially yellowed posters of a pretend French 
circus. “Well, here’s to...? To Again. That’s it! Once again 


to Again,” she toasted and giggled and trembled. "Encore encore 
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encore!" 
"YUPPIE HEARTBREAK!...and other Phonies"--she became a movie 


director: "Take number seven or eleven, or seven-eleven," she | 


slapped her hands together. "Roll em!" 

It was logical that when the wine was gone an hour or so 
later, she would seek more. 

Soon she was dressing somewhat unsteadily in his clothes at 
the bedroom’s full-length mirror, the surrounding florescent tube 
lending her image an almost greenish depth. "Hey! What the 
fuck’s goin on, man?" she mocked, not him, her so-recent ex, but 
some archetypal male. "Phillies on the tube tonight? — Last game 
in fuckin season aint it? What you mean you don’t know? How 
*bout I break your fuckin head? Then you’!1 know. All the 
alleged men round here bunch of Pussies! You hear me?" she 
punched towards herself in the mirror, and then dropped her hands 
and smiled. “Not too-o000 macho now," she criticized in her own 
voice, though sort of ’pansified’--as if such camp would help 
make her real voice more feminine..."or you’ll scare just 
everybody!" 

She shoved her blond hair under a Phillie’s baseball cap and 
then wriggled into his elasticized undershirt. "Not all that 
much to flatten I must admit. An area where we were about equal, 
little Frenchman and me--the only one. Still sniffing the 
residues of varous deoderants, she weaved over the ziggaraut of 
black and white tiles and into the dark hallway, where fuzzy corn 


brooms decorated the walls. “"‘Hmmmm, heap musk, Lone Ranger! 
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Real Brut. Essense of bear crotch for sure! Anyway, 
Real-Man-Shit for sure! Foh-Ah! Shoo-Ah! Poor poor men: they 
can only have perfumes with guts!" she giggled. 

Winds rattled the windows and shook the fuzzy brooms along 
the darkening walls. “Just take a look at this shit! Whole 
place looks like a cunt, man!" she swaggered, and then slid down 
a wall in that hallway, moaning "I know all! the words but |! just 
can’t ever really get to feel vulgar. Like shit a million times 
I felt, oh yes indeed, but not ever lowdown, no-class vulgar. 
1711 have to work on it." ‘You’1ll have to work on it. Yes,” her 
schoolmarmy self crisply reinterated, she engaging in another 
dialog, playing with herself and her pain, the voices bouncing 
around the narrow hallway. Still seated, she dropped her head in 
her arms, a stray remnant of light of an antique gold 
highlighting her hair as she spoke. "Oh you are so very cute! 

So so cue-WIT! A tiny and pretentious noise in the precious, 
breathless, artsy-fartsy place! But more’s the pity it’s too 
dark to see your darlin’ dimples! Darlin’ little hammered-down 
apprentice whore--and a real American therefore!" she concluded, 
"And in all the poopy-doopy cutesy-wootsy artsy-fartsy! My oh 
my! Are we going to make everything rhyme in our real or 
affected heartbreak? Or both at once. I am Prince Hamlet--or 
pretend to be!" 

When she got to Chuckie-0O’s it wasn’t that much of a test, a 
compact man beside her seemingly intent on staring through the 


bottom of his scotch to the center of the earth, a melancholy, 
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startlingly white-faced redhead sprawling under a TV at the end 
of the bar. In her loose summer dress, her arms looked even 
whiter than her face. 

Big night! she told herself as the redhead absently twirled 


her hair. Periodic waves outside made their own washing melody 


of rain--caused, she worried, those acrid perfumes to rise from 
her clothing. Whew! Stinks 1 know, but from whence riseth 
romance? Armpit? Crotch? Soul? Are the three related? If so 
how so? And do they all have dark nights or just the last one? 

She studied the redhead, Pvery nearly beautiful save for 
coarse and hungry lips. Oh you bitch! she scolded herself as 
he, next to her, was in the process of looking up from his 
scotch, red-eyed. Atteh the young bartender poured her white 
wine, this man, revived, insisted on paying. 

"You see that other one leave? When you came in? Sort of 
tricky little mincey brunette?" he blinked and blinked at her, 
almost as if trying to stop tears. She shook her head, carefully 
since her baseball cap floated more than held. "Well, anyway, my 
good man,” he informed her quite fraternally, “there went 
thirty-three bucks!"--he had looked away from her to tell himself 
this last in the mirror over the bar. “And what’d 1 get? 

Brushed up against--a brush job--tit pressed in my back a lousy 

second while she leans over to watch replay of a Phillies error." 
"Could’ve been fifty, dollars that is, not errors. You’re 

lucky that’s all. Let’s see..." she began musing: “Bill of Fare: 


Knee Touch 12.50 


GARL: Io never find out. 
SLICK: Never mind all that nonsense of yours. Last I remember 
anyways, I tried Morocco. Sent me Christmas card from there? 
CARL: I may have, Slick. As vu know it all blurs when 
you move around a lot. " 
SLICK: It done all blurred Bie for me and I been staying here. 
CARL: AL any rate, your invitation caught up to me in Naples, 
and I had just come from Athens. Neither one of us is the 
world's best correspondent. 
SLICK: Carl! 
CARL: Uh huh. 
SLICK: It's miracle then. (kneeling at cupboard) And miracles-- 
CARL: (imitating SLICK'S voice) Gotta be celebrated. 

gallon of 
SLICK: (rising with/white lightning, glasses) You'all learned 
a lot few times you was with me. 
CARL: (as be nanaea a glass and SLICK pours) wWell1lll... 
if you have no black lightning. (He winces in his bad joke.) 
SLICK: Why that there's you yourself! Striking here and 
there and everywhere! 
CARL: (soft laugh as he offers a mock toast) Me? I represent 
the quiet, the benign, a party of one. | 
SLICK: Uh huh. 
CARL: Letting it wash over me until it all (throwing drink back) 
shuts down. 
SLICK: You was always too deep for me. 
CARL: I was never deep in anything but wine. 


SLICK: What's that one from? 


CARL: Omar the tentmaker. 
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Ford-3 


SLICK: Good thing he had a trade. 
CARL: Good thing I got one too. 
SLICK: Travelling professor of how to read hard writing. 
CARL: Gypsy of Letters. The G..L. Degree. But never mind me. 
(toasting) Here's to you! Your retirement. Whatever you're 
going to do. 
SLICK: Hunt. Fish. Remember. 
CARL: (dreamily) In the log cabin by the rushing stream. 
Living the postcard. 
SLICK: Was born here. Brought up. 
CARL: No kidding? Hey that's wonderful. (SLICK rummages 
around in the same cupboard again.) 
SLICK: Was here...I'm poking around yesterday...now it's gone. 
CARL: Way it goes. 
SLICK: Not this time. (turns and flips taped baseball to CARL) 
Hard's a rock. : 
CARL: I feel as if I'm catching this back in time. 
SLICK: Felt like I was throwing it same way. Towhead... 
no shoes. Knew it ail and scared of everything. 
CARL: I'm...sitting between two uncles in a pickup. 
SLICK: Crash. 
CARL: Never any glass in that windshield--a great advantage a 
lot of times, believe me. 

(a couple of beats as he examines ball. ) 
We taped the same way, a sort of spiral...left two bumps at the 
ends. (smiling) Slick, we're poets. | 
SLICK: Wrote hundred songs. Didn't make a dime. Now I can 
sing em all, play guitar till He gathers me up--(I'll) go crazy, 


more like. 


Ford—b 


CARL: Havent the least--you're taking care of. ...something. 

SLICK: My head gets...I get...turn all fuzzy sometimes. 

Doctor says live with it. Don't that beat all? 

(exiting in a sort of drifting way) Don't it though? 

Be right back. Have a drink. 

CARL: (showing half a glass) So it's all unwinding on you, 

ole Slick. It comes to us all. 

SLICK: (off) Lindsay Air Force base in Weisbaden! 

CARL: Huh. 

SLICK: Where we met. 

CARL: Yeah that's right. 

SLICK: Hah! Can get one thing straight! 

CARL: (after a beat or cwo) Come on back here. 

SLICK: Will soon's I remember what I come out here for. 

KEVIN: (off) Nicest compliment I've gotten since I've arrived 
(SLICK enters with KEVIN.) 

Hi, I'm the first arrival. Kevin. 

CARL: Carl. (They shake hands. ) 

SLICK: This here's Carl. My manners going along with my head. 

KEVIN: Did you have trouble finding it? It's a long way 

from just about everywhere. — 

CARL: I really didn't notice how long it took. I was a kid in 

the country and it brought some of that back. Truly beautiful. 

KEVIN: I...never go back anywhere--even in my head. Forward! 

SLICK: Now that there's just silly altogether. You don't get 

born every living day you know. 

KEVIN: I do. It's the best way. (3 


SLICK: I swear your foolishness-- 


* 


One time parka filled with air and he kept bobbing up and they all 
laughed, falling down and laughing on that blue ice. Awful, blue ice. 
(OLDTIMER, who has stopped nose-counting, shakes uncontrollably.) He 
managed...get air out and down he went! 

GIRL: Down aa ane Down he went all right! Down he (starts 
laughing hysterically) 

YOUNG MAN: (joining laughter) I knew you’d do that! That’s what | 
missed out there in the big time, you laugh! But...stop! You’ll give 
me a fit! 

MALCONTENT: (laughing despite himself) You...giggle maniacs! Come on 
now. Let’s stifle the gaiety. Our duty...the law...’s clear. Broken 
CARD! Some dignity now. 

OLDTIMER: (whining) I was third, International Olypics. Lahore! 
GIRL: (out of control again) Those the French Olympics? 
MALCONTENT: Must be, *cause look! (holds it up) a rubber in that 
awful mix of crap and beans and rocks and broken shit they fed him to 
break his card. Hey (waving it) It aint ever supposed to be ona 
moral basis! (weak HORN) See? It knows. 

YOUNG MAN: (in maniacal, fitful dance of glee.) Qo00 oco00 coco 
a000 cooo! 

MALCONTENT: Now now. Let’s get to it. (MALCONTENT leading, they 
fall upon OLDTIMER and beat him to death. YOUNG MAN drags him off as 
MALCONTENT and GIRL come down and sit on apron, try to catch breath) 
MALCONTENT: (to reassure) There's beauty in everything, they say. 


GIRL: I...don’t know. 
5 SLICK enters, horn under his arm. 


MALCONTENT: Oh Jesus! They sent FBI-KGB-GESTAPO-GE. (SLICK blasts 
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him in face with HORN! MALCONTENT strikes out in reflex) 
Accident my good sir! Accident my dear good sir! (SLICK abruptly 
gestures that they should get back to work. After a few moments he 
throws each an additional card and they work with two cards each as he 
sits and blast HORN! in triple, speedup mode.) 

Slow fade to near black; SLICK enter audience where he 
blasts away in speedup mode. Lights suddenly up full. 
GIRL: Oh no! 
YOUNG MAN: S-S-S-Sinkowitz warned against this! Called ita 
Kill-Series. 
GIRL: We’ve been Good! We’ve been...what more--? 
SLICK gestures with horn that GIRL should go one way and YOUNG MAN the 


other, leaving MALCONTENT alone at the beans. 


MALCONTENT: (slow paced) A...shoe...bolts...nuts...dog collar, 
parts of..is it a fish? And how am I to count it? One fish? one 
two...seven bones? Cone blast of HORN!) I know. My turn. (calmly 


rises and walks to apron) 
YOUNG MAN: I can’t even laugh. 


MALCONTENT : Yeah and fuck you too! Sitting out there thinking 


you’re so smart and superior. (Horn malfuntions and SLICK shakes it.) 
Where do all of you count your beans, huh? Dupont, Sun, Hercules, 
General fuckin and Nip-Miscellaneous MOTORS? (add any large local firm 
to list) some suckass communications EMPIRE? EMPIRE! (makes sucking 
noises) That’s you! That’s you! Or Or Or Or some BANK! where you 
lick the floor for lunch and then put your arm up the ass of poor 
people all the afternoon? Some government agency where you suck the 
dried-out public tit? Is that it? Hey? Hey? Hey? Hey? 

(obscene gestures and some mooning as SLICK hits horn on seat) 

Right here, kiss it right here, keeps you in practice for your job. 


ee ee 


Oh excuse me, your poSiS!tion! And don’t think everybody doesn’t 
know! There are no secrets. (SLICK rushes stage and smacks 
MALCONTENT with horn) They exit and we hear beating noises off. When 


they reach cresendo, battered MALCONTENT reenters. 


GIRL: He’s alive! Maybe it just a brutal beating and that’s 
all! 
YOUNG MAN: It is in the contract that a...displaced beancounter 


can have his/her final say. 


GIRL: What about the oldtimer? 
YOUNG MAN: He forgot to insist. 
MALCONTENT: It is curtains then, a life. Why is it that the 


cynic’s view becomes the one confirmed at this, the very end? Is it 
because you’ve always known such an outcome would arrive, and all 
the rest has only been the sleepwalking towards it? 

Why not an unremitting flow of love to those who serve? Why oh 
why can’t I mean as much as this, (holding up bean) the very smallest 
element of our lives, this something we so often ridicule? I say to 
all who hear me now and those on down throughout the inconsequential 
centuries to come that | forgive--myself for what I’ve done to me 
because of you. 


BLACKOUT 


7 GIRL and YOUNG MAN working. SLICK in MALCONTENT ’s vacated chair 
and working on horn with screwdriver. He ignores YOUNG MAN in 


following) 


YOUNG MAN: What is this crap? 
Girl: Oh no! Mistake! You’re too young. 
YOUNG MAN: Stop it! Stop it! You there with that stupid horn 


ae ee 


can’t you--? 


GIRL: (amazed) All shoehorns! Shoehorns! Thousands! 
YOUNG MAN: I insist on beans! I insist on beans! I insist on beans! 
I insist on beans! I am a beancounter not a legume enumerator, and 


certainly not a shoe-- 


GIRL: Of course he does! We do! I I I I! insist on beans FOR 
him! 
YOUNG MAN: I believe there’s some mistake. There has definitely 


been some mistake. 


GIRL: What could be clearer? (SLICK shakes his head and horn 
together) 
YOUNG MAN: All right then, I will recant. I am perfectly willing 


to recant. Was it Dinker or Sinkowitz you objected to? Were they 
found to be--? Just tell me what to do. To whom do you have 
objection? I will recant point by point or overall! (HORN! which is 
now working.) 

GIRL: Tell him what to say! 

YOUNG MAN: Please! 

GIRL: He didn’t mean anything about anything. He’s a very good 
counter! (Very very long blast of HORN!) 

YOUNG MAN: (to her) No. I’ve begged enough, and put forth brilliant 
arguments enough. Too many pearls have | proffered to swine. (rises, 
strides iipstage where he’s hit by spotlight.) Then this is an end to 
it. Very well. It’s easier in a way. I can, I don’t know, breathe. 
(He delivers exact final speech MALCONTENT did, slower pacing and more 
syrupy tone. ) 

YOUNG MAN: It is curtains then etc. 

GIRL: Pearls? 

SLICK leads him away and we can hear him being beaten by the horn off. 


-13- 


GIRL alterately cries and imitates the HORN! 


Blackout. 


9 return to normal but with everything cleaner and brighter, 
Maybe some touches of color with flowers etc. with GIRL getting nice 


white beans and humming merrily along. 


SLICK enters with bucket of beans which he proceeds to pour down 
inside the front of his pants, squirming and making sexual sounds. 
GIRL: Chorrified, but quickly rises with smile and goes to him 
with a container of beans which she pours in the same place) 


This is easy if it’s all you want. There now. 


SLICK: Cinarticulate whine) 

GIRL: I do love you. I don’t care what it takes we’ll make 
it...(work)...sex and work will make it work, will make sex work, 
bean sex. Come to me, come in me, come unto me, pour yourself into 


me, pour beans on me and over me and into me. (SLICK scoops up beans 
and pours them on her.) Let us make us one, and one with beans from 
now until the hour of our death. Please! (SLICK with many gyrations 
and moans dances away. ) 

GIRL: (breathy) Come back, Lover-Bean. Auto eroticism won’t save 
the race, however well-—intended. (He returns and they hold hands and 
stare into each other’s eyes.) Let us make us one, and one with beans 
from now until the hour of our death. Let us make us one and one with 


beans from now until the hour of our death. Amen. 


They embrace and SLICK manouvrers her around till he can reach the 
horn, on table or floor or whatever. He gets it but she hugs him so 
hard he cannot operate it. 


~14- 


SLICK: (frustrate little whines) 


GIRL: P11 


Lover-Bean! 


never let you go until you be my yielding ever after 


ce 


i. | 


ew , Ford 


CARL: (cont) as if a slight tremor was Passing. 

And ie an looked somehow Surreal, like childrens blocks or 
something, oraa a a Chirico Painting. yes! That's what 
I remember thinking then! f got very frightened! That that 
some...force would prevent me from reaching my car. My legs 
were like lead getting to it and I quickly put down about 
ten feet of rubber getting out of there, left left left 
left the screeching in that quiet town Square. 
BUNKY: Oh God that sounds terrible. 


SLICK: That Cheereeco, he's my favorite after Marcus and 


the tentmaker fella. 


KEVIN: Shut up Slick, 

BINKY: And they're always gassing about how New York is a 
dangerous place or something. 

KEVIN: All Places are dangerous and all Places are the same. 
SLICK: You been everywhere and dene everything. 

KEVIN: I'm starting around again. 

BINKY: Listen, I know that feeling youre describing, Curt. 
BUNKY: Carl. 

BINKY: Shut up. It's the way I feel when I'm not in New York. 
‘Everyplace looks weird and you can't understand the natives. 


BUNKY: Our neighborhood'd look strange. to other people. 


BINKY: Something wrong with them then. 

BUNKY: No Binky-- 

BINKY: No, really, we got everything you want. You dont 
ever have to leave. Place abet, get a sixpack, get married-~- 
find a lady or gentleman who don't care about that. 


KEVIN: Like everywhre else. 


* 
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SLICK: Hell you so jaded It's just a wonder you just don't 
bleach clear out. Disappear. 
KEVIN: (imitating his voice) Fars y'all concerned I'm gonna. 
SLICK: Curse of m'life. 
KEVIN: Flatterer. 

international 
SLICK: Well never mind any more of this bad/qwee-zeeny-- 
CARL: Slick! You're only the country cornball to get a 
rise out of somebody. 
SLICK: And never mind that neither cause let's get to some 
youod hone cooking! Bunky! 
BUNKY: I didn't go anywhere, Slick. What can I do for you? 
BINKY: Watch out. It's the way she got me. 
SLICK: What's your story of--I don't know--place you lived 
as a kid? Or do you go ulong with Binkylere about the 
neighborhood in New York? 
BUNKY: Well it's a nice place but the old ones are dying off 
and the new characters coming th arentt that nice. They just 
ignore you. | 
BINKY: So what's the difference? We'll be dying off too. 
Then they all can ignore each other. 
CARL: That's when I'll nue in. 
SLICK: You stay here, read till you bust. 
CARL: I'll take a rain check though God. knows I have no other 
game to go to. 
BINKY? Poor Carl! 
KEVIN: Don't start that with these three. They're all the 
collapsing type behind the anger. 


SLICK: Two bit psychologist. I mean I'm sick to death of it. 


rFOorurTsvu 


CARL: Ahem. ar be happier if you...just told us where you 
were fron, aonky 

BUNKY: I grew up in Atlantic City. 

BINKY: But way way before the big. casinos. In its seedy days. 
BUNKY: There were some lovely hotels there. 

KEVIN: What's your childhood memory? 

SLICK: From one never had one. 

KEVIN: An hour or so but I don't have the floor. 

SL_LTCK: Floor? This is oak herel (rambling) Fella... 
Randolph County...aged oak...he said anyways-- 

KEVIN: Please go on, Bunky. 

SLICK: Stop me...don't let blabber on. Doctor said like 
wrong switches get throwed. (pointing to head) 

KEVIN: Now you stop being nasty to me and your switchboard 
will function correctly. 

SLICK: (in a losing spirit) Too high...price. 

KEVIN: I certainly apologize Bunky. | | 

BUNKY: Oh it's nothing. Don't worry about it. (spaced suddenly) 
What I liked to do as a kid was dance, all by myself, on the 
edge of the ocean. very. early in the morning in in in in in 
the coolness. (moving arms) Sometimes there'd be people in 
evening clothes who'd never gone to bed and they'd applaud. 
BINKY: The local crazy. 

KEVIN: Shut up. 

CARL: That's direct. 

KEVIN: Listen and learn. 

CARL: That I'm always willing to do. 


BINKY: (re KEVIN) This one take nasty pills? 


’ 


cowie” « 


| 
| SLICK: Don't need em. -\ 
| BUNKY: (braver) And Bi:iky never let me put dancing into the 
act, even to make fun of. I was alwys dumb Gracie Allen and he-- 
BLNKY: Don't compare us to Burns and Allen. They were good. 
SLICK: You two was good! Caught your act a dozen times. 
BINKY: You should've lasooed it. 

(BUNKY is moving her arms again, remembering her dancing. ) 
KEVIN: Please dance for us Bunky. 
BUNKY: No-oh-oh-oh. (incorporated in melody she's humming) 
BLINKY: ‘Thank God for small favors. 
KEVIN: Please. 
| BUNKY: ‘That was years ago. 
| KEVIN: Just the way you move your arms is Loveys 
| SLICK: You must be getting sick! Never says anything nice 
about nobody. | 
KEVIN: ‘Then I'm starting now. I'd consider it a great favor. 
I've never been at all graceful. | Don't say a word, Slick! 
SLICK: A word. 
KEVIN: Please, Binky, you ask her. 
BINKY: She's terrible. 
KEVIN: You then Carl. Turn on all that warmth and magnetism. 
CARL: Thanks for the overstatement. I-- | 
BINKY: I don't like this. It sounds like you're making fun of her. 
KEVIN: That's sick of you! Why why why why is it suddenly 
becoming a federal case? Asking a lovely woman to dance. 
SLICK: Can't change your character in a minute is all. 
KEVIN: How could anybody be against me on this--? 
SLICK: You pay for your life. We all do. It lots of times 


comes up on little things. 


CARL: And that would mean there are no’. little things. 

SLICK: Cantt change what you is, lady. Can't. (a beat as he 
notices something) - Well I'll be hogtied, haw-awg-tied|! 

Will you look at that? That there, I say that there's sweet. 
KEVIN: All right all right all right. | 

BINKY: Look at what? What? 

SLICK: Why a tear. Honest to goodness genuine itsy bitsy 

lil ole stingy tear. Like pretty lil crystal drop or something. 
KEVIN: (making sure all can see) All right everyone? 

The vulnerable Kevin with her her her her tear every seven or 


cight years. I'11 just leave it there if it's all right. 


BUNKY: I liked you from the start, Kevin. 
BINKY: Hey that should make her really cry. 
KEVIN: Bunky, I'd like to have your heart for an hour. 
BINKY: What's this? What's this, Slick, a woman's movie? 
Where are the hankies? 
BUNKY: So what's wrong with that? (gets up and kisses KEVIN 
who then helps her up onto the table) 
RINKY: Don't Bunky, please. Please? 
(SLICK hits chords which simulated waves and BUNKY dances 


a bit awkwardly but with some poetic movement too.) 


Scene 7 
(Later that evening. KEVIN sits at a small table by a 
window--we see BINKY and BUNKY, both somewhat agitated, as we 
look past KEVIN to the outside. KEVIN. chooses a book and 
opens it; she lights a cigarette and smokes--all very unconcerned 


throughout the action involving the couple. ) 


BINKY: Well you just made a fool out of yourself i 
BUNKY: - danced. People liked it. 

BINKY: They was too polite. 

BUNKY: Oh Binky! 

BINKY: And you could see I didn't want you to. Boy oh bo 
that frosts me! 

BUNKY: That's right. 

BINKY: And you just went ahead anyways. 


BUNKY: I'm a grown woman. 


BINKY: it's arrested development 's what you are! 

BUNKY: Why are you SO nervous? can't you stop being so nervous? 

these people like us. They like you! 

BINKY: Yeah yeah sure. Slick who's three quarters gone banannas, 

and the spacepersons Carl and Kevin! Don't do me no favors. 

BUNKY: What are you afraid of? 

BINKY: Nothing. What the hell do*you mean afraid? 

BUNKY: Maybe some fierce bad bear'l1 come out of the woods. 

Grrrrrr (jumps at him) 

BINKY: (hits her) You'd be smart to be afraid of this! 

You think I'm going to stand around andlet you make a chump 

out of me? well Laint and you better never forget it neither. 
(KEVIN lets down rattan blind, turns page-. Go to black 

on BINKY and BUNKY.) 

BUNKY: (quiet, regular sobbing) 


(somewhat shaky) 
BINKY:/ Oh come on now! A love tap! 


versus wordless, brainless, almost catatenic Drury; both 


of them playing out in this grimy ee the tragedy of 


Warwick College. Lg 


Po vo, 


"No no no$’" he had pontificatedsthrough his dirty, 
necotine-colored beard, "almost no character in a good 
writer's work is that simple. ‘Katherine Ann Porter pre- 
sents Mr Thompson in a vastly more complex way. For example 
look at page..." But Bopb-Beard was unable to find «ke + 
“Pili eed SO sho, kept hammering. “Well I say, again, 
that he was simply a lazy bum. Obviously the author, being 


a woman and a southernar too, knew quite a bit about this 


kind of man. You don't have to look far. to..." 


"Anyway, well I I I just can't seem to find the page. An: WA. | 
He has a way of looking at life, sort of a philosophy.” / | 
"We all like to play the philosopher when there's 
work to be done." 
"Can anyone find uh? Oh never mind. We'll let it 
go for now. Perhaps we'll get a chance to discuss it again, 
; sometime." 
"What for? I don't know why you insist in making something 
complex that just simply isn't." : 
He was walking across the front of the room watching his 
feet and seeming to think. "Yes, well, uh, what you say is 


basic I grant you, but..." 


| 
"Isn't basic enough, Dr Cullen? Most professors go 


into ecstasy-- if you can visualize that-- if their students 


‘4 get the basic meaning. Perhaps the basic is not the first 
step as you seem to think, but the last. Have you ever thought 


of that?" ’ 
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He has a way of looking at life, sort of a philosophy." / 

"We all like to play the philosopher when there's 
work to be done." 

"Can anyone find uh? Oh never mind. We'll let it 
go for now. Perhaps we'll get a chance to discuss it again, 
sometime." 

"What for? I don't know why you insist in making something 
complex that just simply isn't." 

He was walking across the front of the room watching his 
feet and seeming to think. "Yes, well, uh, what you say is 
basic I grant you, but..." 

"Isn't basic aneuah: Dr Cullen? Most professors go 
into ecstasy-- if you can visualize that-~ if their students 
get the basic meaning. Perhaps the basic is not the first 
step as you seem to think, but the last. Have you ever thought 


of that?" 
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she screeched and tried to bite his hand and I dropped my frozen 


block of flowers. 

"Don’t have a hemorrhage," he Panted, "that's my department,” 
collapsing into the morris chair. “Anyway got a little errand, 
little project." You won't make it I thought, expecting her to 
bury her head in her treasury and sob. But she just made the 
other Piles neat, rolled them in wrappers, dropped them into. her 
concertina pocketbook. 

I’ retrieved my flowers, tried again to find a word to leave 
by and them-she slowly siniepered “aan ve got to stop drinking up 
your funeral money." 

Death hadn’t been alluded to since Doc Avrun spoke of the 
lampshade and I held my breath till the table and his chair 
became black and elongating blotches: which finally merged. 
“Won’t go then. .ican‘t afford,” he ‘sighed, loosening his fist to 
let the nickels drop into his lap. Then he laughed until He\ 


chin was wet’ and his whole face seemed the color of his week-nid 
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anyways well I I I just can't seem to find the page. An: Wa 
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"We all like to play the philosopher when there's 
work to be done.” 
"Can anyone find uh? Oh never mind. We'll let it 
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' sometime." 
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step as you seem to think, but the last. Have you ever thought 
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KEVIN: (mocking her own question) why don't you give us an 

example, Slick? But just one. | 

SLICK: One's all I have to. Got radio on one afternoon in July 
(kuh-NANE ) 

and they're talking about golf tournament up in Canaary Valley, 

not that far up north of ene: Sun shining. Ninety degrees even, 

but real low humidity. A lot of famous golfers and they saying 

it's perfect weather. And then nothing! Radio stops. I pick 

it up see if all the tubes is lit and I hear woooo00000 

from outside and everything starts dancing in here, cups tickin 

in saucers a mile a minute. Well that door goes flying off 

and I'm out there in pitch blackness with spears of ice flying 

through the air and I mean they are cutting me. And I'm 

screaming! Wind takes me across stream and about twenty feet into 

the woods bouncing offa trees. Ice shaves the bark offa all of 

them and all of it makes a kind of rustle-y sound. And then 

nothing. No sound but me screaming sos I shut up. Blare-oO 

that radio goes on, telling about the beautiful weather again. 

I take one step back towards this cabin and lightning knocks 

me Flat and flies all around me. I leap up cause the ground 

is hot as hell and black and smoking wth the rocks ash-white 

with red under like charcoal. Every tree's on fire and some 

are exploding. Gotta be what the devil smells like. 

KEVIN: Skip the theology. 

SLICK: No clothes! My clothes is gone! My shoes was ripped 

right off me too. 

BINKY: Did you go back and hide under the bed then? 

SLICK: I run up that road eight miles. 

KEVIN: Why? : 

SLICK: Don't know why. Didn't know I was running. When I knowed 


TT akannwordA 


she screeched and tried to cee his hand and I dropped my frozen 
block of flowers. | 

"Don’t have a hemorrhage," he panted, “that’s my department,” 
collapsing into the morris chair. “Anyway got a little errand, 
little project." You won’t make it I thought, expecting her to 
bury her head in her treasury and sob. But she just made the 
other piles neat, rolled them in wrappers, dropped them into her 
concertina pocketbook. 

I retrieved my flowers, tried again to find a word to leave 
by and them she slowly whispered i youtve got to stop drinking up 
your funeral money." 

Death hadn’t been alluded to since Doc Avrun evane of the 
lampshade and I held my breath till the table and his chair 


became black and elongating blotches which finally | merged. 


"Won't go then...can‘’t afford," he sighed, loosening his fist to 


let the nickels drop into his lap. Then he laughed until He\ 


chin was wet and his whole face seemed the color of his week-old 


beard. Gravelling laughs which ground him down. | 
| 
{ 


"Goodbye," I whispered when it seemed he had BG Be through, 
| 


"Mother." Before I could correct myself he heaved up, the coins 
rolling everywhere. "Mother! Muh-uh-thrrrr! She | aint your 
mother," he squealed it out as if it bled to talk but he had to. 
"Your mother ran away with the eqg man. She ran suey with the 
egg man. I’l1 take some muh today. T‘ll take some muh today!" 

"Dry up," I snarled, my arms thrust eee ngine cutting into 
my palms, my flows seeming to drift away fram me in that heavy 
air. 

"And your father died in the gutter, died..." and his voice 


trailed off quizzically, as if his last word wasn’t real. The 


threat over, I opened my fists and picked up my flowers. 

Got him back to the chair. "He was twenty-nine," he gasped, 
"twenty-nine," and he tried to smash the corsage, succeeded in 
cracking the plastic box with his fist. 

"You crazy bastard! You’re such a crazy bastard," I sobbed. 

"Go play your harmonica...in your little shack you baby." 

And now she crowed a little hysterical laugh. "T don’t need 
that money you took. I got enough for today thank you!” 

He shook his head and struck up a black cigar, choking anew 
in its purple clouds. As he lit it I realized how dark that 
kitchen was and for some reason I walked over to the sink and sat 
on the counter, trying to get my head together to worry about 
what Claire might say about the cracked box. Each just touched 
by the glow of that cigar we sat mute in our lives as the kitchen 
creaked around us and the blind dog shifted his weight behind the 
stove. | 

"You know," the old man’s voice floated, "in the morning 
after I punched the tickets and collected I‘d go to the dining 
car...do my book. Smoke a cigarette. They’d bring me 
coffee...fellows there. Beautiful white tablecloth. And we'd 
laugh. Somebody always had a story...always a story..." 

"Die," she said flatly to him, "die." The hairs raised up on 
the backs of my hands and I could hear the motor in the electric 
clock. 

And in the moments before I finally got to leave I looked in 
the window but couldn't see myself because that frosty window 
looked like a painting of a cold sun, and we sat there so darkly 
still it was as though we were in a painting too. 


Foor lout in my undersized coat, flapping pants from which 


rose the essence of wrine entombed in the wool, I fled that crazy 
house, my gasps as cold as the slippery block of flowers I 
juggled as I ran. Initiate without honor, any honor, my brain 
clanked and hissed of the evening ahead. Happy, miserable 
schemer, my own kind of lampshade growing, I snorted the icy 

air. 

Fassing the basketball hoop was a limbo feeling for I had 
slicing answers ready for their taunts but no one was there and I 
had to face a bit early what I would say to Claire, her mother 
and father. 

When the door opened I saw Moe sliding uner the globe of 
their kitchen, hugging a quart of Schaefers to his rusty, 
twisted-strap undershirt as he pried off the cap. The Hatchet 
flew out from behind the opened door. "Oh you look so Ni-ice. 
Don’t he look nice Moe?" Moe blinked his dreamless eyes and 
nodded, sheaths of black hair vibrating on his shoulders. I sat 
on the slippery, punched-in sofa and waited for Claire, listening 
to her rustle around, screw and unscrew jars. 

"How is your poor uncle?” asked The Hatchet. 

"Same. " 

"And your aunt?" Oh my God 1‘11 be asked about everybody I 
know! If she knew what I had in my mind or if blessing Jesus 
bleeding from his heart knew. We say nothing for five minutes 
though she shifts in her daisy housedress. Moe takes another 
bottle from the frig and the silence screeches in my pain. That 
gambler from the drugstore library could carry oan for hours in 
these situations, oozing politeness and chit-chat, and in the 
bashing universe of the literature Speedy gave me at the 


poolroom, well I couldn't remember anyone ever calling on anyone. 


Bleeding Jesus on the aati: how yall? careened again and again 
through my overheated brain. And now The Hatchet started sighing 
and I thought of the exact size hole a bullet might make in her 
forehead. 

Claire whisked out fire engine red and a mass of little bows 
but I zeroed in on a powder-encrusted blemish on her right 
shoulder. I could even make out individual grains masking its 

oF red rise. We gawked, theii\meraed hellos. As The Hatchet slashed 
to get Claire’s off-gold purse I stabbed her with the frozen 
corsage, my eyes on that blemish. 

"Oh you both look so nice! Moe come and see how nice they 
look. They’d have blond babies tee hee." Moe peeked muh huh out 
and slid back. 

Claire grabbed her purse and me. "We don’t look that nice 
Momma. " 

With a nod to the kitchen: “I never had the chance to go 
anywhere." We bumped down the stairs like fat elves and I all 


but burst when we hit the pavement. 


i~ The dance ander moons of balloons in the 150 degree gym. 
Venetiam Nights with the receiving line teachers not quite 
ig beautiful in front of the art classes’ depiction of a gondola. 
The hungover mean-eyed principal in the greenish tux squinched 
“Who who who?" when I gave our names. All the girls perspired 
and their hair spiked as the saxophonish music broiled out the 
gym doors. In what passed for dancing all around us, I walked 
stiffly with Claire when we weren't guzzling Kool-Aid punch. 
Everybody seemed miserable but when the balloons rained down with 
Good Night Sweetheart everyone screamed and laughed trying to 


capture one, ourselves included. Since I had big ideas I had 


just been going through the motions of course, and with a 
sophistication that chucked small talk in favor of wisecracks 
that said it all. 

On the bus back we were alone except for the driver who acted 
as if he knew something. More than I can say for Claire. "But 
why don’t we go with somebody who has a-car or something and go 
to New York and get a drink? And why didn’t we talk to anybody? 
What's going an?" She Had gray eyes. Ll wasn’t sure I liked gray 
eyes. 

"Ghhhh will you? I got a bottle hidden. I think it's nicer 
by ourselves...anly way to do it really." 

tWell I don’t,” she sank down. But she seemed pleased about 
the bottle. There was none--the money I had earned in errands 
for the bargemen not stretching that far--and so I had something 
else to worry about, explain away with dash and wit and grace. 
And that blemish on her shoulder pulsed angrily, looked as red as 
the bows on her dress. A drunk waved at us as we passed him; I 
knew we were in our neighborhood. 

When we got to the place and I lit a candie I! thought I saw 
in the first flutter the poking old man and my heart almost 
lifted me from the floor. Then I pretended to look for the 
bottle. "Somebody took...samebody must have..cooa!" I had 
touched under the freezing frame of the cot. 

"You mean it aint here? Then what's that?" The candle flame 
pointed to her and she looked dumb . I went to the milky block, 
plucked it off the oil drum. Started inching towards her. 

"Hey," she squealed, "it’s a pack of cigarettes, Luckies. Let's 


have a couple." 


“Someday.” 


anete- I jammed the Luckies and matches down into an almost 
bottomless pocket and came at hers my daydream-rehear sed words 
cascading out. Baby was the only one I could recognize. 

The candle was fighting ta stay Lit. nWhaaaat? What's the 


matter with you? You look sick. You all right?" Her popped 


eyes made me fear the glimmering madman advancing in them. Close 
up Re face was & sliding featureless disc and the words kept 
speeding from me and L couldn't slow them down so I just pushed 
my mouth at her’Ss got her in a bear hug of sorts. Aas the esa 
flared for an instant, making all the filth of my shack acutely 
bright, I heard a crunching like beetles. 

“Hey-uh |" she broke my grips sent me staggering back. As I 
stood in a corner she surveyed the front of her dress, the 
straggly:s skewed ribbons pitching crazy shadows around the walls, 
hypnotizing me. I had twisted her in front of the cot and now 
she plopped down with a scaly noise and shudder, the knives oft 
her knees spread wide and a veritable ocean of bows undulating 
her lap. She's skinny I thought. "ZT stood up all night ironing 

these bows, every one," she cried in drawn-out, splashing 
shrieks. "I'm going to tell my mother on you, you littie 
bastard!" Then she flew up like butterflies. And out. 


sbirecbrexthednayenc I went after her an ght sorry sore 


sorry up but she was having none of it. “Ion talked to yau~ateme 


the porch,” she flung. “T don’t even know you ‘There must 


something wrong with you." 


aa me at the carb 


"Huh?! I Jaqmed! the Luckies and matches down into an almost 
bottomless pocket and came at her, my sdeeen ouneiesed words 
cascading out. Haby was the only one I Sonid -feceontee: 

The candle was fighting to stay lit. “Whaaaat? What's the 
matter with you? You look sick. You all right?" Her popped 
eyes made me fear the glimmering madman advancing in them. Close 
up her face was a sliding featureless disc and the words kept 
speeding from me and I couldn't slow them down so I just pushed 
my mouth at her’s, got her in a bear hug of sorts. As the anaes 
flared for an instant, making all the filth of my shack acutely 
bright, I heard a crunching like beetles. 

"Hey-uh!'" she broke my grip, sent me staggering back. As I 
stood in a corner she surveyed the front of her dress, the 
straggly, skewed ribbons pitching crazy shadows around the walls, 
hypnotizing me. I had twisted her in front of the cot and now 
-she plopped down with a scaly noise and shudder, the knives of 
her knees spread wide and a veritable ocean of bows undulating 
her lap. She's skinny I thought. "I stood up all night ironing 
these bows, every one," she cried in drawn-out, splashing 
shrieks. "I'm going to tell my mother on you, you little 
bastard!" Then she flew up like butterflies. And out. 

Fire-breathed-shaking I went after her and caught sorry sorry 
sorry up but she was having none of it. "I only talked to you on 
the porch," she flung. "IT don’t even know you. There must be 
something wrong with you." 

She left me at the curb, where I could sit and wonder at it 


*e 


all. "Those goddamm books!" I yelled, ail in my burning 
way on the freezing, mottled stone. ~ 


"Oh God," I groaned some er Ce ee 


ascent of a wi—rrMemotber’s going to yell at 
aoe i : ae Whe. ia 


Something pink aon dim vale light. 

"Mama wants to know do you want aiakerss pie," 

"A piece of pie, Christ!" It Clattered down the moon and 
mica street like the lid of a garbage can. | 

"What?" 

"Yeah. So I’m coming. Perfect." 

And we ate the syrupy pie and squished in the gray coffee to 
the accompaniment of the dream life of Moe sung through the 
shutters of his depressed being and The Hatchet kept asking if we 
had a good time, Claire oh yes answering many times in a slip 
with a tiny violet peeking between the breasts while the puffy, 
thousand-ribboned dress flew at me from a hanger in the doorway 
and I tried to look anywhere in that battleship gray kitchen 
except at that fantastic dress and Claire who had begun to smoke 
when The Hatchet complained that Moe had never taken her anywhere 


except Leary's and that don’t count, and when finally I could 


look at Claire again and the little Violet nesting in its soft~ 
shaded dios che picked a piece of tobacco from her tongue and 
stared at me with funny eyes. What had she told her mother? 

And Christ! The Hatchet’s hand was on mine and she started 
softly and weakly, "Son..." in a withering booze breath I had 
been too rigid to smell before. My head jerked back and hers 
flopped on the table. Moe rolled liquidly and off into a higher 
octave, the dress twisted on its hanger as iageets chair hit the 
floor. 

Faint from The Hatchet’s breath I shoved back hafta go and 
straightened up into Claire, that little violet pressed into my 


nose. Next my face silk warm-sliding over breasts and I was 


somewhere, I began ta think, where I shouldn’t be. She tore at 
my hair, her face and eyes and breath pulsing the same rhythm. 
"Tom sorry I wasn’t nice account of the dress," she stated, "and 
it’s my lousy cousin's too. 

Then she thrust her tongue between my teeth saying  aaemnias 
The Hatchet sighed and Moe‘s snore seemed to ag why and we 
hugged in the gray world of her weird family. The tauntness of 
her whole soft length pressed down on me and I squeezed and 
squeezed until a breast came out. This made me relax and she 
slid down out of my circling arms and put it back with the kind 
of smile where the lower lip trembles. 

It was just a sample though for she turned away to pile the 
dishes next to her unconscious mother, left me leaning with my 
throat jammed up, my whole being widened and open. "Come back,” 
I piped. 

She balanced the dirty cups and didn’t look at me. "Soa 
that's what you want is it? Well that’s easy." 

“The easier the better." I had gone too far out,, had too 
get cooly back. 

“What about what I want?" she laughed quietly. 

“You want what I want." I assured her. 

She still looked only at the cups, played with them, smiled 
at them. “Well I want... You know, sometimes T listen to your 
harmonica in my room. Isn't that funny?" 

"Hilarious." 

She looked up at me and her eyes were wet. "TJ want a life. 
Oh God I want a life!" She began sobbing. 

"Oh yeah? How about that?" I felt pretty much myself now 


and went to her and punched her lightly on the arm. "C’mon now." 


I smiled cooly, generously, but she seized my wrist, held it to 
watch my hand shake and she mocked my smile with hers. I tried 
to get loose and she just dropped my hand and started to trace 
the little dashes of rust, forming a half-moon under the arm of my 
dinner jacket. "Oh God we're all borrowed. Everything." 

"So?" I wedged out. 

She ran her hands down over her hips. "I don’t even have a 
Slip," she pleaded. "This cheap piece of crap is hers." And she 
plucked the violet and dropped it into the bush of The Hatchet’s 
hair. I laughed and this made her grab off my bow tie and fling 
it at the calender of saints’ days. I was having fun though I 
couldn’t help thinking how Mr. Paldino would try to charge me 
more if the tie was dented, when Claire stepped back aa acne 
the front of the slip until her breasts finuded at me. 

"But your mother!" The Hatchet, still unconscious, sent 
plates and cups crashing and rolling. 

Claire didn’t notice it. Her mercilessly clear eyes holding 
twin, timorous images of me, her hands went suddenly limp though 
still trying to tear the slip. "Help me. Oh Jesus won't you 


help me?" her voice scraped. 


Seedy and itching in that coming~apart suit I left her house 
tht milkman morning in a never~seen walk which almost became a 
joyous, leaping run-but I heard a thump. I picked up the 
Luckies. Used to be the old man‘s brand but I couldn’t have him 
in my head then, couldn't really think till he was long, long 
gone how both of us held strangling mysteries. How he in the 
midst of his had bought them for me. Suddenly that pack glowed 


SL an I looked from. it to the sky where dawn was off on a dazzling 
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down even harder on the coat. IT wanted to scream that the oe 
lampshade had gotten to his Grains “How's that, how’s that? I \ 
think I'll go to the dance. Might take a little nap in that 
“Sy: there clubhouse of yours too. It’s a nice quiet place. I like 
ak She ienit back to brood over the money, he to sit in his 


morris chair in front of the stove. Il liked what I could see of 


myself in the im window--the rigid tie, wilted Pepele sz the 


We icaine GacnetiGn, andl er aed to affect a Cary Grant cece 
verve in my strained face as I thought of something clever to 
remark when Claire sighed compliments following the big lay. 
. "T don't know about this dance...or afterwards," the old man 
sang. “Nobody asked me if they could go.” 

"You sonofabitch," I whirled around, rushed at him, “you've. 
got to ruin everthing." 

He tried to rise but couldn’t and tears bit into my eyes as I 
turned aside and went to the refrigerator to get the corsage. He 
seemed amazed that he wasn’t able to get up and he drew back into 


the side of that chair as if in his thinness he could hide like a 


playing card. 


The plastic box holding the flowers came out in a frosty 
cloud. I have never felt anything colder. She seemed to have 
gotten something right with the money and sat clucking over three 
identical piles of nickels. I was ready to go and wanted to say 
goodbye or something. What could you say to this family of mine? 
Il tried to see the time but the beer bottle hands of the clock 

® 


Leary had given my uncle confused me in the dimness. Stared down 


ag wat to my black, absurdly pointed shoew, also rented, and they 


glimmered.— 


Suddenly he had grabbed one of her pretty piles of nickebss 


i 
i 


ayer: 


No, Lance is a Faggot. 

Porkpie 
Maybe he's a faggot fishface. 

Professor 
Or a fishface faggot with one name. . 

Porkpie 
Don't call the kettle black. 

Mac 
Seeing? 

Professor 


That sonabitch's out of synch. 


Diane 
(flustered) Emily Post! 
Porkpie 
Fuck her. 
Professor 
But by the book. 
Diane 


I talking about politeness, and I don't remember inviting you two 
into my life. 


Professor 
I haven't checked the mail. 
Porkpie 


Faggot fuckin fishface with one name and putting out shit all the 
ladies eat up! I love it! Lance! 
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Professor 


You're a child. Grow up and you don't have to beat everything to 
death. 


Porkpie 
It hasn't died yet. Let you know when it does. (They slip off 
hamburger the same way MAC and Diane did.) 


Professor 
How about Wily Post? 
Porkpie 
He's a second banana. 
Professor 


She'll grab what she can get. (PROFESSOR AND PORKPIE go back to 
their table, PROF panting.) 


Mac 
Wily Post? Wily Post? Wily Post? 
Professor (re MAC) 
If that sonofabitch didn't exist we'd have to invent him. 
Diane 
Well what's so hot about you? 
Professor 
Go kiss the FISHFACE sign! French! 
Diane 
You're disgraces. 
Professor 
In all probability but may I ask you a question? 


Diane 


13 


' No! 


Professor 
What did it do for you two? For us it was just a ride ona 
slippery hamburger. No soul experience, and we didn't make love 


to it. (PORKPIE leaps up and does a couple of grinds, unzips 
fly.) 


Porkpie 


(bumping each time) Hump a hamburger! Fuck a fishface! Piss on 
a pizza. 


Diane 
Wouldn't your mother be proud? 
Porkpie 


You're my mother. You gave me away and I was raised in the fast 
food jungle. 


Diane 
Who can understand hippies? 
(PORKPIE breaks into an arm-flapping dance, shrieking like a 
jungle bird. PROFESSOR gets frustrated trying to restrain him, 
finally gets PORKPIE’S shirttail and is pulled around a bit until 
he can do the pulling. 


Professor 


I...try to keep him off the grass but he won't listen. Nobody 
listens to me. I don't listen to me. 


(MAC'S head falls to the -table and DIANE wipes around it with a 
napkin.) 


Mac 
Fairies! 


Professor 
(panting and laughing) As I was saying before your your your 


ballet of Middle America, only way to appreciate vomit-inducing 
art is to crawl over it, a la Iron Mac and the Duchess there. 
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Diane 
How did you know his name? 
Professor 


Nothing. What he is. He has his instincts; I have mine. He 
simulates sex with hamburgers. 


Porkpie 
Wish you'd try it yafrself. I'm still sore. 
Professor 
We have to pay for what we get. 
Porkpie 
Too much. It's my turn. 
Professor 


When someone is fucking and someone is getting fucked, why both 
are fucking. Logic. 


t Porkpie (grabbing crotch) 
I got your logic right here. 
Professor 


(Zipping PORKPIE’S fly) Please don't be crude! True Americans 
are present. 


Porkpie 

My ass is red, my heart is white, my prick is blue. 
Professor 

Odd form of the past tense. 
Diane 

Don't think you're fooling anybody. 


Professor 
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PAIN TO BE DELIVERED 


by Frank 8. Ford 


The gray-blacks of ship and water, lowering sky. Streaming from the 
copper fuss of a brooding sun. Streaming towards it. 

But streaming towards it. As everything. 

As everything is to and away. 

Yor the inch-high ene. Now. ‘Then he felt the ship not the world 
holding it. It was enought It is 


insufficient. ‘ 

Preval: up the doapering wake aasig’glimusta of Alate-pheeghoreasense: 
to the twin broils. Go up the throbbing belly to the red rail, doubled 
in the slick light. A soldier leans against the riveted wall. 

Closer the rivetts look like oranges. 

Cap a parabolic swoop nesting plums of flame-traced lint. 

Below it the face, kidney-colored. 

Gnows Lktger than the ship in the mind. Of course. Depends. 

As the mind depends. 

I am inch-high. My face outfaces the sun. 


Thinking. Of another sun. Other suns. Impossible. 


Then. 
How everything is impossible now. 
XY am a young soldier on a ship, I was barely younger going at another sun 
wyich dropped, 
making the top of a mountain as two. There is a lake. It 
depends. Since they are in Japan. Or were. They need to be there. 
I needed to be there since I was. Am. It depends. You don't want 
what you want: our tragedy. I gomon. 
reading a book on a train on a bridge over a lake next to a mountain. 
Kamakaze pilots, young men of seventeen, rode this train. They carried 


a ball of rice, enleafed. Sweet in a pocket of leaves. They had 
the shit blown out of them. So much for causes and other Capital 
@oncerns. , 
I fora ay eupty hands 60 receive a leaf-wrapped ball of rice. | 


The light coming through the train windows is yellow. My hands are yellow. 
It is a strain I am not up to. Then. 

Now the windows are reddening for the sun is as a ball where the rails 
point. And the train, hollow tube, click-clicking wide rails behind, 
widening behind 

thrusts into sukking fire. 

It is always the same sun. Invents and consumes. It's a simple as that. 
We're both here to burn ourselves out. 

It's as simple as that. There's nothing else, there's 

no click or tick or beat or throb as the windows gloss hard black 
and the train of blood stops though you plunge on, pale akin ripping 
back through corposants of breath into the sun which became as a firing 
macistrom and 

he being with child cried, travailing in birth, 
and pained to be delivered. 


I,esCAN'T IT'S... | 

COMIN OUT BLACK. GET RID OF THE CIGARETTE. 

Flip flop red arc. 

SMOKIN AND CHOKIN! POOR DARLIN SPUD. WHO MADE THE WORLD? 

GOD DID. THEY TOLD NR. I'M COLD, 

ASX GOD FOR CLOTHES NOT MRS NOLUMPHY. 

WUT ‘LL, RADPEN TO THE KIDI OH TRE DARK DARK DARK. 

rewire, LONG ENOUGH. 

I°M COLD. 

IT WAS A TWELVE DOLLAR HAT, GOD. 

FUCK YOU THE HAT AND GOD AMD THIS$ LITTLE SISSY, LET LIFE SQUEEZE! 
MRS NOLUMPHY in rust and salt and flppy breasts POPS UP. 

Up in that dead light while my father sobs and I shake with cold. 
X know hernaew. | 

Choral heart X. As T know the where with the lapful of silver. 
X know ay father in his coffin, myself on a sounding ship. It's 

always too late vhen you know. It doesn't depend. 

What depends is that kitchen and our staying there then for 
Boney. She's a knife making her own light. 

BEY! WHERE'S THE BODY? EVER HEAR OF EDISON? 

LET THERE BE LIGHT. It's your father hanging froa the chain of 
the drifting globe, the light stinging out. 

WHERE'S THERE'S LIFE THERE'S HOPE HEY? 

TRERE*S ALWAYS HOPE IN HIN WHEN A SKIRT CREEPS AROUND. 

I DON'T THINK I LIKE THAT MRS NOLUMPHY. 

YOU DON’T HAVE TO LIKE SHIT. YON°SS A FUCKIN BABYSITTER. 

I DOW"T HAVE TO LISTEN TO THAT KIND OF LANGUAGE. 


NOTRE DAME BEAT ARMY! ‘THEY DID! ‘The orange dial of ths Philco radio 
throbbed as pebbles rattled in the dpeaker. THSY'RE... The grill of the 
dost-flower rug ground into my elbows. Across the murky pond of the 
coffee table danced a paper rose...0N THR TEN TEN ram! LADIES. AND 
GENTUXNEN GY THE LISSSSBSUSSSSESESTEMING. And {= jerked up and 
a wall twists in my ear like quarts. Ny father's blank face bbeches 
the din light. 1 still foel the bassing tingle of that speaker, the 
@renge dell sliding the walls. THEY'RE UNPILING THEM NOW IT LOOKS LIKE 
A TOUCRNONN FROM. HERR! | | 

FROM RERE LOOKS LIKE A LITTLE BOY GONNA GET HIS ASS BROKEN IF HE 
MOVES AROUND ANTMORE. 

IT IS] MOTRE DAME.. The sting rips my face, breath-stopped in 
‘the sour, emoky heat. WINS! 

‘2 GIVE UP! 1...his voice trails into darkness. That orange ball 
runs rict app and down the sooty walls, collides wikh oold bhick 
widommeand peusesover the talibe to suck in all the gray. 

Nrs Molumphy glistens from the Morris Chair. 

NOTRE DANE WON! 

IG YT TRE WORLD SERIES DEAR? © WHY CRY ABOUT IT ANYWAYS? YOUR 
MOTHER CRIED-<FOR A HOBBY. Her hair is the red light of the stove. 

MY WOMMNY? | 

SWE RAN AWAY WITH THE NILEMAN, I'LLL TAKE SOME EMQDOOOI TODAY! 
I°LL TARE SOME MOBUGN TODEE! 

- Thin and ashbrown hair: I GIVER EVERYTHING. Making the bloth,.., 


ie 


jomp like glasgy fleas around the smoky roo. Stove—fuming 1id—remembering 
the stickings of toast. Black fall windows. Molumphy’s yellow fists 

smile. My father's dead hair. I'M COLD COLD COLD. I TOLD I TOLD I TOLD. 
THAT'S THE BASEBALL THE WORLD SERIES. MRS MOLUMPHY KNOWS IT"S ALL 
FOOLISHNESS. THAT ONE THERE BET ENOUGH ON IT. 

And the blotches merge to one smoky undulant bowl—Molumphy and the 
stove looming, leaping, shtinking . 

It—aquat bursting black with chrome bumpers spreading her reflection 
five funny feet. When no one's in it you can touch it with your finger. 
Watch your figprprint 

I am watching my little print dissapear into bluing chrome heat. 

It makes a cloud and is gone. Writhing 000000 of the oil fire took it. 
wH00000 goes Mrs Moluaphy's soresm. Your mother it made her laugh. 
COURSE YOU'RE COLD WITHOUT NO MOTHER. | 

I LET MER GO. IT BREAKS MY HEART. 

SHUT UP. 

How to make the towel go round. Which end? I must watch her. 

In the darkening kitchen, my far father leaning against the light. 

Her Her torn sneaks and red shter than wide anklets at the bottom 

of cones twist up with snagged silk stockings past he cream ber bottom 

of the Norris chair and up to the tensile hea...water waves of dark and 
fading green dress. Her sitting-down belly basketed under it. Up the narrowing 
open front of the gray-haired black coat sweater to the brass safety pin 

Demming the spated breasts. 

Shiny fire face round round round. 

Yellow leaning teeth knuckle-red nose button gloss eyes DID YOU 
Rusty, slat-threaded hair—a pencil dives. TKAER IT ALL IN SWEETHEART? 


Swelling eed arus arns of the chair. Her aras weee the aras of the chair. 
ne throws his arm as if it hed a bell and now she's wp and 

hugely rocking WANNA PLAY HUN? 

I'M COLDBDDDDDDDDDDDDD. | 

He slides by her and into the morris chair. Thewe's no impact. 

He lights a cigarette as she rubs you with the towel. 

IT HURTS, 

THAT'S WHAT SHE SAID RARLING. wHOOOOO! 

BANSHEE BITCH. 

I°LLLTAKE SOME HUNOOM TODEK. 

GIVER HOUSE, HAT, EVERYTHING! 

THIS CASTLE! 

His crying made the 1gght waht it was then. It wasn't that before. 
Insepareble fron the dark cold glistening Mrs Molubphy smoke walls stove. 
Never again that particular light. 

mot then since I closed my eyes. WHAT DID THE NOTE SAY IN THE BOTTLE? 

Heel of her hand pawing my shoulder. 

IT SAID GOD SAVE ME IM STRANGLING. IT SAID I CRY ALL DAY. IT SAID 
LIFE‘LL RAM YOU BIGGER THAN ANY COCK. 

WHAT'S IT MEAN? WHEN SHE'S COMING BACK? 

WHEN THE MOON COMES OVER THE MOUNTAIN. 

WHEN'S THAT? She buffs you like a shoe and you keep your eyes jammed = 
shut in that smoky sour kitohen, basin rock rocking freezing water over 
your feet. 

STOP DANCING! LEAVE IT TO YOUR OLD MAN. 


I WANT MY MOMMY! 

WAIT IN LINE! 

POCK YOU! 

AM I AFRAID OF YOU? FART IN A WINDSTORM. 

DON*Y LISTNS TO HUES DIRTY NOUTH SWEETHEART. YOUR MOTHER RUN ANAY WITH 
THE MILEMAN AND YOUR FATHER LIVES IN SIN WITH MRS MOLUMPHY. WwHOOOOOOOO! 
Her scream ran the lgght away, ran it into the orange ball which ran 
from the Philco. 

swezFlung away the towel. ‘Thrust up her arms. Screamed. 

I°M COLD. I was cold again. I am cold. My 

thumb a man's thumd flicking a cigarette. 

-Get rid of,Jce. They kill. 

~I did. Anyways I'm on this earth to die. I'm going back to Korea 
and they'll get me this tine for sure. 

~This bed idea. To dying. Yor to live. How you say--? 

~Aanything. 

-No.e No make joke. 

Nothing. 

~Stop joke! I get madeyou! 

-Had at you. 

-Oh Ged...I could tell you. If I. If. 

~Yoassessssessss. 

~How. How my people look your people. Stop silly! Jesus! 

~Your problems are solved. One quarter, One jackpot! 

-Honey! 

Yours. I'm pouring it on you like milk. 

Stop! 


language words. 


Why? i'm enjoying it. 
-Nol Goddaan! 
why 

-I am whore I an whore I aa whore I am whore. Jesus Christ! 
~You doen't have to aay that. I don't care... 

=I ory now I cry today I cry all time. I can't tell you 


~Try to calm down. Everybbdy's looking. 
-© Jesus I am whore. 


0h he was a lonely soldier bey 
in the den of Hong Kong Lil 


An4é then funny words and her roon-buraéetigg laugh. 


spremeh se aha: pga. ares 2 Pe Ce ae nan Jia 


I'M COLD, WHAT DID THE NOTE SAY? 
SAY SAY SAY SAY says the echo to now. 
WHAY THRY. ALL SAY: FORGET IT! 

BUY HER HAT, ‘TWELVE FUCKIN DOLLARS. 
FORGET IT. 

TWELVE FUCKIN DOLLARS. IN MALLEY'S, 
ALLS YOU GOT LEFT I8 GOOD TASTE. 

I'M. e.DIE. 

WHAT YOU WAITING FOR? 

WANT HER..,SAY SORRY. 

LIFES ASSHOLE JOXE, SPUD. BITE ON YOUN BLOOD WHILES IT CHOKES. 
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Their wary qeaktercircles spread palms nail pointed. Honey stiff; 
Molumphy waving for furious jelly balance, trembling red hair fussed 
with gray. Both electric-furred and feather preened with golling 
gloss eyes as they move back and forth in their grooves. 

OH THIS I8 FINE. LOVELY! LovELY! 

Honey feints a lunge her shadow funning rildly under the 
yellow bokl& Like smoke. The chrome bumper of the stove 
smearing thea both together, 

as Molusphy thrashes the air to Peep from falling. 

IT COST TWELVE DOLLARS IN MALLEYS. SHE...LEEVES WITH IT NEXT DAY. 

NOW WATCH HER,MOTHER! SHE'S A TIGER! MAY BE OVER YOUR HEAD. 

I"LL TEAR HER HAIR TW THE DIRTY ROOTS. Gerry is sobbing. 

Mpluaphy careens over the paseed-out Stretch. LOOK OUT! 
o000Ps! | 

HOMEY BUtts her whoocosh in the stomach and Molomphy sinks 
through the heaving air in gasps, her shadow a growing circle as 
she falls and Honey smirkingly turning away but Molumphy lashes out 
the heel of her hand to rip across Honey twisting neck, Molumphy 


“hits bike floor like a huge plopped rag doll and Honey is purple and 


"BOY OM BOY WHAT A COUPLE, DOUBLE ONE PUCH KNOCKDOWN. 
Honey throws up. My father bent like a question mark holds 
the washpan. ; 
Mach toasts everybody: fuce/nara oF BEAUTY! 
Beer foaming over his hand soaking purple hair. 
Molumphy laughs, spread on the floor, laughs end kicks Stretch 
to make him laugh. 


is 


AND YOU'RE JUST ANOTHER KIND OF WHORE IS WHAT YOU ARE. 
AND JUST CRY ALL YOU WANT. WE'VE HEARS IT ALL AROOME HERE. 
AND WE DON'T WARE ANOTHER ONE LIKE HIS MOTHER! 80 CRY ALL YSU 
WANT! I SMELL BEER. I SWELL BEER ON THIS CHILD. 

DON'T HIT ME! We're rolling around beer and flowers and then 
Mac throws us all off the bed. 

JESUS H.CRRIST WAIT A MINUTE, 

Then Mac's in the middle and then we're in the kitchen with 
the light stinging and singing. Honey kisses Daddy. 

ort AWAY FROM HIM MANSTEALER,. 

YOU GOT A FILTHY MOUTH MRS MOLUMPHY! 

WE'LL SEE ABOUT IT. 

AND A FILTHY BRAIN, 

CAUSE YOU'RE IN IT AND YOUR TRICKS. And Mac is Afughing deughing 
laughing as they circle each other and Gerry sobs and Stretch tries 
to get up as they step over and on him and ay father collapses into 
the morris chair GIVER HAT EVERYTHING, And Mac says THR9E TWO'D 
RIP THE PAINT FROM THE WALLS. IT'S BEAUTIFUL. 

I THREW ONE WHORE OUT OF HERE YOU'RE JUST ANOTHER. Jerry tries 


to hug me and I kick her. 


EVERY DOG SMELLS HER OWN, 

YOU'RE A CRAB LIVIN IN THE HAIR OF AN ASSHOLE. THAT'S ALL YOU ARE 
TO ME HONEY. 

I'M GONNA CLOSE THAT GARBAGEMOSTH! 

XI LOVE THE BOTH OF YOW SOS I'M REFERRZE. IT'S NOTRE DAME AND ARMY, 


GIRLS GIRLS GIRLS, He waves hie arms in that enoky kitchen, each 
black pane in the window like a movie. 

DON'T YOU WORRY SPUD. WE UNDERSTAND RACH OTHER, 

HI TARZAN. 

HY HONEY, 

WHY BO YOU CALL ME HONEY? AN I YOUR GIRLFRIEND. 

CAUSE 177 YOUR NAME. 

WHY DO YOU CALL NE HONEY? I'M NOT YOUR GIRLFRIEND. 

CAME IT'S YOUR NAME, 

Way WHY WHY WHY WHY WHY Y DON’T KNOW. 

NOLUNPHY puhes him out the door. DROPPING ROUND TO LEARY'S, 

CHECK! I*LLLBUT NY OOYERIEND TO BED...BITCH. 

I°M NOT YOUR BOYFRIEND. OUCH. the scratchy flannel of pyjenas. 

THAT®S A NICE LITTLE PECKER YOU GOT THERE, HURRY UP AND GROW UP. 

If°S MY PEE PRE. 

TAMRE IT TO BED WITH YOU OR I'LL CUT IT OFF! The hedbbe of the shirt 
with the sliding yellow light. My shuider is gingerale, ‘The freezing 
linolewa as you run from her. 

™ your room she drifts above, punches the covers under your chin. 
I'M ALWAYS JUST KIDDING. SAY GOODNIGHT, Ash headlights swish up the wall 
and bed acreas the ceiling to disappear after a singing car. GOODNIGHT 
BONKY. WHY DO YOU CALL ME HONZY AN I YOUR GIRLFRIEND? You stay tx 
fees a84 MIGHT UNERSTAND? She's not your girlfriend. she is no one 
and there is no one 

in the kiquid ringing dark the ornage ball covers the eciling 
end throbs that NotrodDame beat aray. They did. 
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She make fudge. 

m6 

Honey aint my girlfriend. 
TOO BAD, 


WELL WELL WELL WELL OUR YOUNG FRIBND RETURNS TO THE LIVIN. 
WE WAS LONGER THAN WE EXPECTED GETTIN THAT HOSPITAL TUCK JUST RIGHT. 
WHEREGS GERRY? X°LLL TEACH IT TO HER, 

NOBODY CAN LEARN LESS THEY WANT TO. 

HONEY YOU'RE ONE FUCKIN WISE WOMAN. AH GERRY! COME INTO OUR 
KITCHEN DISCUSSION, WE'RE TALKIN ABOUT PHILOSOPHY. 

AND I WAS READING ABOUT ELEANOR ROOSEVELT. SHE'S A WONDERFUL WOMAN. 


Flowers. 

WE CAN ROCK EMKEOURIBKD AND PRETEND THAT ‘THIS BED'S A SHIP. 
WUBRBOSORE! THAT'S THE MOTOR. THEN WE'LL HAVE FUDGE . WHEN WE GET 
TO WHERE WERRE GOING. IT'S A PLACE 80 WONDERFUL XT DOESN'T EVEN HAVE 
A NAME, 

I can't go cause my mother's comin back toaorror. 

I¥ I COULD JUST HUG YOU FOREVER. 

YOu didn't make fudge! 

PLEASE DON'T CRY. I'LL COME BY MYSELF AND MAKE FUDGE. ‘THEY*RE 
PIGS OUT THERE AND STRETCH IS A SNORING DRUNKEN PIG. HONESTLY! 
WHAT A DATE! 

The light slams in and Molulphy stops it all. our! 

WE WERE JUST! 


is 


Purple hairg Nac he rides on boats. Honey she's not your girlfriend, 
Gerry has no face now, She is flowers. Stretch is eveyything squinched. 
Downspinning 

rim of faces big 

big teeth. 

HE'S GOIN OUTOM IT! Mac's bokb voice. 

HE SHALL RETURN. Shrieklaughs. 

Garbled whirl of the radio's dial, Floor tin as they dance. 

WE SHOULD AT LEAST PUT HIM BACK TO BED, ONLY MY HAND GOES INTO 
MY BLOUSE STRETCH. 

MAKE HIM WRITE IT A THOUSAND TINES TEACHER. 

YOU COULDN'T WRITE HRONCE MAC. 

THERE'S ONLY WHITE LEAD IN MY PENCIL. 

Why did they call her Honey? 

TELL HIM THE SAME THING FOR ME GERRY. 

DEFEND YOURSELFS AT ALL TIMES, RIGHT STRETCH? 

IF XY DON'T BREAK MY CHERRY I°&% BE A FAIRY! 

TUNE IN NEXT WEEK. 

HER BODY'S A TEMPLE. 

WHAT’S YOURS? 

KEEP If UP AND YOU'LL NEVER FIND OUT MAC. 

I°M KEEPING IT UP TO FIND OUT. 

PLEASE YOU THREE THE BABY'S HEARING ALL THIS IF HE'S NOT ASLEEP. 

ME AND HONEY'LL GO IN GET HIS ROOM READY FOR HIM. RIGHT BABY? 

THAT'S ALL WE'LL DO. 

BUT OF COURSE. I‘LL SHOW YOU THE HOSPITAL TUCK. 

MISPORNOUNCED A WORD THERE. 
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Flowers. Yellow light explodes the doorway. Flowsrs. 
I'M GERRY AMD I'M A GOOD HUGGER. MHMHHHHH! Flowers. 
BBODAMN YOUR SWEET LITTLE ASS GERRY! DON'T WAKE UP THE FUCKIN BABY!! 
HE'S LAUGHING HE®S MY GIGGLE FACTORY. AREN'T YOU MY crea FACTORY? 
Flowers and her just touching fingers and your cool liquid laughing. 
The freezing soaring delight of it all in the long-ago bedroom. 

TICKLE TICELE I WANT A KISS. 

MY PEE PEE DOES PISS. | 

YOU ARE BAD! I'M TAKING MY KISSES BACK, 

HE GETS IT FROM THE SHREW. 

I FORGIVE YOU. NOW I°LL GIVE ALL THE KISSES BACK TO YOU AGAIN. 

ARK YOU MY MOMMY? 

I WILL HOLD YORERLITTLE BRBKEN HEART! I WILL HUG IT FOREVER! 

CUT THE SHIT AND LEAVE HIN ALONE JERRY! 

CAN YOU MAKE FUDGE? 

I°LL MAKE FUDGE AT OUR PARTY. 

MY MOMNY...I THINK...WHEN I WAS A BABY... 

I°LL MAKE FUDGE JUST LIKE THAT. Flowers. She bitetshe end of 
wy nose. YOU STAY HERE AND IN JUST A LITTLE WHILE... 

CAN I COMB TO THE PARTY? I'LL BE GOOD. 

Honey stretches the yellow doorway with her yellow. Her voice 
is a truck. MO! NOW BACK TO SLEEP! 

de Cectiy Cee woh Le aT mone (WHY DO THEY CALL HER THAT?) 
PLEASE. Flowers. 

She leave the light and it hits me. I DON'T GIVE A SHIT. 
BUT DON'T TRLL QUEENIE. SHE'S OUT FOR MY BLOOD. 


WHY? Flowers. 


~-No fuckin way! 
You can’t hold me all night or how many days 
we stay here. Cause we gotta stay here. 
~I can hold you now. 
~Make a deal. My those Chinesekoreans is lowd. 
You say you leve me I won't run out. 
~I'm no queer, 
~Thht's the here and now wrong word Baby. Nothin 
hoh-mo~sexy y'all, 
're 
~You/so fuckin crazy. 
-Crazy is truth. 
~Forget it. 
—Just say the words. 
“Ko. 
~Please say thes san, It's my life! 
~C ‘mon now. 
-No IT won't. Only place {'a goin is up and out into 
that firestora. That rich boy gotta get his fuck 
and it's you end me he's fuckin. 
-You're all mixed up. 
~You can be stupid all your life but you gotta say 
you love ge, 
-No. . 
~Just the words. Thhn I'@Andet try diddleyfuck. 
-The words don't mean diddleyfuck. 
-No words do man. 
-Then fuck it I love you. 


«“ 12 ne 


is heavin 


doih t§jat 
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~Yeah. Well. Why don't you go...help 

out the gooks. 

-I Bhould man. fheys yellow niggers. 

-We're all niggers there's no war, right? 

~Gotta be war. I mean...coocc0...you all 

right? They liketa drop that mortak shell 

on my black cock. 

»eeNo wisecrack for that. 

-Too scared. 

-Forget it! You gonna die. 

-I'll get out. You'll... 

puh uh. We both gotta die camse there's a big whthe fat 
boy humpin some broad by his pool whiles his wide's 
inside fuckin broilin three-fuckin-inch high steak. 
-I'll settle for the sktak. 


You don't know nothin white nigger! You gonna die 


for one hump, me for another. And his fuckin ass 

is heavin up right now. Gonna be you or me? 

~Be my guest. 

~Thanks. I'm gonna run out there and let my China Nigger 
buddies shoot me into an asshole. Now let go! You play 
tackle? That big white fat humpin boy give you a 
scholarsfip. Just suck his cock the once. Hell you're 
doin that here. 

~You're crazy! 


—vy head is! Now let me go. 


lo | 


Woody. click of the ice box opening and you hold your waked breath to 
bursting cause the ice box is the ice man. You put the card in the window, 
one way for a quarter cake anctiidr for a half. YOUR MOTHER HAD HER OWN 
SIGNALS. YOU SAID THE MILENAN! 
ICR MAN BROKE HER IN. 
IT'S MRS MOLUMPHY'S WAY OF HAVING FUN. YOUR MOTHER LEFT BY HERSELF. 
VSSITING. DON'T MAKE NO DIFFERENCE. BACK TOMORROW. % 
fhe color was leaving his hair. 
Woaph closed the outside door and you fling the ormage ball A. 
againet the dark. Throbs in a shiny black liquid. THEY BEAT ARMY. 
I DON'T CARE THEY COME IN. THEY CHIP? HOW MUCH YOU GET? ie ye 
CASE. BLUE RIBBON. | 
WON’ TAKE MUCH THOSE ASSHOLES. CON UP! 
Their climbing steps vabrating the orange ball, the house. 
SH! Crinkling crésp bags giggles SH! SH! 
Voicelaughs. DaNN YOU! SHI WakH THE BABY! BEEN THROUGH ENOUGH 
SHIT YOR THIS PARTY. 
CLICRSTEPS. 
Wattlecan and crispbag thump. 
The yellow deerk under sy door is crossed with shadows. I hold my 


breath. I am one thundering pulse. 


~You liketa shake to death. 

-They're...shootin at ac. . 

«No fuckin taste you jump in a hole with a nigger. 
“Yeah. Well. You know. 

-You nigger too. Just don't know it. 
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YOURARE POSITIVELY NAUGHTY STRETCH. NOW YOU JUST STOP IT. 
WHAT? 

YOUR TALKING AND YOUR EXPLORING. 

YOURE SAVIN IT FOR YOUR HUSBAND RIGHT? 

UM Mmenegenmanon{ Flovers. 

HE*D TRANK ME FOR BREAKIN YOU IN. 


NO THANKS. Flowers. 


SHIT SHORTSTOP SHIT SHIT SHIT! 

Can you make fudge? 

HB°S GETTIN WHAT HE WANTS IN THERE, 

Notre Dame baat Army. 

YOU JUST BE A PRIEST OR SOMETHING. NOTRE DANE BEAT ARMY SO 
EVERYTHING'S POSSIBLE. HAVE SOME MORE BEER BUT SLOWER. 

Clickfuss slopping eruption way up over me like mountains. 
Can comes dow big as a chair. BE MY GUEST SHORTSTOP. IT's YOU 
AND MK. Iifiutehed twelve stucs I comebeskkout kane. GERRY'S 
READIN HALF A CASE BOOK AND MAC'S GETTIN HALFCASEFUCK. FUCK FUCK FUCK! 
GETTIN NOTHER BEER. Click of the icebox, 

Fuckin foe man he told the millman to to to to to take my mother. 

WAY IT GOES. YOU'RE ON THIS EARTH TO GET FUCKED SSORTSTOP. 
IT'S A FUCKIN GODDAMN FUCKIN FIGURE OF FUCKIN GODDAMN SPEECH. 

STRETCH! NOW YOU WATCH YOUR NAUGHTY MOUTH IF YOU'RE TALKING 
TO THAT CHILD, 

He aquinchface sways,the globe on his head, pullchain across 
his pulsing nose. PEEPEEPEEPEE. WARM LUKEWARN FUCKIN PEE PEE AND 
SHE CALLS HERESELY A WORMM. I COULD SCREW A SNAKE AND I GET HER, 
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came 1x GONMA SCREW HER OLD MAN. WANNA FEEL DEAD MAN'S COCK. 
YOUNE NAUGHTY! 
SOMETHING LIKE THAT! 
I HEAR MY FAVORITE WORD? Like the Philco up loudest. 
OPEN THE BEER MAC. ASK STRETCH TO HELP YOU IF HE AINT TOO STUPID. . 
YOUR WISH IS MY DEMAND. 
Gerry's pillow hand as you walk ikto the light with her. Blue 
staring dow at you under the sliding globe of the kitchen light. 
Big and black-edged Nac. HOW THE LADIES HOLD ONTA THEIR PANTS WITH 
HIN AROUND? Gerry jerks her hand away she's all red. 
® I'M HOLDIN ON TO MINE MAC! 
WAT ODDS rou GIVE ME? 
StMITEN'S pushing chinnose, the globe on his head. Pouring brown. 
Foem running up a tilted glass. I'LL TAKE ANY ODDS. 
THEYRE EIGHT TO ONE WITH ME AND BONRY. Cum {woh NOW sah Bight Leta. 
DELIVER ON THAT AND YOU CAN FUCK THE NEIGHBORHOOD. | 
HOMEY! Flowers. MUST YOU BE SO COARSE? 
YEAH. 
Brow coming way down from Stretch. TAKE A BEER SHORTSTOP. 
Smooth pocked foam jumping tingles. HEY JUST A LITTLE! o 
After the quick burn flooding gulp inkwisting bitter wince. 
Circling faces each bigger than the room. 
STRETCH! HE'S A CHILD! 
I DIDN"T KNOW HE WAS GONNA SWALLOW THE ... 
GIVE ME A WEEK I'LLL MAKE HIM A NAN. 
MHAT A FACE'S HE'S MRKING, IS HE ALL RIGHT? 
WHAT A FACE FACK FACE CIRCLING FACES. 


Their close green airless room as she rolled-—roar of the spring— 
over. WELL BABY YOU GOT A BIG HEAD? 
Can we go sozewheem nice? Oh a plane. Rmaammusmen. 
| NO! The word ds the pein in your bheek, her hand withdrawing. 
You cry staring at the pinpoints in the green shade back of her. 
MONO NONONO NO. < 
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HONEY! HONRY'S WHAT YOU'LL MEET IN THIS WORLD! THEY EAT BABIES 
LIKE YOU. AND YOUR FATHER. 

The puppythump of the tug brings up the laght eround me. 
Paleblond greenblond sea light past sunrise superimposes on 
that tightgreen airless bedroom but the one of clicking spoogs and 
phlehm and chocking. His body grinding him out in the yellow light 
pinpricking through the green shades. He died when I was missing 
in action, myshhf and the black guy holding each other up for five 
days till they found us. Her letter caught me in the hospital in Tokyo. 


If you get this I planted your father 
and Im gettin lost. I got ay own life. 


I see him in his coffin. Not stuffed primpink among bloated silk 
diamonds but playingcard thin into the writhing fold of two broils 
of dough, blotches ofwater bubbling and silently, phosphorently, 
breaking into the slimy white, And the eagles, Molumphy, Homey, Mac— 
bleodfaced and downstaring. Beooding over his strange coffin long after 
he sinks away. I am my father watching them above him. I am an eagle. 


‘IT am nigger. I am whore] I am male and female. I am Christ. 


- Come to absorb the world. 


! 
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PAIN TO BE DELIVERED 


by Frank B. Ford 


The gray~blacks of ship and water, lowering sky. Streaming from the 
copper fuzz of a brooding sun. Streaming towards it. 

But streaming towards it. As everything. 

As everything is to and away. 

For the inch-high one. Now. Then he felt the ship not the world 
holding it. It was enough. It is 

insufficient. 

Travel up the coppering wake among glimmers of slate-phosphorescence, 
to the twin broils. Go up the throbbing belly to the red rail, doubled 
in the slick light. A soldier leans against the riveted wall. 

Closer the rivets look like Baten’ 

Cap a parabolic swoop nesting plums of flame-traced lint... 

Below it the face, kidney-colored. 

Grows larger than the ship in the mind. Of course. Depends. 

As the mind depends. 

I am inch-high. My face outfaces the sun. 

Thinking. Of another sun. Other suns. Impossible. 

La t50.e7 


Then. 


I am a young soldser on a ship. I was barely younger going at another sun 

which dronned: 
making the top of a mountain as two. There is a lake. It 

depends. Since they are in Japan. Or were. They need to be there. 

I needed to be there since I was. Am. It depends. You don't want 
what you want: our tragedy. I go on. 

reading a book on a train on a bridge over a lake next to a mountain. 

Kamakaze pilots, young men of seventeen, rode this train. They carried 
a ball of rice, enleafed. Sweet in a pocket of leaves. They had 

the shit blown out of them. So much for causes and other Capital 

Concerns. 

I form my’empty hands to receive a leaf-wrapped ball of rice. 

The light coming through the train windows is yellow. My hands are yellow. 
It is a strain I am not up to. Then. 

Now the windows are reddening for the sun is as a ball ake the rails 
point. And the train, hollow tube, click-clicking wide rails behind, 
widening behind 

thrusts into sucking fire. 

It is always the same sun. Invents and consumes. It's a simple as that. 
We're both here to burn ourselves out. 

It's as simple as that. There's nothing else, there's 

no click or tick or beat or throb as the windows gloss hard black 
and the train of blood stops though you plunge on, pale skin ripping 
back through corposants of breath into the sun which became as a firing 


maelstrom and 


she being with child cried, travailing in birth, 


and on to be delivered. 
~ fet a XK 
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NOTRE DAME BEAT ARMY! THEY DID! The orange dial of the Philco radio 
throbbed as pebbles rattled in the speaker. THEY'RE... The grill of the 
lost~flower rug ground into my elbows. Across the murky pond of the 
coffee table danced a paper rose...0N THE TEN TEN TEN! LADIES AND 
GENTLEMEN OF THE LISSSSSSSSSSSSSSSTENING. And I'm jerked up and 
a towel twists in my ear like quartz. My father's blank face blocks 
the dim light. I still feel the bassing tingle of that speaker, the 
orange ball sliding the walls. THEY'RE UNPILING THEM NOW IT LOOKS LIKE 
A TOUCHDOWN FROM HERE! 

FROM HERE LOOKS LIKE A LITTLE BOY GONNA GET HIS ASS BROKEN IF HE e 
MOVES AROUND ANYMORE. 

IT Is! NOTRE DAME.. The sting rips my face, breath-stopped in 
the sour, smoky heat. WINS! 

I GIVE UP! I...-his voice trails into darkness. That orange ball 
runs riot up and down the sooty walls, collides with cold black 
widows and pausesover the table to suck in all the gray. - 

Mrs Molumphy glistens from the Morris Chair. 

DON'T BLAME THE BOY FOR YOUR NERVES. 

NOTRE DAME WON! 

IS IT THE WORLD SERIES DEAR? WHY CRY ABOUT IT ANYWAYS? YOUR 
MOTHER CRIED-—-FOR A HOBBY. Her hair is the red light of the stove.” 

MY MOMMY? 

SHE RAN AWAY WITH THE MILKMAN. I'LL ‘TAKE SOME HMMMMMMM TODAY! 
I'LL TAKE SOME HMMMMMM TODAY! 


Thin and ashbrown hair: I GIVER EVERYTHING. Making the blot’thes 
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jump like glassy fleas around the seoky room. Stove-—fuming lid—-remembering 
the stickings of toast. Black fall windows. Molumphy's yellow fists 

smile. My father's dead hair. I'M COLD COLD COLD. I TOLD I TOLD I TOLD. 
THAT'S THE BASEBALL THE WORLD SERIES. MRS MOLUMPHY KNOWS IT®S ALL 
FOOLISHNESS. THAT ONE THERE BET ENOUGH ON IT. 

And the blotches merge to one smoky undulant bowl——Molumphy and the 
stove looming, leaping, shrinking . 

It—-squat bursting black with chrome bumpers spreading her reflection 
five funny feet. When no one's in it you can touch it with your finger. 
Watch your finprprint 

I am watching my little print dissapear into bluing chrome heat. 

It makes a cloud and is gone. Writhing 000000 of the oil fire took it. 

WHOOO0O goes Mrs Molumphy's scream. Your mother it made her laugh. 
COURSE YOU'RE COLD WITHOUT NO MOTHER. 

I LET HER GO. IT BREAKS MY HEART. 

SHUT UP. 

How to make the towel go round. Which end? I must watch her. 

In the darkening kitchen, my far father leaning against the light. 

Her Her torn sneaks and red ster than wide anklets at the bottom 

of cones twist up with snagged silk stockings past cream bar bottom 

of the Morris chair and up to the tensile hem...water waves of dark and 

fading green dress. Her sitting-down belly basketed under it. Up the narrowing 
open front of the gray-haired black coat sweater to the brass safety pin 

Damming the spated breasts. 

Shiny fire face round round round. 


oy as teeth knuckle-red nose button gloss eyes DID YOU 


$2 Al 
Rusty, . A°-threaded hair—a pencil dives... | IT ALL IN SWEETHEART? 


Swelling red arms arms of the chair. Her arms were the arms of the chair. 

He throws his arm as if it had a ball and now she's up and 

hugely rocking WANNA PLAY HUH? 

I'M COLDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD. 

He slides by her and into the morris chair. There's no impact. 

He lights a cigarette as she rubs you with the towel. 

IT HURTS. 

THAT'S WHAT SHE SAID DARLING. WHOOOOO! 

BANSHEE BITCH. 

I'LL TAKE SOME HUMMMM TODAY. 

GIVER HOUSE, HAT, EVERYTHING! 

THIS CASTLE! 

His crying made the light whht it was then. It wasn't that before. 
Inseparable from the dark cold giistening Mrs Molumphy smoke walls stove. 
Never again that particular light. 

Not then since I closed my eyes. WHAT DID THE NOTE SAY IN THE BOTTLE? 

Heel of her hand pawing my shoulder. 

IT SAID GOD SAVE ME IM STRANGLING. IT SAID I CRY ALL DAY. IT SAID 
LIFE'LL RAM YOU BIGGER THAN ANY COCK. 

WHAT'S IT MEAN? WHEN SHE'S COMING BACK? 

WHEN THE MOON COMES OVER THE MOUNTAIN. ; 

WHEN'S THAT? She buffs you like a shoe and you keep your eyes jammed 
shut in that smoky sour kitchen, basin rock rocking freezing water over 
your feet. 


STOP DANCING! LEAVE IT TO YOUR OLD MAN. 
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I WANT MY MOMMY! 

WAIT IN LINE! 

FUCK You! 

AM I AFRAID OF YOU? FART IN A WINDSTORM. 

DON’T LISTEN TO HIS DIRTY MOUTH SWEETHEART. YOUR MOTHER RUN AWAY WITH 
THE MILKMAN AND YOUR FATHER LIVES IN SIN WITH MRS MOLUMPHY . WHOOO0O00000! 
Her scream ran the light away, ran it into the orange ball which ran 
from the Philco.. 

She flung away the towel. Thrust up her arms. Screamed. 

I'M COLD. I was cold again. I am cold. My 

thumb a man's thumb flicking a cigarette. 

' Get rid of,Joe. They kill. 

-I did. Anyways I'm on this earth to die. I'm going back to Korea 
and they'll get me this time for sure. 

~This bad idea. To dying. For to live. How you say—? 

~Anything. 

-No. No make joke. 

-Nothing. 

-Stop joke! I get mad you! 

~Mad' at you. 

-Oh God...I could tell you. If I. If. 

~Yesssssssssssss. 

~How. How my people look yom people. Stop silly! Jesus! 

~Your problems are solved. One quarter. One jackpot! 

-Money! 


~Yours. I'm pouring it on you like milk. 


~Stop! 
— ~au _ 


“Why? I'm enjoying it. 

-No! Goddamn! 

-Why 

~I am whore I am whore I am whore I am whore. Jesus Christ! 
~You don't have to say that. I don't care... 


-I cry now I cry today I cry all time. I can't tell you 


language words. 


-Try to calm down. Everybody's looking. 


-0 Jesus I am whore. 


Oh he was a lonely soldier boy 


in the den of Hong Kong Lil 


And then funny words and her room-bursting laugh. 
WORLDSERIESMILKMANNOTREDAMEHMMMMMMTODAY . 
I'M COLD. WHAT DID THE NOTE SAY? 

SAY SAY SAY SAY says the echo to now. 
WHAT THEY ALL SAY: FORGET IT! 

BUY HER HAT. TWELVE FUCKIN DOLLARS. 
FORGET IT. 

TWELVE FUCKIN DOLLARS. IN MALLEY'S. 
ALLS YOU GOT LEFT IS GOOD TASTE. 
I'M...DIE. 

WHAT YOU WAITING FOR? 


WANT HER...SAY SORRY. 


LIFES ASSHOLE JOKE, SPUD. BITE ON YOUR BLOOD WHILES IT CHOKES. 
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I...CAN'T IT'S... 
COMIN OUT BLACK. GET RID OF THE CIGARETTE. 
Flip flop red arc. 
SMOKIN AND CHOKIN! POOR DARLIN SPUD. WHO MADE THE WORLD? 
GOD DID. THEY TOLD ME. I'M COLD. 
ss ASK GOD FOR CLOTHES NOT MRS MOLUMPHY. 
may TL HAPPEN TO THE KID? OH THE DARK DARK DARK. 
wad ete LONG ENOUGH. 
I'M COLD. 
IT WAS A TWELVE DOLLAR HAT, GOD. 
FUCK YOU THE HAT AND GOD AND THIS LITTLE SISSY. LET LIFE SQUEEZE ! 
| e Moe.» Malumpryin rust and salt and fippy breasts POPS ue! 
‘Up in that dead light while my father sobs and I shake with cold. 
I know her now. 
Choral heart X. As I know the whore with the lapful of silver. 
I know my father in his coffin, myself on a sounding ship. It's 
always too late when you know. It doesn't depend. 
What depends is that kitchen and our staying there then for 
Honey. She's a knife making her own light. | 
HEY! WHERE'S THE BODY? EVER HEAR OF EDISON? 
LET THERE BE LIGHT. It's your father hanging from the chain of 
the drifting globe, the light stinging out. 
WHERE'S THERE'S LIFE THERE'S HOPE HEY? 
a THERE'S ALWAYS HOPE IN HIM WHEN A SKIRT CREEPS AROUND. 
I DON'T THINK I LIKE THAT MRS MOLUMPHY . 
YOU DON'T HAVE TO LIKE SHIT. YOU'RE A FUCKIN BABYSITTER. 


I DON®T HAVE TO LISTEN TO THAT KIND OF LANGUAGE. 
~ {357 --; 


GIRLS GIRLS GIRLS. He waves his arms in that smoky kitchen, each 
black pane in the window like a movie. 

DON'T YOU WORRY SPUD. WE. UNDERSTAND EACH OTHER. 

HI TARZAN. 

HI HONEY. 

WHY DO YOU CALL ME HONEY? AM I YOUR GIRLFRIEND? 

CAUSE IT'S YOUR NAME. 

WHY DO YOU CALL ME HONEY? I'M NOT YOUR GIRLFRIEND. 

CAUZ IT'S YOUR NAME. 

WHY WHY WHY WHY WHY WHY I DON'T KNOW. 

@ = -wrs. Moiumpley- puhes him out the door. DROPPING ROUND TO LEARY'S. 

CHECK! I'LL PUT MY BOYFRIEND TO BED...BITCH. 

I'M NOT YOUR BOYFRIEND. OUCH. The scratchy flannel of itd sala 

THAT'S A NICE LITTLE PECKER YOU GOT THERE. HURRY UP AND GROW UP. 

IT'S MY PEE PEE. 

TAKE: IT TO BED WITH YOU OR I'LL CUT IT OFF! The hole of the shirt 
with the sliding yellow light. My shnider is gingerale. The freezing 
linoleum as you run from her. 

In your room she drifts above, punches the covers under your chin.. 
I'M ALWAYS JUST KIDDING. SAY GOODNIGHT. Ash headlights swish up the wall 
and bed across the ceiling to disappear after a singing car. GOODNIGHT 
HONEY. WHY DO YOU CALL ME HONEY AM I YOUR GIRLFRIEND? YOU STAY IN 

@& HERE ALL NIGHT UNERSTAND? She's not your girlfriend. She is no one 
and there is no one 


in the liquid ringing dark the orarge ball covers the ceiling 


and throbs that Notre Dame beat Army . They did. 
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“Yeah. Well. Why don't you go...help 

out the socket 

~I should man. Theys yellow niggers. 
“We're all niggers there's no war, right? 
~Gotta be war. I mean...oocc00...you all 
right? They liketa drop that mortar shell 
on my black cock. 

.--No wisecrack for that? 
~Too scared. 

-Forget it! You gonna die. 

-I'll get out. You'll... 

-Uh uh. We both gotta die cause there's a big white fat 
boy humpin some broad by his pool whiles his wife's 
inside fuckin broilin three-fuckin-inch high steak. 

~I'll settle for the steak. 

~You don't know nothin white nigger! You gonna die 

for one hump, me for another. And his fuckin ass 

is heavin up right now. Gonna be you or me? 

~Be my guest. 

~Thanks. I'm gonna run out there and let my China Nigger 
buddies diese me into an asshole. Now let go! You play 
tackle? That big white fat humpin boy give you a 
scholarship I Just suck his cock the once. Hell you're 
doin that here/ 


-You're crazy! 


“My head is! Now let me go. 
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-No fuckin way! 
-You can't hold me all night or how many days 
we stay here. Cause we gotta stay here. 
-I can hold you now. 
“Make a deal. My those Chinesekoreans is loud. 
You say you love me I won't run out. 
-I'm no queer. 
-That's the here and now wrong word Baby. Nothin 
hoh-mo-sexy y'all. 
're 
~You/so fuckin crazy. 
-Crazy is truth. 
-Forget it. 
~Just say the words. 
-No. | 
-Please say them man. It's my life! 
-C'mon now. 
-No I won't. Only place {'m goin is up and out into 
that firestorm. That rich boy gotta get his fuck 
and it's you and me he's fuckin. 
' -You're all mixed up. 
-You can be stupid all your life but you gotta say 
you love me. 
-No. 
-Just the words. Then I don't try diddleyfuck. 
-The words don't mean diddleyfuck. . 


-No words do man. 


“Then fuck it I love you. 
Sy Ar 


Flowers. Yellow light explodes the doorway. Flowers. 
I'M GERRY AND I'M A GOOD HUGGER. MHHHHHHH! Flowers. 

GBDDAMN YOUR SWEET LITTLE ASS GERRY! DON'T WAKE UP THE FUCKIN BABY! 
HE'S LAUGHING HE'S MY GIGGLE FACTORY. AREN'T YOU MY GIGGLE FACTORY? 
Flowers and her just touching fingers and your cool liquid laughing. 

The freezing soaring delight of it all in the long-ago bedroom. 
TICKLE TICKLE I WANT A KISS. 

MY PEE PEE DOES PISS. 

YOU ARE BAD! I'M TAKING MY KISSES BACK. 

HE GETS IT FROM THE SHREW. 

I FORGIVE YOU. NOW I'LL GIVE ALL THE KISSES BACK TO YOU AGAIN. 
ARE YOU MY MOMMY? 
I WILL HOLD YOUR. ‘LITTLE BROKEN HEART! I WILL HUG IT FOREVER! 
CUT THE SHIT AND LEAVE HIM ALONE GERRY! 
CAN YOU MAKE FUDGE? 
I'LL MAKE FUDGE AT OUR PARTY. 
MY MOMMY... THINK...WHEN I WAS A BABY... 
I'LL MAKE FUDGE JUST LIKE THAT. Flowers. She bitesthe end of 
my nose. YOU STAY HERE AND IN JUST A LITTLE WHILE... 

CAN I COME TO THE PARTY? I'LL BE GOOD. 

Honey stretches the yellow doorway with her yellow. Her voice 
is a truck. NO! NOW BACK TO SLEEP! 

WH ILE 

OH LET HIM COME FOR A LITTLE / HONEY. (WHY DO THEY CALL HER THAT?) 
PLEASE. Flowers. | 

She leave the light and it hits me. I DON'T GIVE A SHIT. 
BUT DON'T TELL QUEENIE. SHE'S OUT FOR MY BLOOD. 


WHY? Flowers. 
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CAUE I'M GONNA SCREW HER OLD MAN. WANNA FEEL DEAD MAN'S COCK. 


YOURE NAUGHTY ! 

SOMETHING LIKE THAT. 

I HEAR MY FAVORITE WORD? Like the Philco up loudest. 

OPEN THE BEER MAC. ASK STRETCH TO HELP YOU IF HE AINT TOO STUPID. 

YOUR WISH IS MY DEMAND. 

Gerry's pillow hand as you walk into the light with her. Blue 
staring down at you under the sliding globe of the kitchen light. 


Big and black~edged Mac. HOW THE LADIES HOLD ONTA THEIR PANTS WITH 


_ HIM AROUND? Gerry jerks her hand away she's all red. 


I'M HOLDIN ON TO MINE MAC! 

WHAT ODDS YOU GIVE ME? 

Stretch's pushing chinnose, the globe on his head. Pouring brown. 
Foam running up a tilted glass. I'LL TAKE ANY ODDS. 

THEY'RE EIGHT TO ONE WITH ME AND HONEY. ONE INCH NOW AND EIGHT LATER. 

DELIVER ON THAT AND YOU CAN FUCK THE NEIGHBORHOOD. 

HONEY! Flowers. MUST YOU BE SO COARSE? 

YEAH. 

Brown coming way down from Stretch. TAKE A BEER SHORTSTOP. 
Smooth pocked foam jumping tingles. HEY JUST A LITTLE! 
After the quick burn flooding gulp intwisting bitter wince. 
Circling faces each bigger than the room. 

STRETCH! HE'S A CHILD! 

I DIDN*T KNOW HE WAS GONNA SWALLOW THE . as 

GIVE ME A WEEK I'LL MAKE HIM A MAN. 

WHAT A FACE'S HE'S MAKING. IS HE ALL RIGHT? 


WHAT A FACE FACE FACE CIRCLING FACES. 
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Purple hairy Mac he rides on boats. Honey she's not your girlfriend, 
Gerry has no face now. She is flowers. Stretch is everything squinched. 
Downspinning 
rim of faces big 
big teeth. 
HE'S GOIN OUT @IT! Mac's bomb voice. 
HE SHALL RETURN. Shrieklaughs. 
Garbled whirl of the radio's dial. Floor tin as they dance. 
WE SHOULD AT LEAST PUT HIM BACK TO BED. ONLY MY HAND GOES INTO 
MY BLOUSE STRETCH. 
MAKE HIM WRITE IT A THOUSAND TIMES TEACHER. 
¢ YOU COULDN'T WRITE IT ONCE MAC. 
THERE'S ONLY WHITE LEAD IN MY PENCIL. 
Why did they call her Honey? | 
TELL HIM THE SAME THING FOR ME GERRY. 
DEFEND YOURSELFS AT ALL TIMES. RIGHT STRETCH? 
IF I DON'T BREAK MY CHERRY I'LL BE A FAIRY! 
TUNE IN NEXT WEEK. 
HER BODY'S A TEMPLE. 
WHAT'S YOURS? 
KEEP IT UP AND YOU'LL NEVER FIND OUT MAC. 
I'M KEEPING IT UP TO FIND OUT. 
PLEASE YOU THREE THE BABY'S HEARING ALL THIS IF HE'S NOT ASLEEP. 
ME AND HONEY'LL GO IN GET HIS ROOM READY FOR HIM. RIGHT BABY? 
THAT'S ALL WE'LL DO. 
BUT OF COURSE. I'LL SHOW YOU THE HOSPITAL TUCK. 


MISPRONOUNCED A WORD THERE. 
GER ees 


Woody click of the ice box opening and you hold your waked breath to 
bursting cause the ice box is the ice man. You put the Sard in the window, 
one way for a quarter cake another for a half. YOUR MOTHER HAD HER OWN 
SIGNALS. YOU SAID THE MILKMAN! 

ICE MAN BROKE HER IN. 

IT'S MRS MOLUMPHY'S WAY OF HAVING FUN. YOUR MOTHER LEFT BY HERSELF. 
VISITING. DON'T MAKE NO DIFFERENCE. BACK TOMORROW. | 

The color was leaving his hair. 

Womph closed the outside door and you fling the orange ball 
against the dark. Throbs in a shiny black liquid. THEY BEAT ARMY. 

I DON'T CARE THEY COME IN. THEY CHIP? HOW MUCH YOU GET? 

CASE. BLUE RIBBON. 

WON'T TAKE MUCH THOSE ASSHOLES. CMON UP! 

Their climbing steps vibrating the orange ball, the house. 

SH! Crinkling crisp bags giggles SH! SH! 

Voicelaughs. DAMN YOU! SH! WAKE THE BABY! BEEN THROUGH ENOUGH 
SHIT FOR THIS PARTY. 

Clicksteps. 

Rattlecan and crispbag thump. 

The yellow crack under my door is crossed with shadows. I hold my 


breath. I am one thundering pulse. 


-You liketa shake to death. 

-They're...shootin at me. 

-No fuckin taste you jump in a hole with a nigger. 
~Yeah. Well. You know. 


-You nigger too. Just don't know it. 


fh 
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YOU ARE POSITIVELY NAUGHTY STRETCH. NOW YOU JUST STOP IT. 
WHAT? 

YOUR TALKING AND YOUR EXPLORING. 

YOURE SAVIN IT FOR YOUR HUSBAND RIGHT? 

UM HMMMMMMMMMMM . Flowers. 

HE'D THANK ME FOR BREAKIN YOU IN. 


NO THANKS. Flowers. 


SHIT SHORTSTOP SHIT SHIT SHIT! 
Can you make fudge? 
HE'S GETTIN WHAT HE WANTS IN THERE. 
Notre Dame beat Army. 
YOU JUST BE A PRIEST OR SOMETHING. NOTRE DAME BEAT ARMY SO 
EVERYTHING'S POSSIBLE. HAVE SOME MORE BEER BUT SLOWER. 
Clickfuzz slopping eruption way up over me like mountains. 
Can comes down big as a chair. BE MY GUEST SHORTSTOP. IT'S YOU 
AND ME. I FINISHED TWELVE SINCE I COME BACK OUT HERE. GERRY'S 
READIN HALF A CASE BOOK AND MAC'S GETTIN HALFCASEFUCK. FUCK FUCK FUCK! 
GETTIN NOTHER BEER. Click of the icebox. 
Fuckin ice man he told the milkman to to to to to take my mother. 
WAY IT GOES. YOU'RE ON THIS EARTH TO GET FUCKED SHORTSTOP. 
IT'S A FUCKIN GODDAMN FUCKIN FIGURE OF FUCKIN GODDAMN SPEECH. 
STRETCH! NOW YOU WATCH YOUR NAUGHTY MOUTH IF YOU'RE TALKING 
TO THAT CHILD. 
He squinchface sways,the globe on his head, pillichain aonseat 
his pulsing nose. PEEPEEPEEPEE. WARM LUKEWARM FUCKIN PEE PEE AND 
SHE CALLS HERESELF A WOMAN. I COULD SCREW A SNAKE AND I GET HER. 
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THE MORNING PROGRAM 


Burko-E-O would zap in that tape cartridge and Zongo's 
favorite word all but blew apart the smaller idiot boxes that 
flashed along the beaches of the fetid bayfront city: 
"Zongo-0-0-0!" reverberated and overlapped, finally ending ina 
gevesenine crescendo followed by maniacal drumming. 

Then Zongo, the dj, would scream his second favorite word 
-"UnEARTH1Ly!" and Burko-E-O, his only engineer ever, would 
collapse back into his battered, springless, "executive" chair 
and wheel around the control room bumping into everything until 
he reached his coffee mug, half a hollowed-out softball lined 
with a ceramic something and secured by a handle made from 
driftwood and macrame. The mug was a gift from a fan of Morning 
Lunacy, celebrating the station's last place finish in the 
Radio-TV league--as did Burko-E-O's t-shirt, which featured him 
leaning back at an impossible angle in the springless chair while 


holding up the Morning Lunacy pennant. 
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Scene 4 


(KEVIN and BUNKY in the kitchen) 


BUNKY: I thought since no one said anything about dinner-- 
KEVIN: Oh? 

BUNKY: And I never used a wood stove, have you? 

KEVIN: Hardly used a gas or electric. 

BUNKY: t looked in the freezer and there's everything. 


KEVIN: Great! 


| 
| 


BUNKY: Groung- ner } wrapped meat) Great-looking roast beef 

I took out. 

KEVIN: Beautiful! 

BUNKY: So? 

KEVIN: Look, Bunky. Do you have a real name? I mean-- 

BUNKY: What everybody calls me now. 

KEVIN: Whatever. Anyway, I'm not the automatic cook around here 


nor are you. Slick can cook and Carl and Bicky can learn to 


Fetch water and stoke up woodstoves. Maybe you should sit on 
your fanny. Ever think of that? That's what I'm going to do. 

tL got a book I'm going to Finish before I depart this rustic 
love nest. 

BUNKY: But if Acbeay. does nothing-- 

KEVIN: Why don't you just wait and see? 

BUNKY: I never thought of that. 

KEVIN: Respect yourself. You're worth it. It'll come together 


because we all will make it do just that. All of us, okay? 


BUNKY: Let things...sort of take shape. 


KEVIN: You'll be surprised. 


TIC somnna othe oon ami ate 
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BUNKY: I will. (uncertain) Thank you. 
KEVIN: Nothing. (exits) 


BUNKY: Well...she can say what she wants but this (completely 


Fe TE 5" 


unwrapping freezer paper from roast) still has to be braised. 


Anybody can watch it later. 
Scene 5 
(At dinner table; theyve finished.) 


SLICK: Wow! Ladies I want to tell you-- 

KEVIN: I did nothing. 

SLICK: Shoulda known. Well Bunky then! I'm gonna tell St. Peter 
about ‘that meal. 

KEVIN: I'll tell Mephistpiles. That's not a comment on the food 
which was heavenly-- 

CARL: Amen! 

KEVIN: Only that I've met so” many bores on this earth who 
didnt sin only because they were afraid to, that I've already 
opted for the place where I'll encounter my own kind. 

SLICK: Guaranteed ticket! 

BUNKY: Slick! 

KEVIN: It's how he kids: country cruel. 

SLICK: You can poison the air quicker'n any woman from here 

to Hong Kong. 

CARL: Uh, I'll be happy to take care of the dishes! 

KEVIN: Of course. 

CARL: What does that mean? 


KEVIN: That I'd expect you to say that. 


——EI—————————— 


TAKING COMMAND OF THE LANGUAGE! - 

All right you fuckin lazy nouns, get off your fat asses and 
get ready for the verbs to come in. And do something about your 
ap peavande even one of you! Who’d want to link up with slobs 
like you? 

Oh Jesus get a load of these verbs rushing around like 
sperms or something. Fuckin complete maniacs! Just stop the 
useless activity and grab hold of one of these bag-of-shit nouns 
if you please. And take your job seriously, verbs. It’s not 
supposed to be some kind of random orgy or something. 

All right you whores, oh excuse me adjectives. Gonna make 
everything pretty with your dime store makeup are you? 

And you prissy ones, I know, you want to narrow the meaning 

so that pussy college professors can write with deadening 
precision. Well see what you can do with those nouns who have 
acquired verbs. 1711 accept anything! 

Don’t even let the adverbs’ enter! They don’t know what 
they’re doing anyway. They want to MODIFY everything including 
themselves. Did someone say masturbate? At any rate, they’re 
parasites and we got trouble enough already. 

Okay, okay, if any of the scruffy lot has formed sentences, 
let them go. They’11 get together for inappropriate sex and call 
it a paragraph. 

And enough of those and we gotta DOCUMENT!--if you want the 
biggest laugh of all. 

Oh shit, nothing’s working out. Nothing! Can’t anybody do 


ANYthing with this fuckin lamguage? 


es ra. 
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Sublime Report 

I apologize for the simplicity: let‘’s premise it: cone has 
TV camera which "frames" entire country, splits frame to 1000 
chip-size screens: each locks a warhead on: fires: 
aforementioned master rocket flies over and photographs: you 
take out a country. 

Last was, forget, Swazi-—Botswana-Something: transparencies 
are lovely: parts of bodies like petals of sunflowers. In the 
crude old cold days we called them J-Blooms: for someplace 
called Jonestown. History’s my soft suit: Hitler came after 
Alexander the Great: that’s about it. Up to Mega-Pact anyway. 

Aesthetics: calling this one back: 1/3 lenses fogged. 

We, USA-USSR Population Research Group, take out Pakistan 
tomorrow: lots of hunger there: they live to? whatever: 


another day. 
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THE SHIEK OF THE SHOE STORE 


by Frank B. Ford 
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We had @ funny one down here too, fella run shoe stores 
meal in habit kinda rubbin the girls legs when he 
tried oa t the shoes “ap | em. Course the high school girls they'd 
get agether wi talk bout it ya know-- big adventure nall, n 
the married women well none @mever tole their husbands fars 
i know. Don't know as they don't kinda enjoy that kinda 
business. Like Larry Albertini butcher Acne aa Pierce he always 
makee-cracks when he cuts the-sausage-or somethin n he says... .. 
all the married women why they laugh abeat the band. Course he 
don't mean nothin by it. They called him Wicked Wilbert-- 
it's a joke. Fella in the shoe store I uean, name's Wilbert 
Kell. One thing bout him, never get fresh with his mouth. 
I mean he dfde?@ hardly say nothin all day less yinclude grunts. 
Heta try 4 anos ae a woman n say "Howts that feel?" Get it? 
Meariin how's that feel his hand. That's wy joke, don't know 
as he ever said nothin like that. ‘Like I said he say bout 
seven words a day less yinclude grunts. | 

Well the fit kinda hit the shan with Linda Shinser. 
She. ‘tole her Reventon: _ That's him greasin your car. 
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Wames's Gookie Gustafson. Took him em here when they ne 
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THE MORNING PROGRAM 


Burko-E-O would zap in that tape cartridge and Zongo's 
favorite word all but blew apart the smaller idiot boxes that 
flashed along the beaches of the fetid bayfront city: 
"Zongo-O-0-0!" reverberated and overlapped, finally ending ina 
screeching crescendo followed by maniacal drumming. 

7 Then Zongo, the dj, would scream his second favorite word 
-"UnEARTH1ly!" and Burko-E-O, his only engineer ever, would 
collapse back into his battered, springless, "executive" chair 
and wheel around the control room bumping into everything until 
he reached his coffee mug, half a hollowed-out softball lined 
with a ceramic something and secured by a handle made from 
driftwood and macrame. The mug was a gift from a fan of Morning 
Lunacy, celebrating the station's last place finish in the 
Radio-TV league--as did Burko-E-O's t-shirt, which featured him 
leaning back at an impossible angle in the springless chair while 


holding up the Morning Lunacy pennant. 


1 


Ford-14 


Scene 4 | 


(KEVIN and BUNKY in the kitchen) 


BUNKY: I thought since no one said anything about dinner-- 
KEVIN: Oh? 

BUNKY: And I never used a wood stove, have you? 

KEVIN: Hardly used a gas or electric. 

BUNKY: I looked in the freezer and there's everything. 
KEVIN: Great! 

BUNKY: (showing fee i: wrapped meat: ) Great-looking roast beef 
I took out. 

KEVIN: Beautiful! 

BUNKY: So? 

KEVIN: Look, Bunky. Do you have a real name? I mean-- 
BUNKY: What everybody calls me now. . | 

KEVIN: Whatever. Anyway, I'm not the automatic cook around here 
nor are you. Slick can cook and Carl and Bicky can learn to 


fetch water and stoke up woodstoves. Maybe you should sit on 


| 
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your fanny. Ever think of that? That's what I'm going to do. 


t got a book I'm going to finish before I depart this rustic 
love nest. 

BUNKY: But if neboay does nothing-- 

KEVIN: Why don't you just wait and see? 

BUNKY: I never thought of that. 

KEVIN: Respect yourself. You're worth it. It'll come together 
because we all will make it do just that. All of us, okay? 
BUNKY: Let things...sort of take shape. 


KEVIN: You'll be surprised. 
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BUNKY: I will. (uncertain) Thank you. 

KEVIN: Nothing. (exits) 

BUNKY: Well...she can say what she wants but this (completely 
unwrapping freezer paper from roast) still has to be braised. 


Anybody can watch it later. 
scene 5 
(At dinner table; theyve finished. ) 


SUTCK: Wowl Ladies I want to tell you-- 

KEVIN: I did nothing. 

SLICK: Shoulda known. Well Bunky then! I'm gonna tell St. Peter 
about that meal. 

KEVIN: I'll tell Mephistpifles. That's not a comment on the food 
which was heavenly-- . 

CARI: Amen! 

KEVIN: Only that I've met so many bores on this earth who 

didnt sin only because they were afraid to, that I've already 
opted for the place where I'11l encounter my own kind. 

SLICK: Guaranteed ticket! 

BUNKY: Slick! 

KEVIN: It's how he kids: country cruel. 

SLICK: You can poison the air quicker'n any woman from here 

to Hong Kong. 

CARL: Uh, I'll be happy to take care of the dishes! 

KEVIN: of course. 

CARL: What does that mean? 


KEVIN: That I'd expect you to say that. 


TAKING COMMAND OF THE LANGUAGE! - 

All right you fuckin lazy nouns, get off your fat asses and 
get ready for the verbs to come in. And do something about your 
appearance: every one of you! Who’d want to link up with slobs 
like you? 

Oh Jesus get a load of these verbs rushing around like 
sperms or something. Fuckin complete maniacs! Just stop the 
useless activity and grab hold of one of these bag-of-shit nouns 
if you please. And take your job seriously, verbs. It’s not 
supposed to be some kind of random orgy or something. 

All right you whores, oh excuse me adjectives. Gonna make 
everything pretty with your dime store makeup are you? 

And you prissy ones, I know, you want to narrow the meaning 

so that pussy college professors can write with deadening 
precision. Well see what you can do with those nouns who have 
acquired verbs. I? 11 accept anything! 

Don’t even let the adverbs’ enter! They don’t know what 
they’re doing anyway. They want to MODIFY everything including 
themselves. Did someone say masturbate? At any rate, they’re 
Parasites and we got trouble enough already. 

Okay, okay, if any of the scruffy lot has formed sentences, 
let them go. They’1]1 get together for inappropriate sex and cal] 
it a paragraph. 

And enough of those and we gotta DOCUMENT!--if you want the 
biggest laugh of all. 

Oh shit, nothing’s working out. Nothing! Can’t anybody do 


ANYthing with this fuckin lamguage? 


Sublime Report 

I apologize for the simplicity: let’s premise it: cone has 
TV camera which "frames" entire country, splits frame to 1000 
chip-size screens: each locks a warhead on: fires: 
aforesentioned master rocket flies over and photographs: you 
take out a country. 

Last was, forget, Swazi-Botswana—-Something: transparencies 
are lovely: parts of bodies like petals of sunflowers. In the 
crude old cold days we called them J-Blooms: for someplace 
called Jonestown. History’s my soft suit: Hitler came after 
Alexander the Great: that’s about it. Up to Mega-Pact anyway. 

Aesthetics: calling this one back: 1/3 lenses fogged. 

We, USA-USSR Population Research Group, take out Pakistan 
tomorrow: lots of hunger there: they live to? whatever: 


another day. 
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We had ® funny one down here too, fella run shoe store 
a io habit kinda rubbin the girls legs when he 
tried om a’ the shoes “os em. Course the high school girls they'd 
get agether wi talk bout it ya know-- big adventure nall, n 
the married women well none @ever tole their husbands fars 
i know. Don't know as they don't kinda enjoy that kinda 
business. Like Larry Albertini butcher down Fe Pierce he always 
makee-cracks when he cuts the-sausage-or somethin n he says. -. 
all the married women why they laugh abeat the band. Course he 
don't mean nothin by it. They called him Wicked Wilbert-- 
itts a joke. Fella in the shoe store I mean, name's Wilbert 
Keli. One thing bout him, never get ‘fresh with his mouth. 
I mean he d{dm?é hardly say nothin all day less yinclude grunts. 
Hetd try fA shoe oe woman n say "How's that feel?" Get it? 
Meanin howts that feel his hand. That's my joke, don't know 
as he ever said nothin like that. Like I said he say bout 
severi words a day less yinclude grunts. | 
Well the fit kinda hit the shan with Linda Shinser. 
She ‘tole her cere That's him greasin your car. 
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Names's Gookie Gustafson. Took him ow ane when they . 
threw Aim euta She high-school, Couldn't: learn nethin. - .- 
dust: couldn's: learn. setkin tali--, hadda: Zive: up-gechim, aa 
Harpers Hartshorn. onr.. mad lnan,/hre-caye: theyda hafta: burn: the. 
school: down. aget. Gookie, Gustafson: outa; ite, Hets.a ecard that 
Barper,..veai.-kot: tickers. Why: with bis jokes.n. fgens: he-eovld 
actually, beg. the. TV... Mellvanyway- everybody: thought. fpetbelil 
seach. be; wads. held. bout: losin, ole: Gpokie: bus: he- was: damm happy 
Weert, ridda him, ,. odustemer: here; football. coach, get-a. Pirwoutly Fury « 
(AEE Played. at. State,,,guard. .Sngme?. Oh. yeah!d 
belp.tell. ya sname. Harper.Hartshorn says I always get a 
story:. base MMA. cunchir deoree 
Well. hg,.come. in sar scatber sien ise. Gegkie. outa the 
high school.» he. gayga.me."Piskleg,: that kid!s;go.dumb hectic 
couldn't, jearna play Fegtball.”. .See that@earong, idea people 
has-- ya.gotta be-anart.aplay. ‘football, megan. yqu don't... 
hafta be no Einstein, put. .Gookie, he, aint. Got nO. smarts tall,: 
He's still wearin bis. -JOFSey, 80, Bpmier: forty-twe, wouldn't 
eive it back... Damm things bout . gopectpekativesd., jWell alls » 
I know's ‘he's smart enough for. ag.3121, rat YG, Beaver misses... 
* Grease Fitting, Ta can leave your gar here go over Bindles 
for eofteesodecworrrin pene bout Gogkie Gustafson aaaciahe, 
Benen miesed 0 AFH KOT AEs oes thes cont ate 
ovr MOl anyway Minds Shinger she was Gogkie Gustefeon's 
git n.she told him bout Wilbert Relits haids in the shoe 
store. Her. father inglly put a stop to 1t, knowed what they 
was, Goines Couldn't pull the yqql, over that, OL st eg 
But like I say they. was goin together then, when, ilhe 
felt her legs nall. as 
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Don't that peat all? 
Well, I*i2 tell ya, now the tale thickens - 


gy or in IV Guide or somethin? 


ppens when you eat too much preade 


Aint that 
what they Say on the Heardit 


somewher es « Like what ha 


Get it? No? Well your tatl thickens, ¥4:8 


that? Yeah ya gotta 
tell me jokes. 


Get it now? Haw's 
getta lota customessin here, 


Well anyway it seems like I'm. 


4 FRANK B. FORD 
741 South Franklin Street 


rd—dremre 
} West Chester, Pa. 19380 eo __ Ansylvania 
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We had a funny one down here too, fella run shoe store 
ee in habit kinda rubbin the girls legs when he 
tried om the shoes sem. Course the high school girls they'd 
get agether wi talk bout it ya know-- big adventure nall, n 
the married women well none @mever tole their husbands fars 
I kmow. Don't know as they don't kinda enjoy that kinda 
business. Like Larry Albertini butcher down’ aa Pierce he always 
makee-cracks when he cuts the.-sausage-or somethin n he says... -- 
all the married women why they laugh abeat the band. Course he 
don't mean nothin by it. They called him Wicked Wilbert-- 
it's a joke. Fella in the shoe store I mean, name's Wilbert 
Kell. One thing bout him, never get fresh with his mouth. 
I mean he d{de't hardly say nothin all day less yinclude grunts. 
He'd try ga shoe ox 4 woman n say "How's that feel?" Get it? 
Meanin how's that feel his hand. That's my joke, don't know 
as he ever said nothin like that. Like I said he say bout 
seven ‘words a day less yinclude grunts. | 
Well the: fit kinda hit the shan with Linda Shinser. 
she ‘tole her ia a ‘That's him greasin your car. 
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Names's Gookie Gustafson. Took bin aa: hake when they 

threw him outa the high school. Couldn't learn nothin. 

Just couldn't learn nothin tall-- hadda give up gahim. 

Harper Hartshorn our mailman here says theyda hafta burn the 
school down aget Gookie Gustafson outa it. He's a card that 
Harper, ee hot ticker. Why with his jokes n feces he could 
actually ean the TV. Well:-anyway everybody thought football 
coach be mads hell bout losin ole Gookie but he was damm happy 


Weet ridda him. Customer here, football coach, got a Plymouth Fury e 


(FURIE Played at State, guard. Sname? Oh yeah'd 


help tell ya sname. Harper Hartshorn Says I always get a 
story bass akwards. 

Well he come in here after they threw Gookie outa the 
high school n he saysa me "Pickles, that kid's so dumb he 
couldn't learna play Féotball." See thatMaarong idea people 
has-- ya gotta be smart aplay football. I mean you don't 
hafta be no Einstein, but Gookie he aint got no smarts tall. 
Hets still wearin his jersey, see, Loma) forty-two, wouldn't 
give it back. Damm things bout gene—baekathread-. Well alls 
I know's he's smart enough for me I'll tell ya, never misses 
a grease fittin., Ya can leave your car here go over Bindles 
for eothee/oi: woievia none bout Gookie Gustafson greasinkt, 
never misses a fittin like I say. 

Well anyway Linda Shinzer she was Gookie Gustafson's 
girl n she told him bout Wilbert Kell's harids in the shoe 
store. Her father finally put a stop to it, knowed what they 
was doine. Couldn't pull the wool over that ole bey!s eyes. 
But like I say they was goin together then, when gl ibert Kell 


felt her legs nall. QO ae 
ge 


meas 
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No, don't get me wrong. I don*t mean he done nothin else. 
That's just an expression, "niall." Well Gookie he was all 
for goin down there n makin Wilbert eat his shoes, all of em, 
but Judge Mangrove had him @# probation for beatin up some 
Crestview boys after basketball game-- they was askin for it I 
heard. Well anyway Linda Shinzer who's a real whiz compareda 
ole Gookie, got hinhsottle down. Why he weighs two hundred 
fifty pounds, dammed he wouldn't kill little Wilbert Kell. 

Why a breezetd carry him clean away if he went out on the 
street which I never saw him. 


oo Kid i 
So,he run roun punchin doorsawhi le not knowin whatiado n 


he finally wenta his friend Findlay Prober, undertaker's son. 
They put their headgagether in all that embalmin stink n little 
ole Findlay he come up with this here idea amake Wilbert Kell 
_ get in trouble. They was gonna call him up, actually Linda'do 
the talkin n she was gonna say in this here sexy voice, "I'll 
be in tomorrow just after noon Wilbert. I bin watchin your 
body for six months now n I can't stand not havin it no more.* 
Well Linda, course she couldn't stop eiepiin ya know, sos when 
they trieda call ole Wicked Wilbert why she'd start righthin 
gigglin n laughinabeat the band n they didn't get nowheres 
that way. Anyway amake long story short they sent him a 
letter. Said bout same thing but course they had more moxie 
when they wasn't talkinhhin on the phone sos they put hella 
lot more in that letter than they'd have the moxie asay on 

the telephone ya know. They said this here mystery woman 'd 

be in the shoe store bout noon Friday athat week. . They hadda 
change it from the next day anoon Friday o ccounta, the mail 


hein naturly slower. Theav sioned the ietter @fhe Mvatery Woman." -- 


ee ee 
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Don't that beat all? 

Well, I'll tell ya, now the tale thickens, Aint that 
what they say on the TV or in IV Guide or somethin? Heardit 
somewheres. Like what happens when you eat too much bread. 
Get it? No? Well your tail thickens, ya get fat I mean. 

Get it now? Haew'ts that? Yeah ya gotta be, gotta be quick-- 
getta lota customessin here, tell me jokes. Gotta keep up 
withbm. 

Well anyway it seems like I'm gettin offa the subject 
but I aint though Harper Hartshorn he says Ido. Well any- 
way we got a town character here must be toughest bastard 
from here aReading. Name's Al Murphy, Al-eee-wish-sus or 
somethin like that but don't make mistake acallin him that 
less ya wanna end your ole life right here din Butterbrook. 
Well this here Al Murphy his daughter is oan ‘at West Chester 
studytn ff a | what chamacal lit, convent, there. She's gonna be 
one of thes sisters, Anywy.. ole Al wee. all his bud- 


dies he can drink alls he wants cause the girl's down in 
the convent savin his soul. N believe me he drinks it > 
like it's goin outa style. And mean? Boy does he get 
mean! I mean hide if ya see him comin cause he'd goon: 
beat the stuffin outa ya slook at Yao 

Well anyway bet ya can guess who's the first customer in 
oes Kell's shoe store that Friday bout noon. 
"No not Murphy thold man$ Wilbert don't sell no men's 
shoes anyway, Chariie Brock does. It was his daughter. 
No not Charlie Brocks @aiighter-~ he aint got but thecson 
fixes washin machines. See that's the point! I mean 
theretd be no point tall if it was Murvhv in the ahon cause 
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Wilbert was expectin a girl en accounta the note n cause he 
only sells women's shoes like I say. Only time a man'td be 
there'd be with his wife n that wouldn't be much, or a 
Salesman from one of them shoe companies. 
_ Well...anyway... she's she's lookin at some Bhoes 

co AU table, Kathy Murphy is, when Wicked Wilbert he comes up 
kisses her “a the dneee! Well! Didn't she fly oe /; 
store without any by your leave or goodbye? —theDegiivtre. ee 
birda a thing n you'd just hafta say boo n she'd run let 
alone kisg::her ee tie cheek like Wilbert done. He actually 
kissed her right there in the shoe store. 

Course she tole her pan I guess he figured her runnin 
roun the shoe store with Wilbert wasn't savin his soul. Like 
I said he said he drank so much cause he said his girl bein 
over the convent'd save his saul, sos he didn't like @idea 
aher runnin roun with Wilbert in that shoe store. Course 
she run mostly out, not rounge that's my joke, Harper 
Hartshorn why he carpise ea bout her runnin roun the shoe 
store with Wilbert n guess that stuck in my memrys. Course 

heta have ya splittin a gut tellin it. Well didn't he clean 
up that Ole place n Wilbert long with it! Ollie Malley, he's 
the constable, come down there after was all over n dug Wilbert 
outa the pile ashoe boxes. They took him to thmergency room , 
pow-hin: ap nall. He didn't wanna make no charge fae Murphy 
acourseg-- whole thing'd eee in the Arse Course everybody 
knew anyways. - 

Well ole Wilbert he really settled down after that. 

Why I ‘mean he Bout trieda get a woman's shoe am ithout 


tandchin har _ Tean hea hia maa roe +ha etamna uteh hin 
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half the time. Guess maybe thold uty wantedakeep ‘her ‘eye 
“edihie. Well anyway after coupla months thold lady she went — 
home. Btaciants dead, left this here world over & cupa 
coffee at Bindles. Can go right over there n sit “oe'that 
same stool. I wouldn't I tell yae But that's when Wilbert 
took over the business. Musn't asaw too pany ladies! legs 
upta then cause he started right in feelinem if ya know : 
what I mean. - 9 ae rc VOSS 

Right bout then ole Gookie over there-«zwetfe gonna 
hafta knock him down n tear off that crappy jersey offa 
him I guess~- well anyway Gookie tells his father bout it, 
the letter n the mystery woman nall, n dammed if old man 
Gustafason didnt kick the livin bejesus outa Gookie!}! I 
mean he really laid that ole boy Bee: Now course Gookie 
aint got many smarts like I say n he couldn't figure out 
why theld man done it. After all, Wilbert Kell was doin some 
pretty bad things in the shoe store nall. Damm I can figurét 
netther osm thinka it. Guess you'd hafta say I's dumbs 
Gookie, in this anyways. Alls I know, his old man always 
was a funny duck. Well right roun then when Gookie's pa 
gave him what fer, Rosa Krause come wingin into town in 
her white Cadillac/banker giver. Now I know you hearda 
her. Why her face was all over the New York News when 
that big banker me ne self n i was a hey 
dancer, fore that, . Me} td & z 

Well Slippy Merdon got otha maked And beds he 


gives her a buzz but no go. Next dayne come in here n 
saysa me "Pickles that Rosa Krausa aint nothin but a high-price 


whore," n I saysa him yeah, whatsa matter Slippy aint you got 
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the price? Bang lost a customer! Just like that. Slippy 
aint got no sensahumor:.comesa him n the ladies, woe 
happens in this business when ya don't watch your ton 
But he'll be back~-- they don't get the service at the 
Polacks like they get here. Why he got all college kids 
helpin him n they aint.got no common sense fib. I mean 
they're smart neverything, but they just aint got no 
common sense-~- hard Wexplain what I mean. 

Well anyway eae Bhe always stays wither sister, 
widderalpd yap, Cron Hill, sp don't think they don't kill 


case aGranddaddy tweenemw: Gounse widder tells Rosa big 
news bout Wilbert Kell n his ventuves in the shoe store. 
Well Rosa-- she's fast womar ya know-- she laughs n laughsabeat 
the band n actually decidesavisit.ole Wilbert next day. — 

Well Delbert Johnstone's oldest girl Penny, he's at 
the college, she's in there lookin at some nylon stockins 
or somethin ;nin comes Rosa Krause dressedabeat the band. 
Make long story short she tilea ax pout five pairsa shoes 
n Wilbert's helpin se intanother when Résa’she says in this 
here real se voice, Mia takdgalt but she don't have no 
money ya seal 
jnsteadgot the money! Why that was just plain bunk cause 
she has lota money left by wna banker killed hisself. 


she Lae if there! sanythin she can do 


; She was puttin ole Wilbert. ome it was a joke. Well Delbert 
Johnstone's daughter, Feany ays, name, she tole her pa 
that Wilbert liketa run up n down the walls if they wasn't 
covered with shoeboxes-- he turned all red n shaky. 


Course Delbert Yohnstone bein at the college -B from outa 
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tewn spretty free what he lets his girl tellim. Just tell 
ya in case ya think it's immmral or somethin her talkin 


that waya her daddy. But then, and this here was the big 


surprise a everybody, Wilbert settles right down n put apn 
this here romanticél act. Penny says it was like Rock Hudson 
in the movies. “Allow me the pleasure Miss Krause," says 
Wilbert Kell, “agivin yoooo these here shoes n I would 
certainly whatchacallit, demon, demon it the most sincerest 
pleasure if you'd company me aPhiladelphia some night this 
week for dinner." Come right out wittfit n dammed if he 
said three words a day upta thsre neither. Well you coulda 
knosked Penny Johnstone over with a feather. She said 
she always thought Wilbert Kell was a creep but he beganplook 
like, well like Rock Hudson aher. Well Rosa Krause she was 
usa:tollywood directors n gangsters n cranky old bankers 
n such,;n nobody'd never been polite like thatpher before 
I guess, cause Delbert Johnstone's d&@yghter said she damm 
near melted the shoehorn sayin "Thank you Wilbert. Oh 
yaaaas twould certainly be a superior pleasure Wilbert. 
Butterbrook can be s0000 fatiguing," n crap like that. 
Well I got it from Harper Hartshorn delivers his mail too 
that Wilbert Kell took this Doctor Kilgad Morrisey's 
Personality Course by mail from Philadelphia n this 
probably learned him all that fancy talkinahis. 

Well I'll tell you. There was ole Wilbert Kell settin 
side Rosa Krause in that Cadillac over a month goin here 
mn there n god knowswwhere n real ladyKiliers like Slippy 
Hterdon got theHash makeginta beds lookin on with their ie 
mouths open. N that&é not all he was doin ya betcha. 
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I mean Wilbert...with Rosa Krause. 


Well they started infftentin. My wife's sister ga! 
from Rosa Krause's sister that Rosa wanted Witbertarunaway 
ee aReno Nevada. | 
| No, not for no divorce. Thall that screwin rounhhers 
don't think oa pe i did get married. Well Wilbert's na 
got winda ee aia n called her every kindalhore 
from here aReading. Mama wanted sholdgh her boy ya pa 
Well anyway they was fightin like hell bout it, Rosa n 
Wilbert n Mama too I guess when she could get her licksin. 
Well one day Wilbert opens thebhoe store n Rosa Krause 
promnods in there minute after. The shades they stay down. 
Well all g@ a sudden it's damm near Levens n those 
shades is wstith n that there ees still shut tights 
adrum. Well JWliet Mancuso sells Eyetalian Ice fronta 
Kresgets-- jiminy that stuff hurts my teeth! Don't know 
as how anybody can eat tés well anyway she calls Constable 
dlaitey n he comes down there. Now Juliet Mancuso she's 
very romantical nall, sactually believes all that crap she 
reads in movie magazines neverything,. She saysa Ollie 
Maijey-- he's the constable ‘iniaiinianamiapaair - she 
says "They*p killed each other for love in the shoe store!" 
Ollie he's pretty sharp ya know n he says "Oughta be half-off 
on bloody shoes next week." Well ole Jukiet she liketa pass 
out at that. Matter fact she tole her friends she was 
writin a letter aChief Mock bout this here remarkaOllie's. 
She was all steam though-- never wrote no letter. 
Well anyway Ollie he aint got no push. Sos when 


Juliet says he should go overa the shoe yyore n see 
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what's what,she says he believedin mindin his own business 

n she should too. Now I ask you, what kinda cop is that? ; 
I mean I like Ollie personally but... ya know? = Well anyway 
Hal Gross manages Kresge's he chimestin they should call 
anyways, see wverythin 1l right. Well Ollie phones, n 
course they all gather roun. "Says he's havin inventory," 
says Ollie when he hangehp. 

"Inventory huh?" says Hal Gross, "well I'd Liketa get 
in. there help him count." Cpurse Juliet Mancuso she pretends 
notrahean@i oes, . 

) Well anyway whatever hell. they was doin in that damm 
shoe store they was in there whole day n half the night n 
Wilbert never did getasee his ma again cause next mornin 
bout three they sipped outa this here town in that white 
Cadillac without no fare de well a anybody. bo 

Well... I*1] teil ya. They're livin out veers 30 Reno 
Nevada come on two years now, fightin like cats n dogs gread 
the letters her sister gets, but stayin together anywayss 
M they say Wilbert Kell's a honest to goodness rancher, 
with cattle ya know, n actually works sometimes as a reglar 
cowboy. Can yimagine that? N I hear he actually knocked 
a couple fellas down out there for criticisin that fancy 
talkir is. I mean he laid those ole boys out! Well... 
I*ll tell ya... UV ? 

Say, I think Gookie's finishedsyour car. Like I say 
now if ya can find.a grease fittin he didn't hit I'11 pay 


outa mown pocket. He don't never miss one like I say. 


Frank B. Ford 
Greene Street Artists' Building, #1 
5225 Greene Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 
telephone (215) 848-7385 
email vegt@netaxs.com 


THE MORNING PROGRAM 


Burko-E-O would zap in that tape cartridge and Zongo's 
eaveriee word all but blew apart the smaller idiot boxes that 
flashed along the beaches of the fetid bayfront city: 
"Zongo-O-0-O0!" reverberated and overlapped, finally ending in a 
screeching crescendo followed by maniacal drumming. 


Then Zongo, the dj, would scream his second favorite word 


."UnEARTHly!" and Burko-E-0O, his only engineer ever, would 


collapse back into his battered, springless, "executive" chair 
and wheel around the control room bumping into everything until 
he reached his coffee mug, half a hollowed-out softball lined 
with a ceramic something and secured by a handle made from 
driftwood and macrame. The mug was a gift from a fan of Morning 
Lunacy, celebrating the station's last place finish in the 
Radio-TV league--as did Burko-E-O's t-shirt, which featured him 
leaning back at an impossible angle in the springless chair while 


holding up the Morning Lunacy pennant. 


Over frosted mugs of Pabst Blue-Ribbon of a blinding 
afternoon at the palm-roofed, screenless Beachbum Cafe dwarfed by 
stucco hotels-- 

Zongo: We cause the craziness or just follow 

along with it? 

Burko-E-O: I admire your deeeeep thoughts. 

Zongo: (blinking one full minute at the tar shimmering 

along the beach) Well I guess. 

One late morning after the thirtieth playing of the 
Zongo-O-0-O! tape, Burko-E-O died in the springless chair, 
spilling coffee all over his t-shirt image of himself leaning 
ever backwards in that same, famous chair. All his fans were 
shattered and Zongo tried to take the following day off in his 
grief, but the youngest vice-president wrote a tribute to 
Burko-E-O and insisted only Zongo could read it. So Zongo read 
it the following morning while another vice-president substituted 
in the control room. 

Of course he could never get the timing right as to when 
to slap in the "Zongo-0-0-0!" tape and Zongo told him to 
forget it. 

When the new engineer came aboard, he was forever a beat 
behind and seemed put-upon and angry behind his polished glasses 
whenever Zongo fed him the cue: "I'm starting to feel a teensy 


teensy teensy little bit unearthly." More than once Zongo saw 


only kneecaps when Burko-E-O's chair proved difficult for the 
flustered engineer. | 

Zongo, depressed, took to trying to mouth the Zongo-0-0-0! 
effect himself but emails poured in protesting, and the three 
youngest vice-presidents had a meeting with Zongo and the 
engineer, Mr. Claude Snarrel, wherein Snarrel promised to try to 
be more reasonable in exchange for a new chair. The 
vice-presidents pronounced TRIPLE-LOVELY, especially since the ad 
agency wanted to reshoot a tape of Zongo in earphones, turning 
and turning to twist the chord around his body, and then 
corkscrewing back to unwind it, with his transported face satanic 
at the end--the very famous bit he had done only once since 
Snarrel's debut. The final upshot of the meeting was that the 
engineer agreed to slap the tape in with more alacrity. 

Which he did. But with a quicker malice behind his polished 
eyeglasses which ruined the timing of Zongo's other jokes and 
routines, and, worse, put his delivery of commercials for Mad 
Jack's Furniture Outlets off. Mad Jack himself called a 
vice-president: "I want, whatchacallit, energy!" 

Whereupon the vice-presidents clowned "Whatchacallit energy! 
Whatchacallit energy! Whatchacallit energy!" actually doing a 
sort of tribal dance, but in the cafeteria this time since Claude 
Snarrel, unlike the lamented Burko-E-0O, locked the control room 


door. The vice-presidents were usually buttoned-up, pinched-in, 


and polished, but experienced a mood swing after the mid-morning 
delivery of small packages by a one-eyed Mexican. 

But what Zongo could mouth whenever Claude Snarrel missed 
the cue was what the vice-presidents repeatedly sneered at the 
locked control room door: "The Engineer!" Soon that expression 
permeated the humid town, and when Billy Lawler decided to take 
more than the allotted time to really tune up a shabby Escort at 
BAYFRONT FORD-MAZDA, his colleagues chorused "The Engineer! The 
Engineer! The Engineer!" 

The effect was that Snarrel became almost as famous as had 
been Burko-E-O, and the art department began designing a 
mean-faced t-shirt, but Snarrel caught wind and threatened suit, 
whereupon Zongo went to the cowardly, forty-ish vice-president to 
get permission to fire him. "You don't sue your family!" finally 
won the argument. 

So the next morning after his final high-C "Uh-uh-uh-uh- 
UNEARTHLY!" signoff, Zongo pounded on the control room door for 
five minutes while staring up through a filthy skylight at 
avcnas of mercury sky, and hearing muffled sounds of tortured 
metal from the not quite soundproof interior. When Zongo finally 
was admitted by the engineer, shiny glasses slipping down from 
his pale forehead, a large round spring rolled into the center of 
the room. Snarrel had been trying to load the spring into 


Burko-E-O's chair. 


"How you making it, man? I been, like whatchacallit, fuckin 
knocking? You're fired. Hey but you're a tall mother you know 
that? I mean we can't work together you know what I mean? Like 
no... chemistry? It's fuckin UN-unearthly! You know what I 
mean?" Claude Snarrel reddened and stared at the lying-down 
chair. "Life's a bitch and then you die" Zongo informed him. 
"C'est la™...and here he wheeled and started skipping 
away..."shit!" 

But the instant he swivelled his head back to note the 
effect of his farewell smirk on the engineer, he caught instead 
the last of the scarlet rush of Snarrel, the famous chair now 
coming down out of a snowy travel poster. 

The next thing Zongo knew was nothing, although two vice- 
presidents would later dance around the body making levitating 
motions while projecting mantras out through the open door. 
Inside the studio, earphones askew, Claude Snarrel slowly 
revolved, twisting the chord around himself and snapping his 


fingers more rapidly than anybody could have believed. 


Frank B. Ford 

GREENE STREET ARTISTS' BUILDING 
5225 Greene Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 
(215) 848-7385 


All a Dither 


We all started avoiding him because he made us nervous. I had 
never thought of how to label his actions until my secretary says, 
"This new printer dithers; I mean it's supposed to, fills out each 
little individual letter better that way." 

"It cost enough! Like Dagwood's Mr Dithers in Blondie, hey?" 

"yeah," she winks, "or somebody else." 

Well that somebody else became our Mr Dithers. As his supervisor, 
I finally sweet-talked him into early retirement. Well, I mean, you 
couldn't see him! He'd make you blink and blink. 

On his last day we took him out to the best of the city's second 
tier of restaurants and our waitress squealed, "Well look at you! Wow, 
you're the best one yet!" 

"He sort of...dithers," I whispered. 

"Yeah, right. Whatever. Everybody does, really. It makes a 
halo, like. I see everybody's. Everything." 

"No kidding. Mine too? I do? I have one?" 

"Sure! You should see a rose! Experience it! Awesome!" 

"Make sure Cookie doesn't overcook my steak." I wanted to 


make sure. 


é girl with the big eyes 7 


seen you. "You look postttgely 
etter watch your step." Then she 


drew a pthp away drawing her hands ‘over. her 
Yo 
1 breasts: and down pst her, hips Jand. added 


"Iti glue you about all the ‘precautions when 
“you have time." 


Midge chuckled and shook her’ ends ‘her blond 
hair swirling. "Listen} I might have to know them-- 


I'm getting all kinds of tense sexy bubbles inside 
me~- not to mention cramps for the first time. 


a simple fermula will fix that-M. Ae Ne 


“Yesh,’ ‘y atre so right here; 80 right. I 


af ee 
m= a aaemarianiaeaal 


Do you know this 


e all day. He's always on 


ing ou ut-- never goes to class. 


"got ¢ this huge coffeepot that always 
empties 


a never cleans it or 


1 right? He just asked 


‘Listea, 4s he al 
_ z 


a) 


ous . 


Yeah, he's okes-doesn't use force if that's 


what you mean. He's a real character. Come to 


Itve neurd him ask about you. 


a) 


think of it 
He did? 


" Yeah, once when I was out t 
g of Midge's eyes. 


Don't tell 


ae 


o his crater: oe Mauve 


‘quickly caught a quick openin 


4 I wd there with a group of people. 
| tE 


me you're getting jealous already? 


Speed 
De 


“Don't be ily." ‘Midge siteenanted 
Besides, you always could take careof yourself-- 


“Midge hooked away un- 
quissical 


Moke, ok a agmerers ss Cael ra “y 
reel: Bt 


Se you know about this roommate 


dled me with? five heard that she 


Nee a wget 3 


Gail and Marie about "leadership opportunities’ 


tell her how to get ahead in one field. 
+ she pucked out her mouth in a strange frozen laugh 
) Listen, you better start to behave yourself. 


I'm going to make a apeea project of you this 
} 

semester. 

IN 


‘I'm going to try Midge, really am. 
a you hear from Johnny at all? “ 
"No, No, " Mauve closed her eyes and swayed 
pooner "I said I cobldn't live without him and It's 


} 
i 
i 
| 
t 
f 
i 
\ 
; 
7 
‘ 
t 
i 


obser tiga alia Bel wh 


DRAFT Midgets Speech 


‘el 
"Mauve" -- that bane as sunt! in a> 


big masculine name across the mirror and Bonnie 
Brove, a cute pert puckish redhead girl of 
‘textures guessed thet 


Bonnie spaced the plastic bags on her side \ 
of the closet and piled the hatboxes smaller Si 


on top of larger, then proeded to unpack 
the suitcases and place her things neatly 
in the top drwers of the dresser, noting 
Ne spreacrien that this "Mauve" had done just 
the ernest te, Shae her clothes were jammed together 
in the closet and some rwere piled on her bed along 
with miscellaneous laquered chessman, -and a 
faded pink whit e-splotched hairless soup-hinged 
rag doll. These was a bottle.of Mennen Aftershave 
~lotion on the bed also but the pert puckish redhead 
was too excited,and anyway too shallow, to see 


anthing: incongruous in this. 


Bonnie jumped as the speaker in the hall 
clicked and a strident voice ordered "OK girls, 
let's all come down to the lounge for a few 
words from our glorius president." Bonnie 
reached automatically for the beani 
aixappexx shaped it to ler soft red hair, métic- 
ulously slipping a bobby pin yp each side. 

: ghe took closer notice of the lounge this 


time agshe sat on a green cold plastic lounge 
~~"~¢@hair, Before she had noted merely the softness 


and islands of ground-in dirt that looked like 

huge ink blots. She had usually been in a 

hurry to get to somewhere in her orientation 

schedule, but now had a little time to look 

around as she heard thejnetses tron the stairwells 

as therest of the erils drifted Slowly towards the 
lounge. “A loudspeakers clicked again OK maxx 

aun’ ge. bebee — to the lounge." 

The furniture was all armless-modern and covered 

with red and green castel a box » with 

blond hardwood legs tapering down to brass ferrules. 

There was a trophy case with oldd shapes of 

brasss inside. It was covered with torn magazines. 

Hundreds of photographs hung the pink eonerete 

aliases viginettes of girls in bridal gowns 


an oblique line of writing cutting the right 


corner. - Group pictures of field hockey teams, 
committees ; irregular candids of parties, 

gag shots of girls dancing together, of : 
girls in ments Clothes in a stage Settings 

The new ones were glossy and reflected the 
lights from the ceiling; the older ones~were 
Bray and peek dca like the memories 

‘of a gray haired housewife that they represented, 
= There was a TV set that someone had painted 


pink. All the knobs were missing, 


“me oe Bomnd e Shifted on the cold chair as girls 


in denims and blue sneakers began filtering in, 
Two freshmen came in and sat by her. ~She noticed 
thtat the freshmen were the only ones dressed 
neatly. 

Z A slightly stocky gril coame into the room 
and stepped between the girls sitting cross- 
legged on the fboor. Thrree other girls 
accompanied-and she talked animatingly with them 
while flourinshing a large clipboard. The grils 
on the floor whistaed and clapped and a few booed. 
One little large-eyed girl on the floor said 
"How're you making itzx, fatass Midge, and the 


girl waved the clipboard menacingly and smiled 


“areatty> She still talked intently with her 


isctenantes and when they reached the front they 


_ helped her mount a table, 


The grlls cheered and whistled and booed even 


louder 


She dressed wrong for a big girl This -was 
<_— 


the dominating fact to Bonnie. The narrow 


S 
bs 
ca 


grreen and brown checked skirt was wrong; the 

was BAS sweater was wrong. The girls hair 

wab’olong and disheveled and she kept blowing 

up a vagrant strand while studying the clupboard , 

never noticing the noise of a dozen laughing 

conversations that had swelled to a mild roar/ 
Bonnie visualized herself standing there, 

ee se  sepamtgitiely pressed ape pr ecnedstaring into the 


gro up which came immed ely to order. She had 


her own ideas of Readership, of the responsibilities 
it imposes. 

Midgets hoardse voice exploded "Knock it off!" 
and Bonnie fett herself leave the child seat 
momentarily as the noise around her subsided. 

The girl on the table strred down at the clip-board 
Her lips weme.grimly tight. She looked up 
and burst into a smile that pushed out every 
roundness of her face. “Seems lbke we got a 
real bunch of cats this year." Bonnie looked 
over the group on the floor and imagined hos 
she would talk to them and how they would look 
silently and intently yp toher. You disdn't 

~ have to sehen vulgar like this girl. No 
that definitely was not the way to Jearn respect. 


tec 


"Keep it clean" someone saida dn there as only 
a titter at this, 

s Just the-glinto of a smile~-broke across 

her mouth.c "First, we have a proud reputiation 

and tradition to maintain at Amity House." 

There was a roar that was more-of a whoop than 

a laugh. "Oh, you new ones have undoubtedly 

heard a lot of jokes around the campus about 

the girls of Amity House, about their... 
Plendikasas. Sh 


aughhed softly and her eyes 
"Well" in that 
loud hoarse voice again, "Id like to point out 


that most of our girls are either smart or careful, 


because we only had two girls in trouble in our 
‘existence. Unfortunately one was a very sen- 
Sational case and most of the jokes and cracks 
stem from that. You old timers |ton it. Oh 
what the ners/ for the benefit of the new ones 
who'll only ae anyway-- a girl had a baby in ; 
the third floor john, eft it there and dissapeared. 
Bonnie looked aver the group. They were silent, 
their faces unmoving. Midge peered intently 
out at them but her lips trembled without speaking 
and her shoulders heave a little towards them. 
She then smiled broadly. 

"Two years ago though, we had a situation with 
real comic possibilities-- we, ah, had to find a 


"Well is there or isn't there any Bonnie 


"hove here?" 


areas Midge look 


_pixasxt came out of Bonnie and her hand 


she up. Midge, unconcerned, went on to 


/ : 
Handy, Marcia. ‘the din was again getfiing out 5 


of hand but Midge seemed unminful as she 
went through the lsit of names, 
She finshed calling the roll and took a 


few more seconds to pencil some notes on the 


_up and = Started talking 

slowly and "qulstiy-amemiinasc was very suprised 

at the the almost immediate silmnce, "My name 

is Midge and I8m the president of Amity House." 

Most of the girls borke in wild playful cheering, 

with one loud boo at the end wchich made the 

laugh swell up agian for a second. Midge pushed . 

her tongue out and bit it and shrugged her shoulders, 

blowing a strand of hair from her eye. "Itm 

returning feamx this year after aleave of absence. 
"Boy or girl?" came a retort from the girl 

with the big eyes in the middle of the floor. There 

was one huge fast wave of laughingrat this and 

Midge held her hands up for order agian. "To" she 

began loudly and again lapsed into a soft voice 

"the new ones, welcome. To the old ones, well 

they know me and a8: 78m going to ph hae that 

is: jthe girst of it. 


daddy, quick. Most of the girls smiled , but 


~ noone laughed. Well, believe it or not, we 


got the job done, and the girl sends us a card 
on every holiday and is very happy. She had 
quite a few boys jto choose from then. There 
was a sort of synchronized guffaw. But, she 

is a wonderful wife and mother and I8#1l tear 
anybody's eyes out who says differently. lsne 
had said that very quietly and shifted her feet 


e of red appeared at her 
hair line. Somié y pare...tittering becuase 

it didn't ee to youm but the executiv™ 
council who found ube Mea: doesN't want anythigg 
like that again. A huge dimple appeared in the 
corner of her mouth and she looked like she was 


trying to surpress a laugh as she siad" It was 


. whoopong. 
a very prickly problem." Like one huge 
"Whooooo!2 as they cuaght the joke instantly. 


Needless to say, Bonnie did not. 

OK , be a little quiet, you bunch of cats, 
I didn't mean quite that, but it, it, does 
remind ime though" and that dimple bored into 
her cheek again and the roundnesses of her face 
became prominent, of a little story. Cute, 
I think. * 


hf 
Lottie Mae brought Rufus before the Judge. 


E 

Be ere 

ia ‘Jedge, this/man gotta marry me. He's the father 
ee a. childt! 

Be = 


‘Rufust ‘said the Judge ' do you have anything 
to say in your behalf?" 

"Juss one thing jedge-- If you wuz to back 
into a buzzsaw would you know which tooth hit 
you in the ass fust 

There was a short silence and then a 
Sa bursting laugh that surpassed all the others. 
are ‘The little dark gir 


of the  flook 


ed around in the middle 


Midge joined in the laugh and cohied out 
a tear with the back of her hand. "OK OK, 
two years eo we found the exact tooth, but 
we don't want to do that again. 

‘Now as I. said. a had just begun to 
quit down. "Now’as I siad before we have a 
good reputation here and the highest scholastic 
rating in the university. Sooooe, young ladies, 
lets keep those marks, and pants, up. ‘thks last 
thought. she hissed. and looké out over them in 
a sort of a serious leer, standing with her 
legs far apart and her hands on her hips and 
looking to Bonnie not merely big but huge. 

Midge's one ae a little tremulous "I 
just want toadd one thing. If you decide 


to tumble into the hay with some cuy. dontt be 


vd 


surprised to find a member of the sty 


{committee there too. 


"May I cut in?" Someone shot back from 


the rear and Midge joined in the luagh, which 
Ga xen a lttle restless and some of the girls 
sihh€medchomther squirmed in their places. 

fe watch our girls closer than any other house 
on campus aandhead offf a lot of situations 
before they begin. She looked down at the 
clipboard and lifted her head up, blowing 


ap. that ca es strand and talkig in 


the eens. braun: aK, Sie aore thing. E can 
see that the troops are getting restless. 
Check those ants in you pants fop a minute. 

. one more thing. This year we have a 
blacklist-- my idea , and I'm leading it off 
with two bums whom I'm surprise are still on 
this pamryas 8 a pies names. They're 
known as the Moles. No girl in Amity House 
will have anything to do with them.. i. sure 
a few more names will be added before the end 
of tke semester. ‘Any suggestions to the 
Kexecutive Gonnittie. 

Someone scrreched in from the hallway 

"Telephone Midge" and she nooddded ok.- Midge 
was sweating and her dark skin was underlain 


with a slight blush. "Any questions?" 
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4 


QOOPp2 i Just thoght of one more thing 


shat i should say- They groqned and the 
ay ‘ 
ttle girl said: "C'mon Midge, the freshmen 


have to get going, and Itve got a date.” 

“#Youtve always got a diate. Well, you 
new ones are probably shocked about the way 
we talk and act here. Youare here by accident-- 
the IBM in the Housing Office shuttied you to us. 
Most of our erjls” are hand picked, for, well, 


more for their loyalty than anythign else. 


Bonnie though she wa : ping: at her. Wetre 

vary’ fran d ope $e we care bbout sack 
other. We have a little fellowship here with an 
unwritten constitution that says (She began to 
hiss again) Mwetll fight, cut, biyr, or crawl 
for any girl here. "m Shh straightened her 
arms out to the side. "C'Mon Midge, he sag you're 
his love goddess. 

They all whooped and cheered and booed as she 
walked through the breaking-up groups to the teleptione. 
Bonnie'and the other two freshmen merged momentary 


frightened looks and sat there dumbly: as the girls 


whipped-by. 


Midge blew up a strand of hair and reached 
for the phone. "4Hello." 
"Sounds like someone's being murdered htere.” 


"Who is this." 


a ee a a aa ates ate. 
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ove © 
or take your choice. | 


That's just it-- 7 don't have yxmx to pick 
either. JA clutching couple, obvi 7 
__moment—,—in_love was doancing. “Do you sakes She ahd | 
and I don't mean that.” : 


—He-was-diseusted, "No, I sublimate my 


sexualy urges in other wayse" Thsi_gave her a— 7 


"Coffee," he looked pleased when she called 


? ee ee 
him that for the first time "what do you want to 
be?" 


eestor. EF BE be, “ht ‘nm sonstisl 7 


“NOW. What do I wat to be. Humpht I want to 
be what I am-- a nobody e 
&ve =e 

"Don't make,a lot of it. 

"Orders again 

"Itm sorry. Xxuxkamgkx I though you'd 
want to be a writeer or something like that." 

"Tsssssss." He leaned back in disgust. 


"No N, No, ™ shook his head “writing takes a 


gift. Ther e are too many who chine they have it. 


I know I don't. 

What kind of gift. 

I can't egpahtanicnencnene explain it, 
put without it you start with nothing « ~The discs 
-of his eyes unfocused and he again shook his head. 
Suddenly harshand brash and loud "Well, let me 


Ss 2 eA tmetraeions My two favonite American 
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authors e Thomas Wolfe and William Faulkner. 

mete the gift and I just coant go any fur- 

ther with that aspect. But te gtft, divine 

heritary or what has to be married to stublorn 

work and that 's the equation for what I call 

power Neseace His eyes sparkeled of 
cowed: eee 

men ly extited et e 
He lifted hishands from the eae and every 


vn 
vein stbod tensely out. Powere , as if he were 


going to ppunce on her and his voice &lipped in 
Ke * octave. e fap see it in Fauliner-~ 


oa sor ae “rhythmic=- ‘He swayed back and fa mi o 
AA 


e Be. pee 
emer ag 


laneudty. “We aid it lan-gwiiitti-di-teeeeee, 
dragging a hand slowly in front of his face. 
| Gangutatey that underlies the prose and goes 
on and one and on. “ne must have looked blank 


uv 


for he twisted his. face. 


W/ 
uM It's like Odette, the folk singey came her#__ 


last year. She sings some songs that seem to 
ae in a different rhythm. / (‘She couldn't understand 
nin), it was —chrried away 


————with him, from what she strums out on the guitar. 


7) 


Thés slow, slowwwwwwwwwwww driving accompaniment 


going on and on and SEs Ao. wu p? Yr Bs 4 pe 
Itm afraid I'm some kind of idiot. I don't : 
see it. 1) 


You don't see it. Oh, you misss the point. 
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He calmed immediately down and sidetradcked tex 
——_‘cause-Sienhad-tet hittewn-semehews "Oh don't 

think I'm one of these folk song buffs. Most 

of thatxsmkx stuffec is just as phony as every- 

thing else. Sixteen verses around the theme 

ah, MY Dog's ASS is Blue, or something. 

Midge snickered an to keep from 
tne or l vokiry a le v4, 


ot hope you don't mindlall these obscenities. 


7\ 


It's eee late to ask that. Go right 


dont 


wank to ‘cramp your style. a 
Besides, a “ have’ fe elage 
words. 


Now iwht Wolfe. His hands were up and 


igid as before and he was in deadlinest earnest. : 
It's a different kind of power=— the pwer to be se 
consistently and thoroughly optimistic. I can't . 

_ see how anybody could be a n out and ow romantic, 
see life that way, but t aduise his exhuberance. 


I read him as a sort fgx of escape. He's wrong, 


but you can't expect a writer to be a philosopher. 
; ine Tat : 
I'm ,jsut going to be a nobody, a thinker, 


a reader. I'm going to live in a house by the 


| inte 
side of the road and be a friend tOeee nobody. As 


bis akin Sur : Abad _ Contemp 
Well, and his head lifted up, 40 one p eons) a7 id = J 


maybe. rae Then he lifted hi glas s and drank 


ge gee or ic ee 


17 


the table. "A loaf of bread (his eyes were: 
closed) a jug 6f wine, and thou beside me 

I'm not much of a singer. 

Wonou beside me singing in the wi lderness. “ 4 

in a fast and ascending voice. 

He lookd at her agian in that super-intent 
way. His face darkend and seemed to recede. 
She could see the twin images of the pinpp 
lamp in his eyeSe © He lookd so tremendously 


interested in hey, 2 Hed y her BAe rod 


7 ead pent to drink in efery Siang ee 


ant to abcx mething eee get 


No. NO cause this year. His eyes went glassy. 
Maybe next. When on comes along I'11 contri- : 
bute what I think and know. oe wimbopmem . 


I hope I don't fold UP. 


That fe only unconfident thng you've said. 
Sv ery flys = isd 
Ee ie ere cage! CAy CAI nvi ae 
xaxx He waved his hand as if to dismiss what 


they had been talking about and/ Seemed to leave 


his seat. "You know, the more i think the more 
—. einem 2 
3 settle on one idea. His speech became measured 
“Ais 6 one attractive idea this eternal sophmore 
ever met. Let me lead into it. His eyes burned 
and he rose a little in his seat. The most j pres- 
sing problem to the intellectual ar to a half- 


ass intellectual like me, or for anybody for thet — 


I ae 


oo 


y Bacteria 


hoped, Sella isis 


: 
t 
aA 
Py 
% 
3 


rg Aedie, 


Terre 


LS 
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This knocked her back because it ahd no kidding 
undertons. 

Well anyway, back to the idea, the one attractive 
idea that I've met among the continents and women 
of the world : 

Youtge talking about a philosophy of life. 
Excuse me for butting in, 18m supposed to be 
mousy 

Yeah I suppose that's the best way to put 


it. BF eats got to you, hun?” : 


If you stopped ribbing’ me and tried to get 


a aa 


| idea mfx out quicly and succinctly... 


emper to cool. Now agve you read Matthew Arnold's 
=a. 4° bt 
soue tenes Beach. _— hand, (ame Sue did 
oP 
and A caepe aye en the point of hurting. 


‘The way he talked-- like he was leading her to 


some great discovery. : "Sys aoe | 


\ A A zy He made a fist’ with his other hand. "Do you 
OTe & : = 


remember its. e ati" e ebige ° eidea? 


Zw? 4 
aap he Zh ing trad to each other or 


» pressure, and turned ee eyes to the table. 
es ae. ui? ga, sane You know. Her head jerked up. 
UN. i ows eel eG 


I don't mean youtre Stupidor anything, 


Thatts 
it " and he a lay fist. again and squeezed her, 
aontxcehandy * hoary you bee? */ 


Things Started to presss 
didn't know why, 


in on her and she 
esther hand hurt ve 
the dancers and noise and him hhere 


. U cho e BM serncn 
mk your body and Soul into her. He 
Pulled his hand roughly away and 

2). OM the table. Heys 


was getting at too 


Slampped it 
Maybe that's what Omar 
» when he Siad wilderness was 


You know, if he had the 
the loaf ana the girl that would be 


enough Paradise, jug and 


Paradise, Ang 
©u two lovers 
by hot winds, 


Ohci whisper-~ 


and and and and in Dante too where y 
in hell, hang an hand, blown around 


His very serius and somehwo dem 


, that's food huh, to go hand and hand 
There? 


through hel]?" 
Sa Painting by Kokosch 


ee Surrounded by this 


Color # 


ka too, two lovers 
Whirling, inxs whhhhhhhrling 
and he slicedthe air 
hitting his glass 


 Sixkkeg 


in front of him, 


wich rocked back and forth and 


21 


vent We 2 | 
spilled a little beer om the tadie. She watched he 
that glass nearly gid domes (use his words were + - coh 
not too distinct. "I've obly seen a black and 
white print of it, year ago, but it struck me 
sonthow , and a Sue back nOWe Tt struk me 


it struck... It was like being grain from a 


sleep. Her head jerked up = yetase mat 

his excited deop- eyes » TOWERS. eoome. It struck 
mee it's funny how things do. : 

She put her hands in her lap., and said slowly 


a very complex idea-- gives 


No No Not 


Dan", yo you see? You ruin it if 


you make it complex. A sort of abject anger and 
Vy 


he didn't llok at ners “what could be simpler? 


ee ‘ : 
2. that's why it fe 
“/ 
atbtractive. He want it almost viciusly: How — 
so ae 
do you mean it's/complex? = 


Bi ete say so complex. Step aie Like 


it s such a Sreneadous emotional "3 For — 

eadts sake. i don't know. It's, itts the way 

it comes to me.l 4) e: 
teu ruin it if you complicate it. a 

Oh well, forget that dream too. You seem to want i 

to ruin all my illusions. ‘1 


Well I'm not just going to shut upe 


“Wxcuse me, I'm going out. ne the bar for a moment. 
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=e 
lit 
She couldN't undrstand why he seemed 


and thought about it during his absence. fimamm 

He retruned smoking a big black cigar. She laughed 
at the riduculous picture nted and the 
“silty wave of smoke burned her eyes cataes he sat 


down. 


"I don't smoke, but I like one of these 
gut twister from time to time. 7! h 
Meet rid of it; it makes me sick. | 

an 


i 
“ohatts somewaht unfortunate, "he replied .as- 


fat and grabbed ‘it from his mouth. Pleased at. 
his dumb surpirse, she bmxiocx broke it in half 


and dropped in in the ashtray. "Now that's 
“sonefwaht unfortunate. aw 
Let's go we said, patting her ‘sana, I'm sorr 
Mews cee thin smile and ‘she could tell h 


was actually pleased that she had done ite 


f 
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pre flan amy 
fie a{¢ 


All the way home she @ uldN't get ae his — 
tremendous interest in her. dead ae nothing 


in F car and there was no tenes = all. 


pA He took her to her door and shook her hand. 


"I wnat t> see you every day." 
We'l 1 see. What if I wnated to be kissed? ‘le essed 
I want to talk a lot beofre any of that comes 
in. They-say that Kesine is a prologue to a play. 
"Well, I*1l tell you one ching -$uaiaee they 
call the 'play' marriage." 
e laughed at this and gripped her hand. 
Good one. There was a note scotched taped to 


} 


the door and he took it off and ripped ih into 


ne before her, dropping it at her feet. 
i 
” ny did you do that? 
Sunes it's petty. tty, 4 He turned on his heel 


and left her at the door. She had 2 hegd tue - 


Draft - - Ridearound ae 


Cr; (narPouc Ai}: ‘ anh, 7 


<a Pama 1 Ferm Pe 


He Me ng ay three quarters of an hours 
oc x4 


her watch, watching the jerky motions of the 
minute band. She sat on her bed and nem 


absently unfastend the top button of her blouse.. 
The room was dark-ard it was-petting dark—outside,. 
A couple scraped by outside, laughing, and her 
fingers were still on that button. 
She heard a car oweside and <@#€@ leaped up 
momentarily frightend by the screech of the : 
Abpring and-rertosshe itor to-oee AN dark \ 
“49 Chevvie swerve into a space in front. . 
She semehew knew it was him. She would ordinarily - 
be mee but now felt a curoius trnbgmphk 
\Ske-decided to make 7a 


minutes, watching again oe ares eS 


latgs’ For the last full ainete nit rared eee mes 


“6T<She minutehand 


' After 


eet 


aa Tae tt tn 


“here, but it*s the oily decent station around." 


es 


fort 


ved within that 


a a 


wedge =i time ° ed. xthnuyxx 
ie” y seemed to move at all. 


ge p JK, age fan tate’ WES ae and 
lepaed up again. 

From the window she could hear peerly 
the tinniness of the radio and see his ‘agias 
drumming on the dashboard. After ten minutes 


she headed downstairs. 
"It's WQXR-- doesn't come in too good up 


She closed the door. “No jungle music." 
His eyes..ekept her from studying her. 

He was small, smaller than she had thought. 
But his eyes-- very very dark blue and intense am 
she felt htem on her as she closed the door. He 
looked back to the raido and swept his arm 
grandly up and down. "Wagner, overture to 
something or other." and he hummed along as 
he started the car and pulled ot, not glancing 
at her. Midge felt a smile in the corners 
of her mouth. 

No introductions and hereshe was just 
riding with himse— fie didn't want her words to 
be sarcastci but thoguht they'd have some 


flavor that way. “Hope you haven't been waiting 


SSE 


MON SOON Sok ing “ahead when she said it. 


long." 

"Oh that's all right, I don't mind at all." 
Midge felt her smile widen and wondered if he 
missed the point or was he playing wieir=Ber, 
"I've," he lifter his hands -<ég an instant from 
the wheel "been thinking about things like I 
always do." His eyes again-- they made her 
uncomfortable. 

"Watch the road!" she shot out playfully, al- 


_ though he had merely glanced at her and was 


“Whaaaaaaaa?" A thin smile and he sounded 

pleased. 
"Oh, I'm sorry,xgms# something about your... 

eyes," 

He stopped for a red light and raced the motor. 
"I don't like to risk it's stopping. Don't know 
how many pes 1¢ 0k ese.” Midge was trying to 
figure where he was heading. "My mother used 
to call them thungry eyes' " he laughed and shook 
hés head " eyes that were always looking for 
something, always askiggy for something, pleading. 
Is that waht you see? : 

That intense look again and it) seened to 
make exef-weightier the words “yf : 
hard. 


treesed so: 


AN Hf 


I... don 't know —_ r see, 
” Make you uneasy? 
2 Yes, and I don't know why. 
' You. sound like youtre used to knowing 
—_ 
why. a 
hak that's not true, not by a @ong shot. 
Never mind my eyes, " and he smiled 
broadiy. "look me Over. What do you think?" 
"Oh, youtre handsome, absolutely." 


"No, be frank." was suddenly serious. ae mee 


apa, Ee ok, youtre smaller than your voice." 
Desc BBs" Al uso et z£ Cow, he @4] Mice 
"This is a game, huh?" 
"Not at all." He was blandly looking 
Straight ahead and she searched for a sigh of 
a smile. "Robert Burns siad it would be a 
great et we could see ourselves as others 
on She could sense he was looking at 
her from the corner of his eye-~- didn't mean 
physically, but it's interesting-- how you look 
to people, = 
7) Well OK, but I don't want to hear about 
ase You're five feet, ah, eight. I feel 
silly ere she shook her head. 


‘You have beautiful hair. It sort of 


3 2 | 
ee ye 
side 
Whisks " He moved his head baék and -Torth as he 


Said it-- "whisk, whisk, whieh 
"Why thank you, I think," 
"You think right, Blondie, that Was a 
compliment," 


Rukk What made you call me up. Itm not 


pretty," 
nl it. 
know it, Be 4 
"I know it ‘i te fishtme—frauxx for 
——aaz Compliments," 


"Oh..e Mauve Said that you were salty," 


"Just kidding, You're only Salty with the 
girls." 

"Salty! I don't think I like you for Saying 
that," 

"1 don't give a damm if. you like me or Rot... 
put that in your bra and stroke it." 

"Well I don't give a damm if YOUcee. Itm 
not going to get immk into a cat fight with you, 
not until I know you better, [ never met a 
boy like you before, 

"Sounds like a line," 

"Nerve seems to be your long suit." 


"I'm sorry, but youtre just’ a lot more 


AN 2 


Ieee don *'t know — r see. 


” Make you uneasy? 


ae Yes, and I don't know why. 


’ You-sound like you're used to knowing 
ee 

iy 

why. 


* 


Hmph, that's not true, not by a hong shot. 
Never mind my eyes, " and he smiled 


broadiy. "look me over. What do you think?" 


"Oh, youtre handsome, absolutely." 
-. “No, be frank." was suddenly serious. 


LG 5 td 


~ "Well, ok, youtre smaller than your voice." 
whescribe me." Nwost © Comyn 
"This is a game, huh?" 
"Not at all." He was blandly looking 
straight ahead and she searched for a sigh of 
a smile. “Robert Burns siad {t would be a 
great oro a we could see ourselves as others 
aon She could sense he was looking at 
her from the corner of his eye-- didn't mean 
physically, but it's interesting-- how you look 
to people, . : 
7) Well OK, but I don't want to hear about 
myself. You're five feet, ah, eight. I feel 
sais ond she shook her head. 


You have beautiful hair. It sort of 


teagaable than you think." 

"Well, saixx stop teasing or I'1]1 punch you — 
one." She leaned forward to see if he was 
laughing. It made her uncomfortable the way 
he put her on the defensive.m "Holy God, 

Itve known you a few minutes and wefre at 
each other's throats." 

"Thatts the way I like it." H is smile was 
narrow at enigmatic. 
tAnd never mind my brae That's pretty 
familiar stuff." 


"So you're a prude too?" : 

"Not And what do you mean too?" 

He alughed loud and shook his head back and 3 
forth. "How did we get on this track anyway? 
But, Itm glad we did. At least now youtre not 
sitting there like SkamMga Glom-ga the idiot 
girl." 

‘Listen her{ you...ohhhhhh, doutre not going 
to get me going. Youfre just egging me on.” 
"About time you wised up." Wis nanwv 0A ce 
"This is the strangest date I've ever had? 
tAnd I dare say you don't have many.” 
She saw her chancexxx and turned away, 


hanging her head. "No...eno...i" she whispered 


"Go on with your descriptiion of me. ittil 
give youa chance to get back." She said nothing, 
but looked out her. window. 


Vv pet 
"Heyj Youtre not eryire are youe I didn't 


Ai 
eee 


She turned to him with her on closed ame 


then burst into laughter, enjoying THe mild 


shock as he lookdd back to the road. “You } 
ikdiskmmnddtisoncn 
“Gdiot! You obviously know nothing about women." 
ton, 
"Let's call the first round even." oo aii 
hh "OK, ai share ting — 
eel a ee age a the efeering uA ee 
"I dontt act. 16m cae. way I am." ode ¢. - 
70 
"tWll make the way that youxx are nice." Che. of 
: 7 preys, 5 


"You like me. I can tell." 
"Oh, really? Are you some kind of a seer? 
You seem to try to look like one.” 

"Go on with your description and try not 
to be a bitch." 

“OK Itll try. Youtre five-eight, ahhhhhh, 
about 160 although it'zs hard to tell because 
your clothes are SO loose; redbrown crewcut 
hair, Light complexion with a few freckless 
somewhat small, ah, feminine features, facially, 


4f you don't mind my saying so." She wanted an 


angry reaction. 


nveat at all, Itm not impressed with the 


You, as you might have guessed, must move on. 

I'll help you get job. Nothing will = one 

your record. The gril and those two punks 

have been expelled-- they had all been on 

probation. The one they clall Coffe was 

thrown out this morning by orderof the chief-- 

seems he stormed into his office and told him 2 

a few things, most of the things we all have 

wanted to-- shook up the old man considerably. 
Please don't get the ide we wouldn't fight sod ges 


\ é 
foryou. A few of lus did meet andtalk it out. ; 
vy u m To 


ACN 
Decided not to fight becuase there was really - —— — 
— ny : 


AMAL iA 4 


oe ‘ 
nothing to attack. A The chief's Be eee 
tigated the whole damm thing and could get a_ 
logical consistent a&tory from anybody-- but 


what is clear to the chief is that you allowed 
atine to go on \ andbhat's enough for him. 


So thefinachinery eroung into action and 


nobody got his hands dirty, V7), Obs med) WOW ae 


Ixm&x now of course abot driniking, : a 


enforcing etc. 


“ AN "ge 

I must tell gou my personal eas this.) 7 WwW Ve a 

The chief telephoned and said he couldNét guaranttee |), | na 2 
my j pexxxpension if I carried it one My position ioe 


is difficult. If you want to go on@ with it : 
I8ll join eve but 

We don't have much of a cause and you feel 
you'd be risking too muchn 
That's it im — aS = D 


“ie ~ ye} wv ee aes eae tT 
a Aes D9 479 i | a Be 


y 


SOX ELIT 
American penchant of proving one's n 


all the time in every way, going around with 
your fly open, "--Her quick mad look ~figuretively 
speaking. I wait for the right dark moment." 

Does Aereae great familiarity." 

"T assume you're a big girl now.” 

She enjoys this joke inside her. "You don't a 
know how right you are.” 

"Go on with the descriptiong™ Midy 

"Youtre playing with me. You never let me 


get a egmx complete thought out.” 


_ ‘NThat's — the way to win arguments." .— = 
ae "Yes, if you feel you must 37 ied everybody." 
Felt she won something theres. Beer a yes, the 
aakex darkest deepest blue eyes I've ever seen. 
Hmmmmm, maybe I do see something like you mother 
saw. Hungry, huh? Asking for something. 
| "Maybe I'm asking you for something." 
ae a Mauve's shrill "Ahem!" and 
ceased Bioaving en, tip Laem 
is emphasing habit "Maybe I'm asking you for 
some thing , you. I hope not, I just met you." 
He laughed at—thts and she was somewhat 
surprised. You are 46 deep dour and serious,” 
she said,"mx%xx I didn't know you could be a 
good sport.” 


"Oh course. Why not? We're all fools anyway/" 


& 


She shrugged and continued "And the suspect 
‘was last seen wearing hkaki pants, muddy loafers, 
and a, W sadaably clean Sweatshirt." 

nt should have told you not to dress up.” 
Again the matter of fact tone WH puzzled her. 

"I didn't know-- I hate eo Urine this up 


now-- hww a goddess dressed." 


He lifted his hads from the wheel in a sort 


of benediction "Ah you are my love goddess, my 


Aphrodite. 2B es, yes, yes yes." 
ioe Be said it in such a soft, reverent way that — aS 
a morrES GUSt have UeeW WOcKIng.¥ She felt” sue-had ———— ee 
to hit him hard. “Let's knock off that stuff 
nowe™ 

"You liked it on the phone." “Now he sounded 
childissh. # AS 7p p@inhed 

"You're right," she laughed "just a bit." This 


to reassure himee "But i get sick of those things 


Pia ete 
ese ShysalAa 


before other girls do." 

"You liked it on the phone.” He diad it in 
exactly the aame way. Then his voice became 
deeep and acidy “Scratch that daydream. OK, I'll = 
cast you in smme other daydream. ery waiting 
all my life for an Azhrodite though. His thinnnes 
smile and ke shook his head. c= this was 


oe enee d ip ve oe be a 


ae 


es is 
~ 


10 


Itm sure you gave that much thought. 

And, DA DA DA DA, DA DA-- the Michael O'Todle 
Meinike fanfare for the thoughtco of the day. 
First the chaplain will ottey a ier, Pave. 
please hold the market up.™ Thakn you chaplain. 
Now the subject of today debate is: Will mankind 
destroy itself, or, better yet, should it." 

His performance didn't register as Midge 
noticed that they had returned to a point they 
had jpaa sed a time ago. 

"Hey, may I ask where we're going." 


"I don't know. “Ask the car. Why not. just 


"ride and let fate handle it." 

"Is that your motto?" 

"No, but it's a good one.& What's the 
biotetion’ "Vike flies to wanton boys are we to. 
the gods: they kill us for their oa What's 
the difference what you try to do ; where oe 
try to go?" ; 7 

"I believe it's from Ricard Second. Im not | 
sure though. See , I know something too." She 
cannot understand her own defensiveiiess-here. 

ey didn't Say anything about what you did or 
didn't knww. Youtre the one who's backing down. 

a 
You're the orthat' s not sure. Stop acting. 
Stop being defensive. I'm not attacking you, 


That comes later." 


11 


A : 
bs 1 
x M ; 
su : Let's just cut that kind of talk out now! 
OK, dear, eee Note the imperative when we 
talk to each other-- orderSe Two thick heads- 
a thic Gineau and a bhik Kraut. Butting ther 
x” 
thik heas together. I parks 
Well I neverhad to butt my head against 


any boys Before. 


It easy to see by the way that you talk 
that you missed a lit. 
You may be kindding but that's a truth. 


Telll me what Mauve said about mee 3 
. You seen to ‘know. everything <u ia 


"I though we had a truce. But I think wxx I 
night know. She asss said that I was sme variety 
of screwball and that I lived in a trailer full 

of books. ‘and that this is my sixth college and that 
I'm probably going toxfuk flunk out at any minute. 
That they call me Cofffee because I live on coffee 
and always have a pot brewing at home. That I'm 
completely undisciplined and utterly charming. 
PHHEHE 

And, of course, she said not in be afraid 


of me. That shapp stare and nik smile again 


as if he knew something. 
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Pepe esac Sond ee a eee 7 


ee to ‘go lates. 


om, 
“H 


oo ers = a 


‘The Inlet was a hangout on ae ae 
with the usual sea shell mebirnres teheee ereeret et 
and red checkeered tablecloths. 

As they went in Midge notice a group of boys 
trying to get the moles into a car . They were 
both drunk, one propped grotesquely in 
front, his head on the bumper, the othe on the 
ground near the opened bac door. - They were 
the. headlihght of the 
ar was exit hance oo chssens against the 


building. 


all laughing and t 


She nodded her hed towards them ane said "I 


hate their uts." 
Oh I know meen Gente a0 them seriously 4 4 


Re 
jabs 


4 


Seg es 


= = — cS 


Bod a bs ah 


| FINISHED ~ vemenbers - 
Se ing ete et 3 Oe 


DRAFT 


Ingenue + solo. _ fall wt dead leaved like paper. Go Wey 


Follow travel of hdlites wheel of rain ... street like 
_ eops veins) icker in light  .., Cars through tunnel 


3 thrust of smell, . next to skin... UpOres. marty ing self in a eee : 


as of whirls of water spray end ae stop motinon .. Bis se: — 
— &ShYee. a flame like hands in prayer ... all at once aa Work 
beanies like Poker chips , Dehowv. lide evaby ane 


— 


rer ! wid 


$0 tlle : 


a Sie Fe)+ tr je = 


She had gone alone to the concert of the 


Boston Symphony and Something about it had made 


her linger more than usual, kept things from 


crowding on her like they did. She didntt hear 


As if the rain had thrust down the smell jf 
burning leaves that lingers into the night and 


She breathed this in until it expanded her. 


have to j petend for the benefit of somebody 
ae 
Stop motion of a little sportscars spray 
as it spiiinned wheels at the crner. A boy and 
a girl the babushka of the girl the top down-- 
getting soaked and luving it, screechnoise and 
laughs, and she focusses on the sparay, black 
wheeel, as it goiest on, blurriy. 
“(This-last—has-to be-considerably lengthened: 

leaving the visual elements in for a long long 
time while the thinking overlays0 

The thinking elements can not be projected too 
well now for this c will have to reflect the 
entire precedingO) But anywa$, bitsjof Coffee, 
of the trouble, of Dik and initial meeting and, 
especially jof the way she used to think) 


The final flavor has to be saidness leavened 


- withan awareness of thefacts of life. 


_ 


wqnt to leave, 


Like she were carrying herself in the air, 


it pocketed her, held her up and everything 


was harmonius. 


A 


\ 


Her brezthing, heartbeat was 


Slowed and the damp air was incredibly sweet, 


not having any smell of its ofm but charge with 


sme inbreath of j woman or something like that. 


She felt that sh3e had a little more grip joh 


her life now, didn't know anythi g of the future 


_ but wasn't afraid or bitter = A iy eer q 


: : 4 
- ; ee Z 
& ue 4224 


_ 
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Everthing wa great on a mirearable night. 


The chill was warmth. 


Play on paradox, Other 


times it was becuase of who youx were with 


but now it i sthe delicious lonliness, the 


awareness of yourself. 


Important that she see that this is not 


pillyannaism. 


There were be other brutalities 


other lessons dearly bought but it.was good to 


have the slightest hold on somethine and nat +n 


; j 
: SS 44 ATI i 
UUs ad & ae Ane ej 


Alvin, Stu[ pies 


ner land 
3SK5 
brick 2 


The sllick cars shimmered in the downpoul and 
throew off carwheels of spray. You could almost 
feel the cold water. A cop in a yellow slicker 
was waving them on and the exhaust stayed near 
the ground as they apporached him and coiled 
off behind them like a tail as they rounded the 
corner. oes orange blur jof a cigarette and 

a straight ahead face. She was transfixed by 


it all--vthe banks of lights far up on the hill 


an occasion glare from the science building lab 


ra Sv ln 
ee coud of running students with damp 


orangy raincoats, girls with tents of neewpapers 
over theri heads ane that slicker, like some 
terrifically, unbelievably inexplioubia,fantiter 
something. So much a —— everything, like 
it would be a tragic loss if it weere taken 


T 


So STrange, so strangw. Pie int. 


ie 
The dampness and discomp 
fort and yet she likeec it, didn't 


F ora~Bill-~ Prof-Bill 


rs 
: Low iS x 2 Fe See a 
A 2k } igh . : ; 
: == iH} pp) [ WEE se } hd? Soe pee 
= GHAPTER _ - XERXETXROUGH T FIN = (5a 


af ie offers him drink which he is afraid, 


—#\ 


stck, etc, to take. Your wife was here a few Pp. Tat Ca 


hs j \ 7N 
A; =~ — ~ : 2! 
HES faye , hours ago, lets on she had often been there- V2 
- 4: A 
hy he Hy: es her only friend. He: certainly is a mess lak] 
She: concentrate on your wife: this latest ~~ See Ue 7 
: ee t : —_ Pe io / 


LWwe teen cen? campus scaldal will blow over. . She is the lov- 


BS eee _ Liest: girl ‘Itve ever met etc. heading for a 


—— “| breakdown. — He: I've tried to help ners—She: fe. 2 


SSS Fe: ott, bard< Soe 
ieee 2 


4 ee = Oh yeah, been very selfish. Your wit wont 
eee bo, &- save your wife. Life isn't a book or a story. © C7 = a 
ze ce Yourenot facing the problem. Why-¢d° you iuive on: tae 
aa oS to pick now. Her: Got you in a ‘orner, — a oe : 
oie. 7 = : — z you're reeling ee / : re ; 
Join a >ypk Tie Aww gr 5 Time Se a : é FOR am 
Sane, : Into sanctum-- obviously ‘male room, bookcases ete. = 
J desklamp-- Kin” 5 ontttsleeres in eG Work? 7 > Z 
P t eS Be “Three books ato ae ChaucHer. Him: specialty ae ‘fi ee 
oo" men —_ : Dew 
— - a peofre Administration got —— — it's rooms 30a 
and students and hiring, ‘ : MEX DO. ge 
ae _-Billsand-firin « Nol cooperte on Freshman +2. — 
= At -Compostion Texts-- My name is somehow improtant ge 
a = ea: a and a junior prof does the work. Stares out the i es 5 ¥ i = 
window and comeents on Horsebarn Hill. number | : wl ail 
of students when he first came, overbuiliding. 7 z 
Nee > KYi0n 2 Hets been less than satisfied in the past years. 
us 4 tls (2s place as a branceh of the state legistlature. bei 
LO« -.* thougsangd mile beast remark. Then Badass = J 277 


—* Herre, 
Se See ee Thte ic the short ak aed Ee of it? wee: 


Frank B. Ford 
Greene Street Artists 
6225 Greene Street 


Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 
phone (215) 848-7385; email vegt@netaxs.com 


Operation Dessert Form 


We're best at two things as a nation. One is ultimately 
reconciling our differences between groups; two...well let's deal 
with the first, and let the other reveal itself like a print 
coming up through the developer. 

Our opposition finally agreed to a ceremony of 
reconciliation--with rigid ground rules. We'd both have roughly 
the same amount of time: that required to have a vehicle from 
each group drive by. Then we'd work to prepare the show. 

The drivebys ensued, noisy but effective. There followed an 
hour of feverish activity where displays were built, and 
immediately evaluated by judges with walkie-talkies, broadcasting 
to senior citizens of both sexes operating old manual Remingtons. 
(They insisted on being included--actually threatening suit--and 


would hear nothing of computers.) At any rate, the silver 


brigade toiled so feverishly that the index cards bore several 
strikeovers, adding, many felt. to the charm and authenticity of 


the event. 


I will refrain from pointing out which group prepared what 
among the exhibits, since that would mar the purpose of the day; 
besides, prizes were awarded on individual merit only. 

The first honorable mention was labeled TRIPLE CHOCOLATE, 
the Afro-American subject being posed with a bowl of chocolate 
ice cream on his chest, and with that set atop a brown mohair 
scarf diagonally thrown. The judge's card read Interesting 
materials but bowl too small and scarf material oversoft. 

Second honorable mention went to JALAPENO! a red pepper 
sticking up through a lemon custard in a soup plate between a 
Hispanic's teenager's legs. Simplicity! With the merest hint of 
sexuality. 

(Here I include a non-prizewinner. Perhaps for old time's 
sake. It was WASP WITH WASPS, a white male wrapped completely 
round with wire holding fuzzy wasps. Excellent execution though 
idea is perhaps a bit trite--too much visible wire also. 
Besides, you lost theme of show!!!!! To be fair, a petit four 
had been hastily thrust into the nest of wires but the judge 
apparently missed it.) 


CHEROKEE JUBILEE took third prize, an American Indian 


clothed in buckskin, with cherries intertwining both hands. 
It however contained, the judges said, too much red, literally 
and figuratively. 

Second went to BAKED ALASKA, an Eskimo peeking from a 
cardboard oven, set, according to a round gauge, at 500. 

#s too small on oven therm was the only criticism. 

The display meriting both Best of Show and First Place 
featured a lovely blond in long white silk gown in heart-shaped 
box lined with a red satin dotted with the candy called 
nonpareils. VERY SWEETLY BLOND AND VERY VERY DEAD. 

Beautiful! sang the index card, echoes of Marilyn and of 
love: Masking of blood stains top-notch too! (That it was, and 
the less said of the other displays on that account, the better.) 

I should mention also the one the senators most objected to 
later, WHOM THE GODS DESTROY THEY FIRST MAKE EDIBLE, an oriental 
baby, heavily talced, in the middle of an angel food cake. 

Very tasteful, though baby too large for scale of whole 
piece. Try again. 

The crowd, mostly middle aged, came from all economic 
strata. They appeared to like the show, although Dr Hiram W. 
Jackman, retired dean of the junior college, sniffed, "Worst yet 
when it comes to gilding the Lilly, or the flan, or whatever." 

My lasting impression is not a critical but an aesthetic 


one...sounding now a bit like the ghostly pre-echo from a 


phonograph record...blood whipping across the rough-textured wall 


outside. 


Frank B. Ford 

GREENE STREET ARTISTS' BUILDING 
5225 Greene Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 
(215) 848-7385 


A Decidedly Minor Canyon 


He/I see that you got snookered too. 
She/It's...interesting. Wild at least--a little anyway. 
He/The signs promised so much more. 


She/That's what signs do. Why would that surprise? It is, at 
any rate, a decidedly minor canyon. 


He/Do you have a name? First name? 


She/That's a question, uh, well...though not exactly stupid, 
sie oe 


He/Awkward. I know. Embarrassing. To both of us. I'm trying 
to break the ice, of course. You'd have to help. 


She/Not necessarily. 


He/It's a way to nudge things, be a trifle more than strangers. 
In the few minutes we'll have here. You can send ice back 
fo me.- £.can't control that; 


She/They might miss us in the group, Stranger. 


He/No danger of that. He's just saying the same things anyway, 
the things he splotched all over those promissary signs up and 
down the highway. 


She/Crude but effective--we both drove in. Boredom creates more 
assholes than anything else, I suppose. I am well brought-up, 
and thus shouldn't say asshole to you. 


He/Crude, huh? Is that what you prefer? 


She/I guess I couldn't talk at all without striking some note you 
thirsted for. Has the really silly probing started? What's the 
difference what I prefer. In what for example? In books? 


He/In what you think I mean. Or are you afraid? 


She/No. I can see too too clearly what you're arriving at. 

And I'm not about to discuss present tense, or you. But, since 
you have asked: I'd prefer a man! Not some pitiful creature who 
has learned behavior from television and movies, and therefore 
resonates the vomit of the mass culture--thinking it, as well as 
he, profound--and who is either sleazily hinting or bluntly 
disgusting! What infantile mind he once had corroded by sexual 
fantasy. And one, too, who nurtures and loves and respects both 
the woman and the man inside him. A real man. Neither an empty 
macho poseur nor a pallid wimp--if you really want to know-- 
though I do admire the way you play both roles simultaneously. 
And I'm definitely definitely not interested in what you prefer, 
so don't even start. Nor in you. It goes without saying. 

Or should. 


He/That was a lot to say to a stranger. I appreciate the hateful 
investment. I prefer you. 


She/Oh yeah! Of course you do. I guess that if you've given up 
on all pride in yourself, you'll say anything. 


He/Listen! uh... 

She/Don't even go on! I've listened! too much in the past. I 
neither want to have coffee with you, and listen! nor attempt to 
dissect your obvious wound--after listening! 


He/It isn't what I was going to suggest. 


She/Oh well, some clone of it. All of it double underlined by 
false and phoney d-RAMA! 


He/You're tough. Or impatient. 


She/That little red Escort is mine. If you want to see my dust, 
then... 


He/Please. I...really...I... 


She/Oco0ce! Ooco-wooc0o-woo0e! Time to squeeze out a little boy 
tear, is it? How about the watch, the wy-utch your mommy-wommy 
done give you on her death bed. Time to give that to me is it? 
And what else can you pluck out of your little baby blue boy's 
magic kit?--I mean to appeal to the maternal in me. 

He/Don't think much of men. 

She/You've noticed! Funny how you at first think someone is 
grossly insensitive, and then they just...why golly gee whiz they 
40ST ss 

He/And you expect me to say how I'm different. I'm not. 

I've tried to love, sacrifice even, and I've been a pig too. 

So I guess I'm the man you hated. 

She/Hate. How honest! You're... 

He/Trying to be. 


She/Yeah, well once you can fake that you've got everything, 
haven't you? 


He/Our, uh, pal over there can surely drone: Indians who lived 
here...animals they worshipped. 


She/With our ten holy bucks in his pocket he should shoot up to 
another octave. 


He/At any rate, I do believe in opportunity, seizing the moment. 
Working out your fear. Even cherishing the moment for what it 
might offer. 

She/I'll bet you do. 


He/Especially when it's the only thing. With puke all around. 
Here with this silly mini canyon, back there in life. 


She/I don't read you. Don't wish to. The book's too old and the 
plot too shittily familiar. 


He/That little red barn...? 
She/Grandly named the Reception Center! 
He/The grass is soft and sunny on the other side. 


She/A fact like any other. 


He/Breeze from off the river..smells delicious, just del.... 
She/Facts. Again. The nature trip is another old hat. 
He/Please walk over there with me, away from their eyes and ears. 


She/But not your baloney. 


He/And we'll make love. Create it. Have our few moments to 
soothe the pain. And walk away. 


She/Just? Like? That? 


He/Do our very very best to wring out whatever is left of 
sweetness in each of us. Bathe that raw spot in our...souls. 


She/I'm sailing an empty vessel, kid. Why don't you go just pant 
elsewhere? And let me stop you before you affect hurt eyes! 

The pseudo-romantic is the complete psychopath! Well, none of 
the seedy little manipulative tricks work with me. Even you 
should notice that. 


He/What will? 


She/Hmmm. I like the question. Why do I like that question? 

I like questions full of hope. By their very nature, they're not 
answerable. Oh? Pretty silent, huh? I'm genuinely surprised. 
No more arrows in your skinny quiver? How 'bout one or two of 
your LISTENS? Tell me again about w-Ringing-g-g-g out all the 
sweet-tee-ness.... Or is that winging it? Or, the least likely, 
I know, slinging it? And that raw spot of soul, little little 
man, is what makes me me. I want 40% 


He/Just...what I've said already, and with no names and numbers 
exchanged and no false promises to keep in touch. 


She/Too bad. Hallmark will lose out. So! Boom! And it's over! 
Wow, Mr Rogers! Merely grinding up the heart and soul, again for 
nothing. Watching Life sneer, and spit me out again. And then 
to...drive away blankly...dead...watch my dead eyes in the 
jiggling mirror, my face soaked with tears for miles and miles 
and miles and miles. 


He/I hope not because... 
She/And you will drive away very nearly feeling that dull space 


where your heart used to be. Maybe even wondering about what 
authentic people could actually be like. Sorry, but our 
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existence simply cannot be that stupid and useless. Whooops ! 
Please excuse the laughter. It comes from out of life. From 
absurdity- From doing absurd things. From missing the vital 

train and then finding myself immersed in shit, surrounded by 
shit. And shits! 


He/There's 2 something left inside of you that isn't funny..-and 
Tel ay: ouch later for that last...detonation. 


She/Could be, some sort of something jeft. But I'm not the 
subject. It! is the subject. rel: OF, 19 other words, you just 
want to fuck, yes? Want me to be the bum you are? 

He/ Ouch! you finally may have gotten there. 

She/And not wring out any precious sweetness, nor pour your 
shattered little life into mine, thereby saving and restoring 
both of us as the angels sing a mighty chord! Just. Fuck. And 
I'm the convenient hole. Barnyard. 

He/There's a better part of me, or was I guess, but, right. 
She/Well, you've should've said so- 

He/I get it: I've waited too long, is that it? Uh huh. 

She/A little- 

He/Oh well then..-uh.-- 


She/Not enough to worry about. 


Frank B. Ford 

Greene Street Artists 

5225 Greene Street 
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The Secret Word 


Driven by their insults to play touch football, Buzz hoped 
Cecily would come to the field anyway. "You're too sweet on her! 
Be with the fellows sometimes! Why she's making you into a 
regular sweetie-boy!" elbowed Josker Albright as they walked back 
to their side of the ball after a chaotic play, the other team 
jeering. The shirtless Buzz halted a moment to squint, his face 
green from the brilliance off the grass. He was trying to find 
her in the bleachers, and the jeers intensified now, with his 
name being hooted by players from both sides. Some began 
squealing Cec-i-LEEEEEEE! When Josker flipped the ball to him 
after another botched play, he added, winking, "Give her 
something to think about, Buzz, old man!" 

The something to think about proved to be the uncoordinated 
Roger Reddington de Graf, who stopped by 16 Songbird Lane with 
orange mums, jerking alongside them in blinding sunlight as the 


slim Cecily flung open the white doors. 
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Buzz had to start engineering at Lehigh University that next 
week; Roger stayed in Stroudsburg to help his father sell Fords. 
Unknown to Buzz, he devoted the rest of his time to Cecily. 

Unknown to Cecily, Buzz threw himself into beer drinking and 
the local girls of Bethlehem who shared that activity--often 
cleaning him up afterwards. On the verge of flunking out two 
months into the semester, he began sending a series of cards to 
Cecily, usually showing couples in fog, either among ancient 
forests, or on beaches crowded with driftwood. The verses of 
these cards his roommate, nicknamed Drunk, labeled muzz-fuzz- 
haiku-y-looie. 

moon on the pond 
and then..... 
a SEONG. cass 


and many moons 


my footprints 
YOULS..... + 


one, 


a heartbeat 
a shudder 
a silence 
of flowers 


Buzz chose not just these artistic expressions, but others 
of more pedestrian strain. 
Thinking of You... 
Just a note to say 


You're one who's not forgot. 
Sorry there's been some delay 


"cause I care for you a lot! 
I know I'm not clever. 
That much I have to say. 
But a true friend is forever, 
For this and every day! 

Towards the end of first semester, after a brutally dry 
period of hitting the books, Buzz catapulted back to the local 
girls. He had spent Thanksgiving break at Drunk's parents' house 
in Scranton, and for Christmas vacation had joined his own 
parents at an aunt's retirement village near St Augustine--zero 
chances to see Cecily. 

No more cards were dispatched until Valentine's Day, when 


for some reason he sent a comic one in the shape of a gold key. 


Hey why not open that trunk? 


A little like a shellshock victim clamping onto an obscure 
faith, and after he and three town girls--an intense week each-- 
had gone through each other, Buzz finally got around to writing 
Cecily his one heartfelt, if circuitous, note: somehow begging 
that she help him reform while he, presumably, awoke her 
sexually. It had been immediately, too, after religion had swept 
in, prompted by a revival meeting in Bethlehem which Dean of Men 
Brendenhof had strongly recommended to him. Buzz had been saved 
and afterwards met over hot cider and cinnamon donuts the one 


local girl, Gladys Alderfelder, who knew she could tame him. 


"I told my mother about you,” she informed Buzz a few days 
later, "and she's says you're oversexed and should see a doctor, 
that young men can ruin themselves and never have a good career. 
You'll never be a good engineer, Buzz, ‘cause that's all you 
think about." 

That one sincere note to Cecily had arrived after her 
elopement with Roger Reddington de Graf, and she eventually sent 
it back with all the cards, and a tissuey note saying Dear Dear 
Buzz, The reasons one marries can't just be that one and that one 
alone. She had written from her brand new home on the lake, full 
of the antiques Roger's mother had given the couple. 

After college, Buzz worked as a designer and model maker for 
The Foothills Toy Company, owned, strangely enough, by the Pocono 
Mountain area's most flagrant Socialist, Bret Hansen, who became 
very fond of the apolitical Buzz. 

He retained the bundle of cards Cecily had sent back and 
eventually rubber-banded it when the lavender ribbons 
disintegrated. His upfront wife, Evvy, whom he had met at a toy 
industry convention in Harrisburg, had already proclaimed, and 
more than once, "Your past aint my business and vice versa--if 
you're one of them to get jealous notions." Buzz kept the cards 
and Cecily's note in a locked desk drawer, and actually did get 
jealous thinking of what Evvy may have been hiding, making a 


fruitless search one night when she was at her canasta group. 


After ten years or so, Roger Reddington De Graf and Cecily 
bought a one-third interest in the toy company, on the very day 
Buzz was hospitalized with a hernia after lifting the clay model 
of Monstro-Robot. 

Cecily and Roger, upon reading of his hospital stay in THE 
POCONO MESSENGER, sent him a card of a cartoon man, very bony, 
swathed in bandages and on crutches, surrounded by broken 
machinery and scrawny dogs. 

I might be 
too old to cut the mustard seein' 
all this rout, 
but I'm still full of beans 
and sauerkraut! 

He visualized her at sixteen by the moonlit lake, and 
repeated quietly from his hospital bed, "How many moons? O how 
Many moons?" Nurse Lucille Nitti overheard. "Yeah and lots of 
water under the dam too, huh, Honey? You do b.m. yet, Honey?" 

"I will inform you," he pronounce firmly. 

"I like the sound of that, Honey!" she fluffed the pillow 
around his rigid head. 

The years, and the moons, flew, and the couples had each a 
late child, Gwen for Buzz and Evvy, and Roger Jr. for Roger and 
Cecily. Both Dads were thirty-three. The children went to 


different schools and ultimately attended the University of 


Pennsylvania, but never met, either there or in Stroudsburg. 


On Buzz's fiftieth birthday old man Hansen suffered a fatal 
heart attack, and diehard Socialists from all over the country 
attended the funeral. He made provision in his will for Buzz 
which the New York lawyer had to explain several times: "You must 
immediately retire, and then you receive a generous monthly 
stipend for the rest of your life." As Buzz shook his gray head, 
the lawyer explained further that Hansen felt that his heirs and 
the other owners might, he quoted him, "sell out to sharpies. 

And the first thing they do in the land of the brave is to raid 
the pension fund." 

"That sure sounds like him," offered the shaking Buzz. 

"Some West Germans did just that to A&P Stores' employees. 
We don't have enough thieves, we have to import them," the lawyer 
shrugged, a grim young man dressed Wall Street, save for a blood- 
red cravat. 

Had Buzz kept a diary the sole entry for the seventh year 
after retirement might have read: Roger takes over company 
completely and milks it, sells most of the patents to the 
Japanese. The one for the eighth year would read My Evvy dies 
shoveling snow. 

After Evvy's death he sold the house and contents at auction 
and went to Florida to live in Coral Gables near his daughter, 


Gwen, who taught ballet at The University of Miami. 


That very year they cut the dancing program, so she's off to 
Tulane with her Carlos, who she claims has only been helping her 
with the electric in her Coconut Grove studio. (He did, in fact, 
show wiring plans to Buzz who told him "You don't have to draw me 
a diagram.") 

After they leave, it proves cheaper living in Miami Beach, 
but the angry faces of many of the other retired people irritate 
Buzz. Sweetness, the black counterboy at Wolfy's consoles 
"They're all New Yorkers and they grew up snapping at each 
other about business. Only now they got tans. And no business. 
Don't take it serous. People are the same under all the styles." 

Roger dies, and THE POCONO MESSENGER featuring the front 
page obituary touting that civic leader also contains an article 
about senior citizens sharing houses. 

Buzz finally moves back to Stroudsburg to a shared house 
owned by a Mrs Lahr, where he is greatly appreciated, being, 
among other thing, Friday's cook. One of the sharers, Miss 
Meniffee proclaims "I always look forward to Friday!" 

It's nice for her to say, but for some reason things begin 
slipping--anybody can do Sloppy Joes and Fritos admits Buzz to 
himself. Maybe I'm getting too old to cut the mustard--which 
brings back the silly card Roger and Cecily had sent him so many 


years ago. 


In the back of his mind he has thought of contacting Cecily 
after a decent interval. Such a time has long passed when he 
sends a birthday card on a whim. 

He had walked to the mall and was out of breath reaching The 
Little Card Shoppe, a franchise operation in the throes of a 
nationwide promotion, and therefore full of metallic balloons 
which moved about in the air currents and kept bumping him. 

"May I help you?" inquired a gum-chewing young woman in very 
elevated, sharply clicking heels. Her badge read Merrie, asst 
mgr. 

"Yeah, stop stocking all these gushy cards. And I'm coming 
in here with a pin next time!" She, amused, led him noisily 
through the balloons to a spin rack labeled TASTEFUL 
CONTEMPORARIES. He eventually chose a card featuring a black and 
white photo of a blind man with a cane who sported, though, huge 
orange sunglasses. "Hey! Long time no see I gotta say..." read 
the caption snaking from his mouth, and then inside the card, a 
platinum blond in a mink cape and nothing else kicked up her 
orange heels, a bottle dangling from one hand and a down-turned 
champagne glass in the other. 


but feel free 
to have yourself one HELL of a birthday! 


She was a kind of pink soft-sculpture of amazingly elastic flesh. 


The day he mails the card, one crocus breaks through ice on 
the tiny lawn of the post office. A week later a note comes back 
signed by Jacqueline Naismith, MSW. 

We are honored to say that Cecily is a guest 

here at Bide a Bit now. She asked me to report that 

He goes and is confronted by a muttering, prematurely old 
woman in a wheelchair in front of a bright window, wisps of pale 
hair brilliantly vibrating, her flesh pink and purple, hands 
spasmodic, jumpy. Before he can speak, she warns of the 
Pennington boys as he is holding her icy hands down. They had 
been stealing, he gathers, riotously digging up bulbs too, and 
going wild on the garden swing. Actually he had walked by that 
house on the lake earlier, only to see a comic wrought iron sign 
featuring two doctors over a mound-like patient and the legend 
THE GYNECOLOGISTS SPEISENGLASS. 

Cecily stops talking and stares at Buzz for many moments, 
her eyes bluer, and younger, than he can remember. "Are you 
Roger?" 

"Roger is, was you husband. I'm your old friend, Buzz." 

Fat Roger Jr enters and Buzz drops her hands. Roger wears a too- 
tight blazer with a FORD logo, open, his shirt beginning to spill 
out the front like spent sheets from a motel cart. 


"T'm Buzz." Buzz extends his hand. 


"Isn't everybody?" counters Roger Jr who storms into a 
monolog about not being able to depend on his new service 
manager. "Now don't let her pull that forgetfulness crap on you 
either," he suddenly shouts from nowhere. "These guerilla 
fighters of the Altzheimers Brigade aren't above a little 
manipulation." 

"She's been just fine," assures Buzz. 

"Say, you worked for the toy company, didn't you? I saw you 
in some old photographs in the mess of my father's estate. 

That was one lulu of a communist used to own it, wasn't he? 

So you, especially, shouldn't be so rough on my Dad. He was fine 
until..." and Roger Jr nods in the direction of silently chewing 
Cecily. "Huh! She eating air again?" 

"T never was rough on your Dad, or easy on him or anything 
else," Buzz asserts. "I retired before..." and Roger Jr stares 
at him as if he's the one with Altzheimers. "Anyway, how's the 
business?" Buzz tries. 

"Which one? Oh, toy company? We sold to Koreans last year 
and they moved it lock stock and barrel to Jamaica would you 
believe? They just make the one thing now, Destructo World you 
probably seen on TV--that flies apart when you say the secret 
word? Complete junk, I mean complete! And they can't make 


enough of them." 
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At that moment the sunlight amplifies frail Cecily and they 
both look at her. She drools but nonetheless quickens enough to 
pop: "Say the secret word and win ten dollars! It's something 
you hear every day." 

Roger whispers "Now she's getting religious or something." 
But Buzz tells him she had been alluding to a TV quiz show with 
Groucho Marx. "If you said the secret word a rubber duck dropped 
down with a Groucho moustache and cigar." 

"Yeah, well that's all too intellectual for me. I like 
sports." 

(And Buzz had thought all along that Groucho was mean until 
he softened with one contestant, a confused man, and was 
completely kind--Oh well that's one on me he remembers telling 
his wife. In fairness to her, Evvy was in the depths of her PMS 
as she snapped "Grow up Buzz!") 

But he remains hurt, even now in this sunny room of the 
convalescent hospital. In fantasy, Groucho says "Buzz, I would 
never make fun of you." 

"Our toys were creative," he tells Groucho...and the 
alarmingly real Roger Jr. 

"Yeah well, spare me that part of any business. I mean, 
spare me! There's nothing but the bottom line. Forget that and 


you're ready for a place like this." 
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Buzz staggers a bit, ashamed he had abstracted for so long 
and gotten a bit dithery himself. Cecily emits a squeal as Roger 
Jr hammers on, his shirt entirely out of the front of his pants: 
"Bottom line's the bottom line the bottom line--didn't somebody 
say that? Well, it's about a rose or daisy or some such shit but 
it's the same thing." 

Now Cecily tries talking but can't, her head nodding 
vigorously and her hands out of control. Some hairs vibrate on 
her shiny chin and her son blurts, "We ought to have Gillete in 
here sponsoring this show!" 

Finally she grates out secret and starts on word. When she 
says love, Phyllis Heller, blocky LPN, materializes to spin her 
chair around. "She talking dirty again? Are you, Miriam? 

Ooops. Not Miriam! Sorry about that! Miriam got a mouth like a 
longshoreman!" 

But Roger Jr. waves his hand before she can spin Cecily back 
around to face them again. "It's okay," he tells her. "These 
Altzheimers pretty much all look the same. Like Japanese cars my 
competition sells. Anyway, we're through. Stick her on the 
sundeck." 

Back in his room, Buzz, shaking, examines the bundle of 
cards again. The reasons we marry can't just be that one and 
that one alone the faded brown ink still maintains. Two paths he 


reads from a card, two paths, and Buzz sees Cecily, in white, 
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walking by the lake and murmuring over and over The reasons we 
marry...and he grows sick with remembered moonlight and cries 
softly into the dusk seeping into his room through the half- 
opened door. 

"The secret word...is love" he whispers. 

Mrs Lahr interrupts. "Hey! I'll agree to anything, but let 
there be light! I'm not that cheap that I won't treat you to a 
little light from time to time." She flicks on a switch and 
spots the bundle of cards in his hand: "Getting rid of the 
evidence, hey? Don't mind me. Nosy! I know you kept them all 
locked up, probably because they were so naughty!" 

Buzz suddenly visualizes the inside of his small Sanyo cube 
refrigerator, sees frosting aglint in the dark. He pushes the 
cards aside and rises to fetch the Entemen's Ring Danish. In no 
time he is frisking to the coffee percolator also, dragging a 
sleeve over his face to wipe a remaining tear or two, an action 
quietly noted by Mrs Lahr. 

"Is that the new light kind?" she inquires. 

"No calories at all," winks Buzz, "not a one." His hand is 
trembling as he cuts, or rather hacks at it, with a butter knife. 

"I know you'd never lie to me," she laughs. 

He sits in his Lazy Boy recliner and she on a desk chair by 
the window as they eat and drink, a dark magnolia looming in back 


of her squat profile. 
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After she places her plate and cup and saucer in his small 
sink he ventures, "Why go all the way back to your chair? Plenty 
of room here." 

While bouncing Mrs Lahr on his knee, insofar as he can, 
a prelude to tugging her back further into the recliner, he will 
intone with a straight face, "I bet you've never done this 
before." 

And her eyes will assume a glee which contrasts to her usual 
rosy calm. "Never!" Pulling off fragments of his remaining 
Danish to feed him, almost singing: "Let's just do the best we 


can, Buzz. That's all we can do." 
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Newton's First 


Stuck around 

like a spoon 

in ice cream. 
So what 


is better? To 
howl manfully 


as do the sexually disadvantaged? 
Pull myself 


up by my jockstrap and jog? 
Strike out (again) 


for some roughneck Yukon 

or shattered urban frontier? vc 
Assert anti-character 

- oe * S raat) 

by pigging out 4 

on what's in and on the frig? 

(Friiiiiiiitos, their corny fe 

grease is metaphor for & 

us all and our sliding 


time.) 

Christ! If I don't hack 
my way to some outback 
soon I'll 


9 
become another,our gross, stale, 
figures: fhe old, rumbling, 


fart-- 

party and process doing 
not a thing ~ 

and doing it Se passe SS 
foul. 


—_s | 


Business Persons Kissing @ the Bank @ 8 AM 


At least after coupling 
Mac,the automatic teller- 
(Some sort of Pavlovian gossip? > 


Then bride or pal into PRELUDE. 
(To what? > Her pantyhose 
sparking. (She slings the body > 


electric.) He, LYNX. Was he, .- 
“once, a tom cat? 
i ; (Were we all..-.at least half?) 


They slap cassettes in (Rattline ks 
adenoids and BOOZED IN THE USA) ee: 
And wheeeeeee111 Right a3 


into the next 
American Dreamy 
Dimension, Fucking 


Around Every Which Way Including Corporate. 


Ais 


Two Soliloquys In a Close Dark Place 
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Well and, like, uh huh: Jair 
more than a moderate wow 

and just a littie leverage's 
all it took, enough 

to make her know I have 

to have what each man must. 


Christ she's crazy over me, 
like her too although she's 
kind of heavy in the ass 
and makes weird faces 

when we're making it. 


Good kid though good kid, she'll - 

be pretty havnpy-- all 

that I can sive. Hmm, tryins 

not to hurt her when I set her down... 
setting her so sently don. 


Hell might not even have to 
less she starts right in 
to sleep around. 


But now it's seconds before blur, 
the soaking shock, the soar. 

Time to remember to forget 

so many unweighed moments, 

so many things from books. 

We meet on a rise, 

a milky cloud for light, 

and I see that orange hand 

coming up 

in the gray solidity of that 

half second, the blank 

in his eyes 

like a screen fled of color, 

and I must dissolve blank screens 
to make something mean phigh sed 
or nothing mean more. 


I don't know why my carbine 

swings, my finger shreds : 

inside that trigger's curl, ‘ 

but I look up to see him 

going under 

with still-raised hand and bland, 

down sliding eyes. And now I'm hit and hit 


and fall a child at play, arched 
sweet childache in my throat 
tT tala, ‘ 


falling in soft falling in green 
falling in falling in soft green woods. 
-39- z 
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On sex what we're king for, to get layed? That high- 
reaching mind of yoursa* C9 ee. ; 
RL Bi ne ech AAR A vas a ge9% Sowotze oking 
for love. The two are infrequently conuepsee oon God cause 
when they are you have/tne Ma amd Pa golden amiiversary bores! 

Doc sleeps and tries to sleep but I go on. You've got to 
talk} I don't understand quiet people. ‘We are starting ata 
good time, this fragrance a good omen. Ah Doc, Doc, we are 
heading West, into the sunset, dying sun is sucking us in, 
into the western sun but not to death, Doc, to life, to Berkley. 
New age!() 

AGiloutre going to Berkley, I'm along for a day or so. Why 
don't you ever listen? That's the deal we made after all your 
begging. I ought to be kicked anyway. I never know completely 


why I'm doing what I'm doing. I never know why I'm with you. 


“T never learn. Maybe I have some fatal attraction to the DR eat 


rumpy Jew-philosopher and potential Capitalistic medicine man 
upends a gallon of Zinfandel and lets it gurgle down his throat. 
Jews do a lot pasively, even drink. They've stoppped talking 


gas showers,though,in favor of ripping the shit out of Arabs. 


"Doc, baby, Fate will throw us choenee the underwar of 


some yearning Western goddess in our pursuit of faith across 


the ~ ea pants of time. te Ne: 
+ "Bullshit. Why would a goddess have ete wear Eee 


'Watch your mouth-—- some Jew sells it." He makes a noise 


With his/mouth that it would be improper to detail here. Ores 


scientists and your gnotty logic! Doc, ole baby, world has a 


way of kicking the shit out of logic. Give me the wine," 


IMP THAT WEATHER GETS WEIRD TOO 
WARM AND COLD AT ONCE, SEESAWING HIM ETC 


THREATENING AND BRILLIANT AT TURNS 


BLINDING 


ice sweat under arms -- 


threat even though bbb cdn't get at him 
CLE EH KK HK HK KK eK HK KK KKH KKK EK EEK KK KKK EKEK KEKE 


Pre key 


softpedal omnisc or elim 


cons Bipsopt since flashbks can be past 
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Professional Eddie Crowley_was enoeeng a plastic_dummy how to 
wear a golf cap when the pink van Lurched past a Ce of his shop 
and beg honking. That noise as abruptly ceased gusts of Spring 
wind driving the last fragments away. Eddie néid his breath to 
relish the momentary quiet. “You can't drive there,” he eyentuaily 
wnkepersato no one. i 


2, : 
When the honking suddenly resumed, he spun the hat around on 


the dummy's head. "Carts. Golf carts only there...goddamn, no cars 


/ 


belong there. And for sure no fruity vans!" Kicking aside boxes _ 


; «ne 
labeled FINEST BRITISH WOOLENS TAIWAN, he ordered’ the unseen driver 


\ye 7 shes 
\) ier ae : } 
to "Read the sign!" Df 

as 


It gréw silent again as the wind stopped. Eddie gazed up 


past the golf club sets ranged in their tall boxes against the/ wall 
to see the pink van framed in the another window. "Sign! Nobody 
understands! You could put up a thousand signs! And pink! What 
the hell's pink van?" he sneered, "Diaper service... something? 
Wrong place! Nobody living in the condos yet." 

He -was dataccing to tives structures being built over the 

deep gorge at hole eight. 

“Nobody ever understands!" hissed the words as he found 
himself outside the shop amid a tangle of handcarts coated with 
dew and strummed by warm buffets of wind. 

Now the black-windowed door of that offending canary van 
Flang open, but no one emerged as Eddie walked towards it through 
sparkles of sunlight waving over the grass. 

A sort of a meatish smell flowed from inside. “Listen!” 
Eddie began to the unseen driver, "The sign...!" 

"You Eddie Crumbs?" From that dark interior emerged a sort 
of lilting, childish voice, and yet it ground huskily near 
the end of the question. 

"Crowley's the name. Edward Tilson Crowley, Professional 
Golfers Association!" He rocked forward , straining to see inside 
the vehicle, grinding his heels into loose grass cuttings. The top 


of his body, though, began leaning back from the muskiness 


assaulting him. Thus, he Stood his ground and didn't. 

"I'm sorry," the voice fell toa whisper and Eddie 
discerned a person, extraordinarily large, with a cloud-like shape 
that almost wasn't a Shape, like smoke. He could barely see the 
tiny mouth moving like a white wrinkle, like the silver turn of a 
distant river. 

"Ground crew guys said...Eddie Crumbs." 

"Well they shouldn't is what! Them!" And the golf pro craned 
his crusty, scarlet neck to peer into the dark interior. Inside, 
Sunlight glanced brilliantly from a few metal surfaces but was 
swallowed by the rest of the fetid darkness. Everything in the van 
appeared flattened and disc-like, including the huge head which had 
Spoken. The meatish smell persisting, Eddie visualized a blotch of 
sour milk no larger than a quarter that had dried on the carpet 
under the passenger seat of his Dodge Dart. 

“I'm not...coming no closer," he found himself maintaining. 
"And you'll be getting this damn vehicle the hell out of here 
is what!" He was waving his. hands, nearly losing his balance-- 
knowing it made him look Silly to one of the grass crew observing 
them, who was whipping a long bamboo pole on the green fronting the 
gorge, moisture fanning brightly up with each sweep. 

"Please?" and the voice dropped to an exhausted level: 

“I'm unable to get out of this seat without a lot of rigamarole 


and machinery." 


nih pe 


Now Crowley did step forward the better see the driver, and 
sensed an even odder, more Sweetish smell. Halting, he slid his 
hands down the front of his red and blue checkered Slacks and 
Stared down. Pulverized grass stuck to his white shoes, and he 
felt a wave of nausea as he moved his stare past the open door of 


the van to that black-purple gorge on hole eight again, in back of 


the man Sweeping the bamboo... remembering an old man of a few 
years ago exposing himself after Eddie had Caught up to him there, 


aiid 


reaching for his frail arm. 
. ore 
"You see, a lot of things are not possible!" The immense 
creature in the van ma picees a button and had been Slowly 
revolving towards him, through the image of that dirty old man from 
the Past, as it were. 
The seat had traveled an inch or two before the person already 
filled the entire, wide doorway, in fact bulging out. 
"Christ!" said Eddie 
"I like the uninhibited reply. Why I chose your Club. More 
middle class." The speaker wore a shirt that looked like a 
sheet of blue rain. The face was round, and much bigger than a 
deflated beachball, but hard to focus, to find features in, 
just pink and red splotches, flatly spread . 
"What do you want here?" hopped Eddie. "You can't want 
nothing here. This...is golf club!" Then he whispered "Fuckin 


Halloween or something?" 


A brilliant shaft of sunlight illuminated the white head of. 


Plastic back inside the window of the shop, watching them as if 


with a pure intelligence. 


The huge person was laughing "I was billed as Billy-Billie, 


you know? With two different Spellings? The 800-pound 


Transvestite. That got them into the door at that time. 


Now it's no big deal, uh the transvestite Part that is. Hard to 


shock people anymore." The voice was wistful, yet offensive. 


"Then I aint people," Eddie affirmed, amazed that Something 


like that could even talk--the whole "fat" thing being disgusting 


to him anyway. It was bad enough the many obese members 


rte 


overflowing golf carts on busy weekends, waddling onto the greens, 


putters like toothpicks flashing at end of thei 


—7-ee—r— or 


"Things have loosened up over the past few years, you know." 


"I know? Don't know nothin's what I know," Eddie—effirmeds 


"And I don't even know what I weigh now." Billy~Billie went 


r jelly arms. 


on. "Could be more could be less. Actually," and there was a wink 
inside a mass of red and Purple wrinkles, "I'm a hermaphrodite, 
both sets of sexual organs. When I was on the freak Circuit, extra 
was paid to see the evidence...people ushered into a private inner 


room, a booth really." 


Such a Claustrophopic "booth" left Eddie gasping in the 


rising, green~smellin Spring, heat]. 


"A distinction I'm Sure you'd wish to keep:" laughed the 


enormous thing, "massively corpulent man and woman all wrapped up 
in one!" 
"Hell yeah...weljl--" Eddie's voice marked time Sarcastically. 

"Well that's real interesting but 1 got work inside and..." 

But what seized his mind again was that dirty old man from the 

eo ee 

Past "Don't ever go down here for lost ball. Dangerous! I']] give 
ee Peta he had told him, but the man Spun around, all 
unzipped, while Speeding down backwards. 

"Whattya think? Huh! Look at this!" arms flailing 
while trying to point to the wizened penis, that dirty old man 
st asisd: and was spun round away from Eddie to become a Speeding, 


tumbling ball himself, smacking rocks and trees and throwing up 
ener 


Clods of mud as Eddie cursed him, 


His lips moved Silently now, trying to focus the immensity in 
front of him. 

"And you know the famous request?" hissed the intimate, 
meat-smelling whisper directly into his face, "the one that angry 
people so frequently make?" Now the creature exhaled hugely, 
forcing Eddie to hold his own breath. "The one often cleverly 
phrased as ‘So why don't you go fuck yourself?’ TI can actually do! 

Isn't that something? I can do it. Even in this backwater you 
must find that amazing." 

Eddie disliked being trapped into another's teasing 


intimacy, and usually managed to Sidestep. Hocko Canner, the 
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contractor, had Caught him on two occasions with “Well, think go 
home and bang the wife!" and Eddie had to be embarrrassed for 
- Hilda Wesker behind the snack bar. 

"But the real question is: do I Practice safe sex?" With this 
question, a Smelt more like rancid pork now drifted to Eddie. The 
person was resting hairy ham-arms on the Steering wheel, most of 
the massive body, though, Still twisted out and jamming the doorway 
of the van. 

"Well I never ask about no personal lives," Eddie finally 
exhaled. "You can go round being a herma~any-damn-thing-you- 
want. None of my damn business! And it's all of it all shit 
anyways. Live and let live." 

Eddie, having become horrified into a liberal pose, 
Sputtered on: "Anyways you got...to get out of here, move 
this vehicle. I'l] I'll I'll come out to the parking lot an see 
whatever it is you can want. It's it's it's actually the Kolra 
mostly, complains, about vehicles in here I mean. And then I'm 
yelling about things I don't even care." 

Eddie heard the Pleading echos of his own voice bouncing back 
from the gorge as the construction equipment started up at the 
condo Sites, huge yellow arms rising. 

"That's always bad, " exhaled the creature. "You must always 
know why you yell, and instantly. But, at any rate, we can settle 


the business now. How much are golf lessons?" 


"For you?" Eddie Krew his mouth had dropped open; he felt a 
Spasm in his jaw. 

"What's the difference? The Clowns who cut the grass laugh at 
everybody anyway." | 

"Not at me they don't. No way at me." Eddie can't get this 
Billy-Billie creature, stuffed in the van's doorway, entirely in 
vision, and seesaws to do it, Catching a glimpse of others of the 
grass crew joining the man who methodically worked his bamboo pole, 
and mocking his slow action. Beyond them,on the other Side of the 
gorge, one lumbering yellow arm labeled HITACHI yanked up a pile of 
lumber, its herky~jerk contrasting to the “eeguias Swish-swish of 
the bamboo man on the green. 

"No way they laugh at me!" Eddie affirmed to Billy-Billie., 

"Well then at everyone except those in multicolored checked 
Slacks. Didn't they call that bleeding madras once? It's bleeding 
all right." 

"I'm sorry Mister...or Miss. Whatever...but--" 

Billy-Billie hit the Switch that so Slowly revolved the 
Monstrous girth back around to envelop the steering wheel again, 
The van started with a roar and then eased to a muffled ticking as 
the breeze ceased, Making Billy-Billie's words hoarsely loud out 
from that round face in that dark and smelly vehicle. 


"I'll pay a hundred dollars an hour." 


rem minnifield, Poss silent wom 
e lives in continuous present thus demonstrations Of 70s and steve 
Martin now 

Driving the golf cart towards the first tee that next 
morning, Eddie, in Slacks and windbreaker, embodies a visual 
crescendo the color of butter. The sunny day ttsel5<@-tarming by 


the minute, tm remains a few Shades behind kign 


Captures and enfolds the light: eieigs the overall effect of a 
shimmering body of water, a lake of Cloudy irridescence. 

White Stag had made it on Special order for Billy-Billie and, 
as he directs the golf Cart, Eddie Pictures a cockeyed and 
toothless Hispanic woman with a moustache, holding the garment up 
to Latino and Negro awe religious... its light shimmering under the 


dingy florescence of the factory. 


Stomachs of Billy-Billie, and on the Slight incline heading to the 
first tee, the cart stops and refuses to inch forward. It Slides 
diagnally back in green and golden dew, bit by bit downhill, 


Eddie's face Pinched and Billy-Billie's a vast circle of blotches, 


gravely yellow. 4 f\ Very 
Eddie extracts from that pera a seat Billy- 


Billie's bulk ketl allowed him. As that creature flows back into 
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his space, he pretends he can fix the balky cart by thudding it 
with his fists in the vicinity of the batteries, but his huge 
companion knows he cannot--doubts over the flattish face like 
ripples across a meadow. Eddie must, he finally announces, leave 
Billy-Billie and go back to the shed for another unit. 

‘He has turned and is walking away when the cart tips to the 
right as a tire sinks ae0 Billy-Billie pitches into the soaking 


Or. 
grass, there to sort of turtle, rainbows Gua immense 


white te 6 

| wi ofessional, though, will ultimately speed to the rescue 
as that’ worker whips the bamboo pole on the green fronting of the 
famous gorge which seems to be darkly sucking the dew pitching 
forth from the bamboo. He now stops, gazing at them as puffing 
Eddie manages to right the monster by levering the body up against 
the sunken cart, burying his face and most of the rest of himself 
into the smothering yards of cloth, the grass scraped up by their 


feet leseking like waves of sea foam. 


His heaving and panting contrasts to Billy-Billie's stoic, 


‘full-faced calm, and when he has the immensity vertical, he wipes 


the grass foam and cuttings pasting the round scarlet face with his 
windbreaker sleeve, deciding nothing can be done with the blotchy, 
football-sized grass stains on the fabric of the jumpsuit. 

At that moment of decision, Billy-Billie starts inorexerably 


leaning down on him with an "Oooooppppsss, " buckling Eddie's 


football lineman trying to make the team on Pluck alone. 

Suddenly a Sa6ng penetrates the just-budding cherry trees ahead 
where the grass crew is moving out among the dapples. Save the 
last dance for me they sing, or Tather yell, 

Billy-Billie notes the flashes of hatred in Eddie's eyes which 
ultimately melt into Sympathy for this huge creature a few inches 
in front of him, just smiling into Eddie's bulging, 
robins~egg~blue eyes. "Everything collapses under me or I fall 
into things and break them," he is told with a whistful shrug. 
"I'm used to it. Thank yOu-~above and beyond what I'm paying." 

"My job," Eddie Manages to wrench out in, Sweat-drenched. 
Although against the Club's rules, Eddie drives the cart to the 
back of the tee and helps Billy~Billie down, a process taking 
hearly a minute. Under fitful breaths he whispers, "Greens 
Committee gets me ,I'm cooked." 

"People find they can't take me along with any rules," 
Billy-Billie remarks. More laughter Sweeps back to them, and 
Billy-Billie lifts a Sail-like arm towards the grass crew. 
"You'll notice, Mr. Eddie Tilson Crowley, PGA, that life's a fat 
joke." 

He can't immediately respond, for an expended condom stretches 


in the center of the tee and Eddie becomes transfixed at yet 
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haunches and Stabbing at the rubber, "College kids geting like 


Niggers and Tednecks and spicks and, *-Hunkagories!"~ the last word 


ice-strewn lots, then hunching bitterly alone, and frequently 


bleeding, in the dampish taverns of Pennsylvania. 


"seen aS a child and present Situation comedies, Eddie made no very 
fine distinctions as to genre or time. In fact, beer commercials, 
- too, annoyed him With their license, 

: gun barrels,” he mutters too low, he 


"and then shoving their own 


flowers to any bum comes along at night." 


ily-Billie Wéry nearly dances, in fact 


does if no foot movement is required. What the grass crew, 
emerging from a vapory wood, sees now is the glowering Eddie with 
the lumbering, silky figure massed behind him. “It's a clock, and 
it's six o'clock, straight up and down!" one shouts as they pull 
apart to walk single file down the cartway of the second hole, a 
parade with each craning a neck backward. 

Once they're together on the tee, Eddie, pants "Let me 
| introduce you to a metal wood." 

Billy-Billie blurts "That's an oxymoron.” 

"Taylor's name on it,” states Eddie. 

A laughing Billy-Billie greatly appreciates his perception-- 
to an overgiddy point, appearing much like a roiling body of gray- 
white water at the beginning of a storm. 

Most of the rest of the ground crew has assembled on the 
second tee pretending to help each other with mechanical problems 
with lawn mowers, establishing a kind of bowing ritual with oil 
cans, and frequently squirting each other in purple streams. 

Several raucous crows drop near Eddie and Billy-Billie, 
hectoring. Eddie wonders at them. Even they seem fatter. 

- He checks his own belly under the buttery windbreaker...the same 
small, yet disgusting, bicycle tire of flab. 

What is it? Whole fuckin world getting fuckin fat? he 
thinks. Then it's back to the lesson: "Just let me see you 


try...hit...now don't try to kill nothing..." speaking 


in 9asps, as if almost dead, "Just a...nice easy Swing..." Then a 
Strange Carry of Voice from one Of the 9rass crew "Fuck NO! Knock 
the world Off'n its Spindle more like, if that monster-rosity thing 
Connects with the ball." He demonstrates and falls to gehen 
laughter into Which Someone injects "Spindle, huh? yoy Ought to 
Sit down On it and let it Slide Clean Up to your brain," [iaaie 


hears and does not hear but his Obvious Superiority Wanes ~ag=ho 
™ 


"BBS Billy-Biliie whiffs ang tumbles off the tee into a gully of 


rocks and weeds and beercans. 


This time Eddie Speeds to the Tescue too quickly, down the 


socks him in the testicles with the QOlf club, 

When the men hea Eddie's roar one Pronounces "Now that 
there's bull moose wants instant fuck!" The last word echoes from 
the gorge until even the bamboo man looks up to note the finally 
arrested Eddie, one trouser leg sunk to about half a yard in a 
Marshy area covered with _Nskunx Cabbage, 


The grass crew is on the ground in laughing, Scrabbling 


fits, 


i eee 


bamboo guy asconstnt among frenzies--sas if eahen greengold 
drop | | 
could be mesured and predicted 
/his prcse angle imp aS IF HE COULD ALWAYS 
HAVE A WEDGE TO SEE THROUGH DUE TO WAY HE SWEPT ETC 
LULtrertttt!HE COULD ALWAYS SEE!!!!trirrtrrtrperes 
plane to teach al la gleson --his rich impers as minnifield 
his volks raBilly-Billieit but gets stuck and she stumbles in 
holes--tough to get back in rab shock absorbers on dart 
She'll buy jeep andorder special reinforced 
golf cart 
I seemd tolost he techinque since last time 
e sighs 
Randy Pearl serving beer toHocko who tells of construc 
and plan of bujiding bototm of. gorge too w cable car etc 
adn they discuss old pervert --he's still 
down in there 
bangining it against a tree etc. Both men were destined to be 
the 
historical repository for the club's future flowering, later 
in life 


being awarded placques by the historical society of the county 


to join Minnifield and Indian Maid at 


(ITAL) coda intro Of hispanic-~a) 
Minnifielq-- 


white SCaraf and tux 


With Eddie Crumbs at six! 


the newest wave in his backwater 


though, attempt ing 


to catch some pr 


anger to a tepid or non-existent sex life. 


ome silly holidayishness 
implicit--watch out for chummy 


--crows abrooding --crew chases MD 
present tense--yes if somehow segued fm 1 
CITIES 

a mind in allthe mass of fat 

HEAT WAVE 


ver external chapter 


STRUC 


THE CUP OF TREMBLING 


ala Dade County guilt over murder (lawyr's arg) 

cynics know better and yet they cry 

a la salesman cheated by even shiftier one 

Why? And then spate of reasons. --- refrain pattern line 
throughout | 


Why? WHY INDEED? refrain line throughout 


Fats is insanely articulate 

FATS: HE IS STUDYING THE PASSIONS THEMSELVES, WHEN HE SHOULD BE 
INQUIRING INTO THE DEBATES AMONG MEN WHICH ARISE FROM THEM.~- 
ADDISON AND STEELE/SPECTATOR -- RELATE TO DISTANCING -~ 


IDEALIZING, DIFF IN PERSONAL ETC! 


Ed's lack of focus, examined values, loneliness is vacuum 


into which Fat's bizarre life flows. Fact that he makes no 


_choices leads him to ruin, or is that we don't make choices 
-. Ayway, all else being illusion. Why not argue for NO free will? 
" Barodox likemost americans believe in fair play and 


Like the bind the Mexican pickers are in\\ANOMOLY 


“ing/4/17 "Experts know that differing psy characterizations which 
seem in conflict "paranoid, grandiose, delusional, manipulative, 


sociopathic, moving in and out of reality' are consistent with the 


So-called ! borderline disorder’, Such indiv can function quite 
) hormally, but when under ‘pressure Can slip beneath the border of 
rationality into PSychosis. (re david korish) imp subtext 

for ed and wife | 

. MASQUERANE dupont hotel sort of masqueradey too Matr 

think of other aspects of e's life, 


the convention etc too > 


Fats: [I represent WASTE ~~ then geometric line converging on her, 
BUT THEN EVERYTHING ONE SAYS Is SIMPLE. That's why you 


can say it. 


- resonance Of place as FOREVER whether it transmits evil or good 
all through book Eddie tries to ASSEMBLE wife, 


even through Lissa--( ASSEMBLE everything) 


Hey fuck her she aint me, ~~blinding insight to him! 


PR AE a ace pais 


too much Pain or what? 


Profound idea if you can flesh it! 


Eddie as real Plaything of fate, Why? Unexamined life? 


but also he's Everyman 


Partly, 


Why does he turn into devil? Multi reasons but then, Why not? 


_ Eddie's Sidestepping , Other motifs of Fancy footwork--denial 


. hmmm--relate to putting trouble and thus 
all struc Cups, declivites ~~gorge--etc 


disguises ~~it's what lang is for 


- Let lissa come forth with a la 12. step Stuff, but undercut ED 


when he Starts believing. 


FATE: Lissa believer as is just about everyone but Eddie -- 
tinnylife that L lifts and BB makes exciting 

Fear, esp that whores will tell after c3or 4 

or being afraid and not knowing it--anxiety 

themes are fear, addiction and transforming, if temporary, 
power of romantic love and 

mastering fear 

s whre fats hits corninthinas 1:13, 


interweaves into what E is saying 


mirrors, reflecs etc 


GOTTA FREE YOUR MIND UP , KID 


hocko's non seqs 


Then I sure been minding my own then. (her type reps) 


landscape can make you mad (custom of going to end of road 


forsocializing) 


E starts sents w/ "and"--sometimes trans and sometimes fm nowhere 


bamboo guy on other holes too 


Sunday Breakfast at the Dupont hotel 


EDDIE WONDERS AT THE CROWS. THEY SEEM FATTER, 
K redglow 
Giving heart too late,not in practice 


it's in the air-- refrain 


PREECHO lissa smelis foul odor 


E: well it aint me! 


E frequently imagines that Hocko Says, how H'd react, 
everybody affects! Cap rawley as self Parody of Southsheri ff~-okay 
to make yourself up if you're having fun while 

doing it!--relates to 

disguises--one life not enough Brakchord/mogus/argosy trenthorn 


What happens when you want it all. 
dishes; literal and figs. gf doing them etc., Satellite; mixed inj 


Charlie: I’ was young then and hadn't learned to lie with 


honesty. NO BIG DEAL --ed says 


POLITICAL LIFE AS ALL-PRETEND 


INSIDE THE BELTWAY Search 


business as 
usual and A. T. is interview and gives his Opinion as to 
loveaffairs 


not being Quick Cheapies 


WHAT DOES DEVASTATION DO? hollows out , Scours 


but leaves Something core=brave core~confident4 
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_--  Hecan't think w/o images intrude—used to it~but muffled terror-more and synaesthesia too 
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‘oof iste fied in or at ast 12 
ae. "Eddie had always driven fast in order to get someplace to relax His small wife, Carrie, and 
little boy, “aylon, were habitually stoic on these rides, often lung about as the old Dodge Dart 
__durched and bottomed over country roads, » & tail of sparks curling back. The presence of his small 
nly depressed Ei although he had nowhere cle to o and 0 one ele to be with Though 
3 what he desired changed constantly, and was ever vague, he nevertheless wanted that shapeless thing 


- _ Carrie usually held herself viseslike next to him, her hands 

+ twisting @ipstick-stnined tissue in her tap. To Eddie, although he couldn't articulate the exact 

os _ thought, she had found her niche: suffering pucker 
The car, > unrelently squarish, was a so-called sport model with individual front seats. Carrie 
tripped i sides of hers aif t were a sled asthe Dart went hurting through eal, loppy snows 
“9nd fa that grip, too, whipping by the green lushness of summer, OF careening past late winter's 
darkly cerié chalk-whites and purples, black water bleeding under the snow tufts on the 
riadsides...Ge crunching along into blazing, ash-smelling autumn. Her sled: her white knuckles. 
And when thrusting into green spring's sexual furnace Eddie would fantasize what he 
conceived as sinitry whores of the media, lascivious images slithering across the inside of the 


Sra Rr FNO — 


alky too—damn little help he could be. Prayer itself had that smell, 
Mp thought thse things while driving and he thinks them now 
alone in pantry of dented cans 


(tense change?)Now,of course, Billy Billie, the monster 
man-woman has bought The Croissant. and in the older Dart moving through dapples of gren 


white and light and skeltal etc of spring heading for a meeting with this double sexed monster the 
flashing aspects 
of vodoo ceremonies arresting his brain as Eddie remembered speeding by on family rides in near 
darkness, prevented dealing with the almost furry, soft aching in his throat, a loneliness 
bred-in-the-bone 

Thinking about on one solo ride-Steve MARTINS lonely guy that married guys could be etc 
clamp! tho way steve moves leaves him 
upset at his own awkwardness 
carrie intoher own alky 
a darkness he recalls feeling as liquid without being able to define 
the feeling. EXP OF HOW HIS MIND APPROACHES! AN IDEA-thus frustrated. It was true 
he was lonely when she went ot dry out 
butthen it got Woes she came back. 

Thatspring evening, 

the blue-green vegetation had even then swallowed the 
original sign which announced CROISSANT. Ecroachihng 
JUNGLE 
JUNGLE 
JUNGLE 
JUNGLE 
JUNGLE 


JUNGLE 


esp on 


golf course although they serch but tro nD wosthieg 
predominated with rain and humid 

Thought it was some kind of vodoo wd. but a lot of the weird stuff 
slid from his brian after Burger King used it it was just a 

French breakfast roll and they added egg and cheese, méstly 

. thus demystified through deadening repetiton 

as only a commercial can 


For some paradoxical reason he was relaxed now as he headed 
into the driveway, ~-yet taste of adventure—the CROSSANT sign a washed-out red 
and faded creamy blue down in the straggly weeds 
mansion but had pictured it as the decrepit hulk now before him. 
a mismatche victorian center splotched by cinderblock wings stucco 
had fallen off in sheets, 


SUMM 

SUMM 

SUMM rationale is that easier to mock holes there and teach fats 

in privacy—jeep w seat belts/ Jackie Gleason/ 

fats read in some golf mags he gave her 

aa nie 


fats says why not putt too and thus 2 greens built-one indoors 


~a la Jackie Gleason 


I have an assistant~Randy Pearl--pre flash somehow 


no one to fear and he fears: 


don't that I can be all that fired righteous 


I a-righteous myself 
drink after fm Soul , mixed breed -- s. of discretion 
the rationaliza that can stillrende you open-minded—housing, schoolteachers all 


white proud of balance goldn mean but hadn't the least 
she probes e's opininon , esp racial, starts in mild 


| teasing 


Tm for everybody getting their legal eich a job 

But not next door to you } 

but you | 
can;t have too many of them blacks afro americans call them what you will 
You rile up the rednecks and everybody suffers 

fats: ah uyes the convenient reason why not! 

The history of amer racism and most everythinbg else. 

she seings how fiar I am tohow dry zi am. Only Imy neihgbor will be 
damned. 

He: you damned? 

lave bveen damned and stay damned. I've gotten to prefer it. 

SHE TAKES PHILOS TO TAKS— A LA NAZIS 

HE: WHAT GGOD TO SAY THAT; WHAT GOOD HIST? 

she: your neck etc 

BUT HIS PRECISE SOCIAL PLACE IS V. IMP TO HIM 

not carry on lie f animals excuse my French 

why rap animals 

you know what I mean 

Fats: that'sthe trouble 

| She says simplicity is veneer: received opinions—PhDs rpt 

grad profs 


Those who'll come here , 1st pruriently, simply to 


see both sets and I'll oblige 


€:S0 what's it to me. I don';t want to know nothnbg about your organs, 
believe me! 
I don't believe you and 


don't be just golf pro 


Thad yr of college 


maybe I aint no soul of discretion or Oor or or education but 


ed esp col grads 


can't ge tover tha Opinions and ideas come out of fat mess 

~¢ven if they're half baked etc crazy 

adn it'll get wound dancefor any reason! Disgusting! 

If you have a Wurlitzer and a x they come to see the stops-even you 
pulled out. You like to do that here sometimes don't you, pull out a stop 
or two? 

What in hell's a Wurtlitzer. 

Like anything else, you'd know if you had one. 


bkgr on wife;s drinking, compact para fo how she liked when 

they were going out. a dizzying wildness eyes mossy birhgened and flashed 
an oily green 

Hey, not so much! And then falling 

down stairs as Post partum after Waylon etc. 

member give him bottle for xmas 


INVITATION TO PARTY 

to ETCrowly,ppa 

Mmogus her lips are smooth as oil bu her feet go dowe to hel 

wife's lips chapped a lot 

and her feet were always moving as were here hands 

TOUGH CIN THAT IT STARTS FOCUSING EVERYWHERE AND ADVANCES MOST 
BY SUMMARY TO GET ON WITH THINGS—BEST PICT OF E'S MIND AND HOW HE 
THINKS 

rem sour faced bible conventioneers--if that was the good news? 

set in car and limbos whre he thinks =e ribs 
REM THAT JUMPABOUTS HERE CORRES TOHISMIND) l* me - 
~MAKE THAT CLEAR Ce 
rem mention of next c party Le Ver Ips p/ 
this c places furniture as to estate and who'll visit Y 
Start w decibel leve of grass crew compared to GET THAT SWEATING 

HISPANIC PIG FUCKER OUT OF THERE! He can't hear it exactly but he 


hears the clash the noise.—-teaser belongs here? 

(This would change 

a few months after Billy-Billie 

‘humped into his life and he found himself wanting to be with that immensity and 
® vast and variegated circle of often influential friends 

So often surrounding it.) 

offeres him job because likes him 

there;s no obligation except to do the job 

We might become friends 

pay 25% more 


well with lessons which are extra and ... 


figure it out and give me a figure next week and we add 


25% ~ it's simple 


Professional position ~maybe part time at first 


Fine 


like normality . I need because of people who will visit here 
- 
Oh I know you have a devil gnashingin there like everyone else 
but yet there is a niceness, I'd call it an innocence. I hope it 
lasts as long as it can. 
since he confused his acitons with his desires he cooudn't see that he 
was innocent. 
Later he says devil huh , just don't ever get me mad. 
keys old man in gorge and waiting for people to make wisecracks 


like Hocko. 


arrogance of asst pro: why don't sian demas ehanted 
feet or so and whistle 

talk of obsession 

E: You're the ones always bringing him up 


why do others always blame you? 


compare his watching with Indian Maid's 


rem that Eddy is taken over by atmos 
he makes moves and gains confidence but is rube 


rem after party he snorts like pig, assumes, likes etc preshad last 
devil personna 


CARAAARE AEE AARREH AREER ERAN EERE AREREAE AA EERERE EAE RES 
Ed: both parties Same, spend and steal, steal and spend 
more child like here 

trans as to fixing up house etc 

aura of grease and panic 


CAN;T GO STRAIGHT THRU WITH BROADCAST SINCE EDDIE IS DISTRACTED 
AGAIN AND AGAIN BY WHORES BY CAR DEALER ETC 


Hocko: hardest thingin this country is to find the genuine 
article. Everybody's just fuckin around to beat the fuckin band 
all the fuckin time. TV didn't come out of nowhere. 
Such a confusion of media slash and sleaze--and all 

the celebreties too! The real ones, those who had laughed and 
bantered with David Letterman, and now rendered incredibly quiet 
among the used car and liquor distributors with Rolex watches and 
massive pinkie rings of rosy gold. These wear clothes like his Own ) 
but shinier and tighter. A TV ranter is among thems -Polyestered eee 
the max To Eddie this Shoutin' Bob proves the most down-home 
approachable though he shouts at you too the way he x on his 
Toyoto commercials, indeed couldn't stop, as if possessed by his 
media image. With Eddie the receipient of the yells, Shoutin Bob 
has literally gotten beside himself. At least that's the 


impression all his agitation and trembling gave, a sort of middle 


shoutin Bob and a Sweating, shaking aura besides. His nose stayed 
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radio personalities. 
and that (fing episode w Italian). Nor did he know that Gaddy's 


Old friend was Bob's mistress of twelve years.which gaddy didn't 


lover. which Shotin' Bob didn't know, never heard her Parody when 
I'm not near the sex I love I love the sex I'm near. 
that surface of drink and 
wavinbg cig as if motion and flash get attent 
(imp he answers this late. fogedin)So does mine. Uh drink. 
and I don't remember yelling even the 
once. he said to 
no one along the next knot of people and wondering why he said 
italthou 


they din't conser it unusual.. 


olive skin man andshesays to him don[(t forgetwhre you got that 


fuckin watch 


And here is Ted Koppel not among them but on a huge six sided 
screen suspended up among smoke a la replay screen prizefight or 
hockey game. It reminds Eddie of a fight he saw on pay TV from 
ATlantic City. Foreman versus Cooney he though it was --two fat 
old stoves so the camera kept picking out celebrities ringside. 
He finds himself next to a TV cameraman leaning against his camera. 

"Did they ever have that fight? I know they talked about it." 

"What kind of question is that? Who cares what actually 
happened? We're hardly tied to that anymore." Lights came up 
brightly and... electric blue suit and gray oxford shirt with 
a tie like a spurt of blood. eyes hurt shoved Eddie out of the 
way. 
start w ted? and his gray hair with patina of red etc 
and w ed ther and , drunk and amazed? like america talks to him 
swants to sayhow ya doin to ted but doesn't ask during prelim 
Man wants him to run for president who wanted Walter Cronkite-- 
salt lake businessman. -~he's there screaming announcing our 
next president! 

at mike and machine in control rm w starp 
undershirt and smoking long green cigar springtime gone rank which 


dominates smells in smoke going up to screen 


and huge exhaust fans cut in. 
In the middle of floor is hologram of Charlie in suit--immac white 
then splotches migrating 
breasts in his back 
that's hologram honey wann be sure you don't grab one ofthose 
insteado the true article. I on the other hand am the true article 
she breathed. precise lip line, glossy. hr lips smooht as oil 
setshim athinking billy mogus but her feet down down to hell! being 
photographed by three cameras , watchin him look for her feet.. 
Meanwhile in booth | 
fats is spilling beer etc. and giggling --food and napkins 
and beer and crumbs into the controls 2d part of image is presage 
| queen bee--gleeful frenzy in appear while image is in wash: part 
ofthe fun is that she's so fat --hard working around her 
as hologram/ 
{and wher Eddie is look ing it's not charlie either 
but hologram} he's manip fm there and 
dressed in undershirt, smoke cigar-- 
not perfecgt, some 
charliek makes joke in response to herky jerky 
koppel's complaint nand he eventually puts up 
beau color slide of Charlie among ragtops. IS THAT ME? 
that veritable youngster? Billy Lawler took that one for AP. It 


later found its way into a 3-d coffeetable book, Middle East 


Kaliedoscope. 

"I'm familiar with the book and with you, and Mr Lawler--a 
guest of ours once by the way. At any rate he'd thank you for the 
mention and the last word of that title but insofar as this program 
has a subject tonight quite apart from your ledgerdermain... 
god bless you ted! 


Charlie apologizes about being carrried away. He's chair on Senate 


commite on future technologies. 


How could we not? But you'll allow, I'm sure, for us to leave 
that for another evening and anOLneE interview 4olon 
we at ABC tend to have the quaint notion that bechye? there to help 
us present a story and not as a | 
wonder in itselg or plaything... Charlie goes on to aesthetics etc 
realm of forever lovely 
let us stop you there because we have to take a break but when we 
come back 
we will definitely focus on Middle East and not toys, however 


intriguing. 


Charlie claims all is play--not the Middle East certainly but 
or something like Charlie yes but it's has a beauty which drws me 
in in and of itself etc. 


"Well in a matter of speaking if you'll forgive me we are not 


interested in that you but in the one ,albeit somewhat older but 
who is second to none in his understanding of the international 
situation, especially as it concerns it seems for the hundreth time 
in my career Iran and Iraq/ imp INSIDE THR BELTWA 

that tech flusters when he should be telling aud 


what he knows 


the mediuum is the message 

the medium is the all 

-we become the medium 

hisname fm ophrah and donahue ~-he became tv 

TV? I am TV! | 

Chrlie'’s designer Champaign after tv in this calabash but this is 
not jim 

jones’ kool aid sem media round flash 


chas stron on tve and trembluy inperson 


surplus girls: any prick in a storm --click click walks 
leaning into his back through Koppel thing 


Fats: flip their wares punk burnt orange hair--highly nervous. 


COMIC TREAT OF LUST RISE 
how she opened his mouth: 


Later he kisses the one who told him she wasn't 


so many leaning on--what's left in shreds/ 
THEREFORE THIS IS WHAT I CAN D 
summer --mkes no diff no keep up tech: 


rusty lawn furn etc 


chuckie: sometimes don't know where I am is== 
scare eddie I claudius 
she elbows him aside so camera can zoom in to vagina 
MOTIVATE WILD AND HIGHLY NERVOUS LIBERATION--tit squeeze here, pat 
there 
and esp w the genius--those little moves of men vs 


geometry of defeat--here andin life:fate to him --show his 


grapple 


sex pros there too:more than that I'd have to charge you 
gilr fm bedd rooom BillyBillie always takes care of you no matter 


what you do or don't do. 


talks of tech as always falling short and that constinuents 
complian 
about charlie's hobbyhorses an that he doesn't do work --old 


fashioned 


ed carton multipaneled w Chas various outfits 
Wk that is which doesn't change 


tK:so many things are becoming a mere visual ballet 
amer people more int in his polit opinions etc 


enfat with tech bromgs trememd risks 

Bob: lots of somethin being adv here believe me, and I;m the 
expert 

in loud apporooach. man has to be Crazy not to laid one or three 
timesnow im married and watched so one;11l me my max when her 
happiness goes to 

the can. see ehen you get old you get quick, too quick. 

the visually madepttingher tobed and he's | 


not sure how many he has screweed and amybe none but hat can't be 


so 


Eddie end w naive belief in science 

Size of hands! Hocko's too but he grabs tools! Like a Child he 
envies these masculine hands and almost hides his own. 

Eddie impressed withthe hugging and the big men who reach around 
rolex--likes the excite that the hugs can lead to something 


rolex gves 100 for ladies rm and girl has to be forced to take it: 
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by god, ed thoght, it's free 


He: stars! 


She: starlets , more like. Whores not to put to fine a point on 
it. 

I like them around. They're the real thing, not a metaphor like 
the 

rest of us. 

Ed: You're the real thing for fat. 

thinks he misspoke but she really appreciates. -- 

that's what you clallgive and take. 

IMP!!!it!t!!!!!present t chap for surface-y in ist episode; nuts 
flash 


in 2d 


slash of tech and that transcends all other excitements 
for eddie 


some came by copter-~real hollow noise over gorge 


boens of ind and minnifield distrbeda la ironhorse distrubing etc 


indoor fantasy course--the coax; 


also mix pictures w real.:actual 
green tho config changes--nothing's real; 
engin is chuckie b aka charles brakchord-- 


Eddie would hate and be troubled why-- 
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Party w mixed etc cocktail 


Stays to tune up but high until 

nightline ted koppel 
jack nicklaus gOldf calendar aS hoes to be mocked etc, equipemnt 
cartons destined to blied through inw ather etc, rott around 


boetic figures of sp comefromtechnology, Thus am I forever high 


ted: we have to take a break here and when we come back I hope 


to seek a resolution be it high or low. 
bb: I'jl confiscate their Credit card machines, 
rustblod 


eddie hears Fay Lick Sin Bell and figures its some perverse thing 


and deeps listening for bell to ring-~Chinese Rest. 


every gathering should have real whores and not pretenders 


of either and any sex 


girl : too easy for words 


1] 


recoriding equipemnt didn't work. Girls sold for a thousand each 
time. 
squalid pit of a 3rd world theater somewhere missed Eddie abroil 
with 


the two quick harlots 


miniskirts w nothing udnerneath, then little girl act 
mp that estate is a mess 

e would have never invited unless cleaned up --rem 
piles of trash and fallen plaster etc and CABLES! 

rem (find episode w Italian). 

pres t. 


many cameramen 
GET THAT SWEATING 


HISPANIC PIG FUCKER OUT OF THERE! echo of koppel's crew get him 


off?--some kindof echo anyway 
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QOATIACS UGG CCHS Goethe exploits w Bickyis 
fears everybody has!bicky hears Soup later in bkto female in 
tinkle glass islanders c***the idyll c at least in partis 
rela tween spec K and freedom etc???2?22 scene in moonlight 
and dawnTHAT C COMBINES BB SCENE, BICK~ARGO, SPEC Kfreedom 
encourages and scares himthat fats likes fat jokeswear party 
in 4his muzzy toleration grown in cincong in his shaking 
Slimness putting in front of fats-roundfats the Captains and 
the queens kings depart as Shoutin'sslithers away, black and 
purple looking like pools offlowing into the darkness, with 
Charlie BrakchordArgosy Trenthorn, drivingO®Eddie couldn't 
tell the differencethey both acted like such clowns, At any 
rate one of thebehind, blur tinted windowsreflecting light 
then@@purple etcwhores and hanger ons are next~-taxi--but 
Merceds stops andfth U€someone, either Argosy or 
Charliebriefcase of pills into their laps and they shreik 
withwhite ~ pock up the lightterrace: loose after sex like - 
lord of manor whre he was the mereBilly starts assuming 
royal WE --she's 2 persons!!!!!!--liked this party. says I 
guess.? ‘re told that if you you stuck with golf you could 
have beeen a 

great Player!!ltrrrriersrrrtrirerett!—-how this fantasy is 
morethan Bicky's but all fants benign unless something put, 
Speeding fury--fant echos Charlie w/ ted Kget the beautiful 


things you must confront the evil--trans toand bicky--who 


doesn't think of the beauty part but feelsto confront evil 
EXHAUSTED! Uh vE Are you sure you want to tell me 
this? Always the same hesupposed to talk and the other 
person did most of it andleft puzzled--Dr Hong at Bide a Bit 
and Eddie would nod atwrong places, and perplex. Dr Hong's 
accent madeincomprehensible anyway. wanted to throw up 
after,world skewed "Don't see why not," he shrugged at 
Billie-Billy who, taking up an entire English garden bench. 
shoulderingthe plants obliterating the gardner Turkish 
outfit with printsort of erruption of tablecloths The way 


we are now, talking this way , in this setting,what happened 


in there. What you mean ?happened in there?? Don't 
worry about it. Well I don't worry about anything 
because I didn't do ... ...little too much. That's minor. 


But even his denial, his lying leads him toup. Just 
his wanting to tellthe truth, an impulse, lead toabout the 
past. Repressed excitement. It's at the moment but you may 
open a gate you can't close. I've opened them all. (hit 
vegta again and also) outside negroes picking upwhites and 
okay blacks some w lilting island accentssyn tinkling all 
part of moonlight itself ***beautiful dream to eddie unlike 
the troubling sexual vodoos andrights troublemakers on tvtth 
Uéand incomprehensible Chinamen like Dr Hong who wanted him 
in therapy.©©all of them fade togetherold batch who regret 


spilling:ed worries bout group therapythey'dall about him, 


Some secret--start w worrying that pickin up knowstart 
laughing in back of some bushes Outside etc a la grass. 
islanders laugh too and then flash of bamboo lguy 
whotalkedlaughed@onow you get hold ouf yourself! even as 
bbb was goingwith something elsesplash laugh and mkes ed 
even moreman out the way he leave talk sessionsyet to live 
like some of them who don't care about 
anythinggrouping:wild, Pictuesge, modulated --K episode. 
And yet Still glow was if Some mystery And yet he's relaxed 
and ready to tell Billy-Billie secrets. How about you 
opening gates? In my case all the gates have been opened. 
This is possiblel am of both sexes, and therefore cannot 
have sexualand don't worry about sexual identity, so@called, 
Since Iboth--to Say nothing of Shadings between. what do 
lyouown, ? Practically nothing. The house the club rents us. 
Well mycar. most money poured down rathole for wife's 
boozeUh Oo 
treatments with a lot of Chinamen doctors. No, I own some 
shreddecency. Some...shred. Tinkles and laughs. That's 
what I. tears and glassware flows Fats admires. WE all 
have shreds even at our worst.who come here have done about 
everything and yet, you know, can only pretend to be of the 
opposite sex. They can't doI do naturally. Another 
thing you see...I never worry. It's a foreignto me. Those 


who come here worry incessently and that'sthey get high or 


drunk and try whatever bizarre sexual. I go along with 
everything not to achieve some newor degradation or whatever 
Since there none of theseare left for me. I go along 
because they think I willthem in some way. They desperately 
want to. be me, and yetat me! Outside of being able to screw 
myself I'm in a fairbeing a hopeless mass of a Sloppy mess. 
Eddie winces at the@®feel himself getting prim and 
righteous@@diff from's. How can he be prudish then? 
Well...you could be a MrMiss and Still not be so 
fat.because he could hardly see Billy-Billlie. When you 
are everything you must have everything. It isfor me to be 
this way. It is natural for those who cometo want to be 
like me. you must be what you can'tsyou can't be unhappy. 
They can't so they...worship me, first ridiculing me and 
then envying me, they must hate metih U 
atvery end, the wringer they're brought through being too 
muchthem. Eveyone does hate me in the end.. atmos itselfit 
out of him. They want more. They alwasy want more. 
trans brittleness evaporates I was a good player on thelevel 
and a Bie he came opt Baltimore to spend the summer and took 
some playing-it burst outand reprise old sounds me, five six 
times a week we Played the course and hehe wanted to 
bankroll me, first in state events and then the. 
But...I...caught the yips and couldn't get rid of them so I 


in Maryland and forgot competition and he went his way his 


fault. Just nerves can you imagine? Just what'sthe shit 
out of most people. Like I was weak or. Fats was a 
listener! . incongru of having those eyesyou in th emidst of 
fat etc. liek bluye mrbles Sinking intoof dough. A bruise 
and a bruise lingers after it's gone.*: perhaps it never 
goes, the seed for it leaves, Stays under.that'sit, in 
cnacer, or somecancers anyway, a seed Staysand then ...one 
day...stays wehnb ewe leave the room, as Somelhting preceds- 
our nerves. Uh O UeaAt any rate we all overflow.: want to 
be myself: no ! onlyhere. too much to lose. w member, 
business etcyourslef = jerk ~-only here is ok Yips mean? 
In putting...little..yips. (demonstrates) jerking andthe 
Purple light, old gold snaking off of him.s softeretc, 
occasinal tinkleyour wife have anything to do with these 
yips?she's around, I suppoose~-which aint often. She does 
realy*good "he Shaookhis head and then sets to prove she can 
have aor two.at crow and dump siteDr Hongtonal Swings mood 
Swings of her as perceived by him --how he resents 
thecomforting herhangover but complex and vague -~- 
electronic!? of pride in size of everything she useselectron 
fm prev has wild electroned his brain ~-imp sincepresagestth 
QO U¢satelite disc murderversions of halfbaked ideas and fant 
of interview w tedsayyips, own's nerves , are quite 


importantdriving in dart to get aloneshop puts lazy 


assistant in charge up fornt and allegedlyonf ordes and 
dreams of money fmcelebs. , dial style:'l1l get you in. how 
much can you come in for.I don't know if this is the 
forum. Park. know.I do but I'm going to double down for you 
this one time andtwo mMil.exactly pin moneyyou its one pin 
out of numberless boxes! : mutters Jesus one millon dollars 
is one pin and he gotof Pins. (Rem he made this upthow 
| about just give me a few Ppins!OBSESSES on. 
Pins!tit@i!ti!tithings Possto go inside. 's cold.I don't 
know I'm sweating for some reasonUh OE modest answer 
and proiorities etc--in greenhouse/cactus/in mEast dress: I 
see a six znd eight and a large man lovingfornumbereight and 
Six is 14this is Sixty and eight, how you eer rere say? 
sixty-eightby side on platform w fats--made miniscule and 
darkly'1ll be the dayis then a good how you say. bet your 
aunt fannyis good but s so much Static. Is terror! Terror 
is staticyour brain! You must have the spirit weave through 
it andit away! the good spirit for it is a bad spirit 

POSS SASlovik never putted and had no wife and never 
Saidroyal we in his dazed existence he could rem and yet he 
had yips also--attacked in spasms, ging streaks the color 
ofto his purple nose and ears across bridge of nose: LIVES-~ 
UNLIKE CHARLES DICKEN'S GENTLE CROSSINGS THUNDEREA OTHER 
TRAINS . scrwing Uh Uéand a man can run thunder into 


himself, my piss~elf. A man truly meeting himself@@and I 


mean truly©o issmashing the atom, :Yeah, you know such 
Shittoo i know my cynical friend...well~read bum, Argo, 
Argosy, I meet you when you mullon the tit of a oe eee 
bum jokes other bum removingfm ~-claims it self boiledbeen 
cutting irreg bits of potato w large butcher knifedances 
crazily, Cutting the air's a good chap. Cut up that filthy 
air. You remind me of along ago who tried to bite the wind 
in the back seatmy convertable. You're a Puppy, Bicky. I 
love only puppies.they must behave. There sometimes is no 
Second chance, and's cruel.lava spits size of quarters 
radiocative hits bicky--maddance in Synchtoms and yips and 
whines --his Purple seen by tomato lightsays soup wil 
corrode! sass your blood. Cancer cooked! (we'll think at 
theit is billy mogus) th UE Look at that. no heat 
left in that stove so where'd it comemake it boil like that 
argosy had heated on camp stoveSlowik couldn't deal with the 
validity of that claim just-they give the country away to 
the x--but that boiling Soupcenterpiece of his mind-- 
justified all conclusionsmemory of panthers under rhod 
whch Argosy tells himlast time--bick somehow knows spirit of 
Banthes aroundsatellites blink down--saw panther in RC dish 
when it was runmning around an unable to get outand then sat 
dishesrhodo with dark green familyethnics like Rousseau 
Paintings dishes--in his MISHMOSH he has dishes w china 


dishes toounderconverts to literal immediacyrhod--he must 


act Since he's 56 or 5SO0--# pulsing among brokenwhich 
elongated panthers Slithersats pulse "cancer" He sees his 
bonesmmered his ears and whined. crisiscourage.also he was 
becoming a sort of floroscopic hero-if he doesn't do 
something then they won't see him COMING IN 2d NO GOOD IN 
AMERUh Uggetting ideas he never had beforeTrenthorn 
hits Captain Rawley in back w brick, often talks in 
couplets:it's wit you lack clyde it inthe backside and 
laughs giggles nxt day Rawley shows off the purple in 
locker rma sympathetic Linda Latham of you Six O'clock 
report's Instant Eye Newscast which Eddie seesDAYE STAYS 
HOME W GUILT HANGOVER! !!'5 fm mad dog and he thinks Argosy 
Trenthorn him--other bums were cluBillie-Billyed for 
revengeBicky slept under burned-out truck . pv fromm unde 
turnckstreak of sat across twi sky When he woke up to see 
themhe they'd been rayed. When they returned the next day 
he authorities hadn't figured out dosage yet.lime w various 
demented embroideries=+ exposed labels~--ase's clothesGET 
SDRUNKER AND D. BUT HER SIZE PERVADES--but he speculatesand 
does it make you 1/2 a queervery domestic scene where 
theytalk but off bizarre because of herUh Uteddie 
crumbs story and she warns this can open gates~he laughs 
off--he is "unafraid"--science and her lifestyle hashim- 
Shaking fit later as he wonders why he tells Billie- 


BillyTELLING worst move of life!!i!t!!!!t!Ppandora etc--: to 


“ 


CONFFEKKHEERERAAEREREE REE RES 


Aint you golf course guy? seen you a lot. I 
deliver to grass Clowns over there. One piece coverall, orange, 
logo: HARKIN'S HDWARE 
m vesgyes Professional ‘a 

Were 'S ree ae (ie from that high horse? She waves 
upwards her voice drops off at end as if she wanted the privacy of 
the joking image 

and she laughs just .. -Saying what's go gives her charlie! S bushwah 


what'd you do there? Really? 


gave lessons. 

Her What lessons? he ignored. AND ran the pro--, the shop 
there, the store. 

Teaching people to hit little bitty ball? 
men's belt, buckle someone give her that and jealousy 
first overt ridic Since eddie crumb feeling 
gras bums 
chasing little white ball around--she Pantomimes but how 
nhaturally--he notices clothes, breasts--uppointy things 
how x's breasts were never like that! except for a few weeks and 
then they just.. 


I swear I was born Old.and then fell asleep 


aja cuales 


Drunk, more like. 

~-phrse and orange color reverbs when she's not there--but can't 
even tell hocko 

OBSESSION HIP! tri ree brprabreerrreerreed 

Hey! Thre something I'm supposed to sign? Why go? she can't do 
anything 

Oh you're hurt. We're supposed to be the aenadeive sex but I never 
saw anything easier to hurt than a man. Eveything's wrapped up in 
the size of his widdle-dickie-wickie. Can you imagine? How could 
anything be sillier? 

still brooding: you can say anything's foolish and how to you have 
leave to say whatever you want to? I don't say nothing about you, 


do I? Your sex life is your business. 


Then I sure been minding my own then. (her type reps) 


Oh lack ofit. 
It's the same thing. 
She has way of making him 
feel foolish 
Who are you? She turns so he can see her back. script Lissa 
You come here firing things out of that mouth of yours! 
And you get on subjects that-- Does old man Harkins know that 
you...? 
Oh I get on them do I? Before you can be the great teacher, you 


mean? pantomime of wild swing. Give me a break! 


Girl, you don't know what you're talking about. It's actually a 


I'm not sure what you're talking about. It's not what I've 


been talking 


I'll bet it's hard. Oh yeah! "Specially reaching a-roundddddd the 


women 


flash! rem Rolex and shoutin Bob--resents, Hmmmm. . . images crash 
in when he's shook, 

Bob shouted the following at him when he was drunk 

one for her e and on South of france cafe: his wife to young man 
in dazzling dazzling 


tennis whites -~images Supplied by Ed based on what bob told him. 


wearing rolex on Olive wrist~~-sooehtin freshhe said or some 
flippantlyobvious body language, or kindness that edge towards 
flirtation with a tiny waitress. 


let's be frank about what 


you're getting that watch for: 
this is at Party and he rems it now 
~~keep previous but shorten 
amd melt in image 
my my my mind's on my business not foolishness or noise 
what's her mind on? how things, evne little things , can Play bakc 


in pain. rem ist s w lissa 


I don't care about that 

hazel eyes confetti 

That's right. That's always the case isn't it? Never care what's 
On the woman's mind 

what's behind this teasing. I bet your father teased your ass 
off all the time. | 

wellnow, and little half turn, that's be a pretty hard 

job, wouldn't it? 

here you go agin. Just what you mean by that? 

nothing. Your type never can believe that can you? 

what's thgsis ‘type shit? Gutter minds can't play. 

Just another asshole know everything man! 

I aint no type. (more insulted because of megla aftermath of prev 
c 

--guilt over animal. maybe she heard something~-those 

wgrhores were the type'd talk in you 


reprise:sat next tothemn in Fred Decker's coffee shop --and shame 


or regret or 

guilt on their part etc 

and actually visuallizes their llincon getting gas etc 

can hear his own whinine Hey I take what I can get. There it was 
for the taking! I aint ‘ashamed! 

I'm a goddamn man after all! 

But he hers of so 

mcu he wonders what he has done. huge hangover afterd esigner 


champaigne. 


Silver bowl 

That's what you think 

THEN WHAT THE HELL YOU DOIN HERE? 

He: overseer 

She:after plantation joke --wake up--kmart a mile away 

NEW SOUTH they, we got niggers marrying whites, and queers now 
the let allthe queers marry each other and not women andthen we 
won;t have | 

anyhumand race and good riddance 

YOU GOT A PROBLEM WITH THAT and you don;t know whether we're north 


or south. 


I think they called us a border state in History Book. 
We're all border states. All-of us. 


If nobody hurts me I got no problem 


Boy anybody ever ask you a question before? YOu been allowed to 


get too fucked up if you ask me. 


and her weird ideas as to prev 


she's cult naive but sex wise 
Owners which are not so far fm his but no he's sophis ~-janitor 


she's curious as to fats 
like anything else once you get to know 


she: tru she's man and lady too. 

he: Yeah, but that's all right, that's science. That aint no 
‘dirty shit | 
she:never had science in this county before, but we're all of us 
man and woman mixed. What's the big deal? 

Where'd you hear that shit. In the psychology course? 

he keeps ordering and event she Say no retail, just 

builders etc --he buys 6 locks--min wholesale 

she plays with his hands and he wonders who leads whom 


Listen! I'm not Smashing up an Marriage, even a lousy one 
Pp any 


he convinces wife finished I mean how can I keep on going? 


She's in and out of booze hospital two three times a year and the 


kid;s 

better off with his aunt (?) and then believes; worries 
since he's already corrupt 

SHE INQUIRES EDDIE CRUMBS "Never mind." 

i'm batch mostly. it's the fuckin way life happens to me. 
“And I'm telling you it's finished, worse than finished." 


"You sound like you're trying to convince yourself." 


~~green change config undr them----she laugh and shriek and 
they'll actuall be tossed apart before the biggest moment 

Sht You better adjust the big clock in that thing. 

not quite on the rhythm. but awful close at times. 

Actually, that thing's so good, don't know that I need you. 

He begs but she Say no she's done all right and could've 


with just the green. 


then focus on his Surlyness since she's giving machine credit 
how bout me? it aint like got no moves. 

she act out have you got moves!~--laughs until near collagse 

and then cries-shivering rain window: oh we all got moves all 
right. That'sthe trouble. 

he incredulous and comments 

you be a woman right now you'd never want to fuckin man again! 

no thanks. i try not to be crazy! 


SHE: YOU AND YOUR BIG SHOT IDEAS and look at you, that face 


baby pout, why don't things leave you. When you pout you miss 
what''s going on right now." | 

put on your pants if you can point to hole and you won't miss as 
much 

he:more like top of trees and I don't wanna hit there 

he envies her abilty to surrender utterly w not 


romatic irony idea :then comes later w we're all fools 


Maybe I was always no fuckin good. Didn't get the chance to prove 


see pigeionholing --struc 

myth of plen into gorge but cord 

2 fell before-- indian woman, 20s flapper guy drunk, former silent 
THE SILENT WOMAN was inn in late 1800s sign in hist soc 

show indian woman ~~purloined by Hocko for condo; 2d 

Minnifield 

latter singing--1st typ waste to e. same as guys splashing 

selves on highway ; 2d haunts and indian 


images--lovers leap sort of 


weird dreams of Fats--bee documentary--odd atmospherics bring in 
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as to fats and crowd:they DO the weird things! !!!!! 


THERE ARE PEOPLE MAKE YOU THINK THEY KNOW MORE AND THEREF ALWAYS 
PUT 


YOU AT DISADVANT--1/2 Manip and 1/2 more uncons and subtle on their 


part 


you know who designed this here putting green and all the electorin 


stuff? 


only the biggest senator in wash is all! 
Well if he was here I'd thank him. 
allthis while she'smock avoiding 


after sc on it she Says thank you senator! ~--which Cc? 


sever visits and firt frags 


whre's you goin? Have berr 


uh uh know where that Shit leads 


he: old 


she: esp among old--theyput allthey got into it 


she: you just don't think aobut much , do you? 


he: that's alll i do! 


CONTRACTING EDDIE 
what you wnat done>? 


can't you see what the fuck i woant done. 


i see the locks 
is that all 


anmd a whle shitload of door woutsie 


well do it mman! 


move to?:preecho lissa smells foul odor 


E: wellit aint me! 


when she s leaving and after sh's 


been Vicious; Hell she's more boy than girl 


Carrie was irrational too before ee hit, and then she woan't 


muchof anything 


tinsight in Dodge. Yet he could talk to Billy-Billie, was it the 
man part or the woman 


Part? Profound thought. 
his troub w her: how she shot to metaphor 


GO INTO THE CHAR OF INFATUATION in trans: chaos of infat. 


rem her teasing gts him prac Panting 


goes along 


re lets screw and then see a movie 

Iny Own mind is fuckn sore with everyithing 

jumping into it when i'm trying to do 

soenthing 

she: well when i'm doing it i;m doing it!--i guess that's 

_the diff between people. And whenever I'm doing anything that's 
what I'm doing, whether it's screwing or riding a bike or talking 
to somebody in a hospital. I'm there, do you understand that? 


There! And I'm here now. 


What's the big deal. Besides, you're all over the place is where! 


It is a big deal. And you say something to me I listen. Every 
word--not one out of ten and guess the meaning like somebody 


I know. 


He wa smusing on crazy painting he saw at bide a bit dr Hong's 
office 

whole section of his head displaced--planes! cubism 

people drilling holes and operating jackhammers, and some just 


screaming; 


worries as to his own head--is there screaming in there? 
He never worried aobut his head before at least in that 
comparmentalized way. 


and thadst it might looik more faceted and therefore worse 


image? Like splintered icecubes or something 

rem pins as to last c talk of wealth--into of baron de bak where 
fats winters==he owns nothing 

rents villas brindisi 

shorts on both Baron and Fats 

after lst w llissa he wonders if fats entrance has increased his 
allure 


a few lines as to his signing for her and her build etc 


ie eee 


Staying w hocko? . 


then he Shaved using the magnifying mirror that had had some 
unstated role in one of fats orgies. apuphecanc fat sheyes mane 
chasing each other among little ceramic Daniees 

littlé pickle Peckers (he likes sound) repeats 

Fats: could you use this? Many sine aes committed in the name 


of ceramics, unsteady on feet 


happy for Steam . 


- 


Guilt the clamper! But it was queen bee Orgy with BB centered 


but Smarmier, 


~~and he sees this in mirror, but invents the steam So he 


1 


doens't see it all! Then the actual steam comes 

Then he see himself wlith the two whores. 

allied too is his shame from opening up to Billy-Billlie 
WHAT HE DOES TO MIRROR IS IMP | | 
To himslef; Keep your fuckin mouth shut! 

Fats: Both are here on extended vacations. Argosy , for 
financial work and Charlie for--? My alleged health and that pig 
of an Argosy his own agendas. He has compounded a drink for me, 
Charlie has: fat through a straw. His theory is that i'll fill up 
and come to a point where I Simply won't eat anymore, ever. I'll 
live off my reseveg till I die, slim at the last. 

But I get fatter and fatter. At least I think I do. It's 
not possible to tell. I'm thinking of buying a scale of the 
type that trucking companies use. Research that for me! (E 
doesn't like orders, bristles) 

The exact weight. What difference does it make? Perhaps I just 
want the number. Perversity can lie in numbers. espec exactones. 
Nazis brought it to perfection. 


They hive around and in the mix of things I'm supposed to sasy 


wisdom. Queen Bee That's me. a la steam too -~atomiser spewing. 


out some dope first courtesty of charilie Brakchord, 
who learned drugs in the middle east 
guilt weighed every limb and then 


The great shudder and then the queasy feeling he got from it was © 
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dissipated by the bristling aura of cleanliness he ultimately 
achieved from nails to hair. Then he removed the new suit from its 
thick plastic bag to air it before he donned the new jockey shorts 
and v-necked t-shirt and over the calf socks. 
-~smell the newness 
NEWNESS 
NEWNESS 
NEWNESS 
NEWNESS 
NEWNESS 
The end result was Shining, even beaming, middle-class 
respectability. Musk underarm deoderant whenhe wanted lime 
lissa took wrong bag at Kmart. asnother mixed signal--maybe she 
bought. He wouldn't let her go back. Those are signals! 
You must always go back and change the way things are going to 
work out. You don't really kmnow, so why mess around? 
Right! Why mess around. The deodrant god wants me to have 


musk. 


Hocko: Boy , now you rally do smell like panther piss! You come 
to scare us? You do wel to Stay away from the woods, big buck take 
out after you with his ding dong up. | 

. BUT LOOK 


OBACK AT MIR EVEN WHEN NOT USING Then he 


took the rented Lincoln town car car brand new too away from the 
surly, battered 

Dart like a genteel parent fm untidy child and pointed it towards 
the church. 

pointed shoes 


real bill:god gave ten but she needs 12. I need a million! 


wfe has left after overhear remark? BUT AFTER HEARING 
BILL MOGUS SPEAK of god engine rhum rhum ~-puzzled minister 
forehead--think even less of him now nd seeing at Fats 
and the wisecrack walked overland and 

over golf course, thinking of the jump too? 

She thought of the chaged aspects of Bill Mogus whom she 

had known at Bide a Bit. Either strangely transformed or 
she was going mad, larger and more crab-like . or was she 
losing it again--thinks spiders and wks on just for today 
and spiers repaeted and Billy shouted Lust for Today! 


Thinking of her as 


Silent Woman’ stalking the dark golf course 


son guilt in here. 


Waylon wandering and worried. Sort of stalked by Billy Mogus. 


Minster trying to effect an reconciliation. 


indian woman, 20s flapper guy drunk, former silent 


THE SILENT WOMAN waS inn in late 1800s Sign in hist soc 

show indian woman on table rock staring into the gorge 

waiting for braveto return ~-silver wrinkle of viver--nic image but 
bridge w rhododendrum then underwhich Panthers prowled, 

crack about wife -- church scene: 

Allthat talk about booze puts me in a mind for screwing 

Ole Eddie Crumbs he must have several minds about it--well at least 
two with his girlfriend-boyfriend over there at Crossant. 

How you know where to start? 

It's like both tvs go on the fritz at the same time and you tell 
the service company to send two guys one to work on one set an 
the other on the other. sees lissa: H's elbow --both drunk but 
appear 

pious 


nowthat's gong from worse to bad 


I swear if sc came back id start a relig 

She didn't want him but still could be humiliated 

Oh well can't blame him although he made the whole thing 

awfully complicated 

he's workin on one set and BB on the other and then they switch 
Thre's only but one way of doing it there, 

that here gotta be like be like jumpin into an ax. nodding towards 


Cazrrie's agitated departure 


I remember her when she wasn't. Downright chubby. In the best 


sense~-~ 
of which there aint no better, 


It's the firewater Skinnied her up. 


~~now when they got guests~-? Hey I hear they got a united 


nations of 


faggots there at any one time. live and let live--or Somebodymight: 


catch you calling your lamb Sweet Mildred 


assit pro doesn't get it: what's diff what you call a lamb? 
hocko: when you take over for eddie? you're readynow. 
drunken danny and CORERACEOR? | 

soemhow thinks he;s going to make money and shower it on 


family 


latter Singing--1st typ waste to e, same as guys Splashing 
selves on highway ; 2d haunts and indian 
images--lovers leap sort of 


Thus path for girl? 


You're not here looking for me! You stretch that red neck for 


Somebody else! 


Well I met you. 


EEDA RECESS AN 


Forget it. 

I don't see nobody else talking your ear off. 

Easy enough to get one 

What you want? dance You want something from me 
That'11 be the day. (she's being drawn in and fighting it) 
You just spin your stupid wheels a little while longer and then 
collect your social security and I'll get on with 
my own life thank you so very much. And what the hell are you 
wearing? Itmakes my mnose itch. 

You seem to think, like, we're getting stuck with each other. 

This here's a church you know what I mean? Your bullshit 
doesn't cut it with God | 

Well that's nice, that language don't either. 

That language people don't like, some, it don’t have nothing 
to do with God 


they go off the force being with them she seps sex fm 


on lang--she cites Jew money changers and how he gravitates 
towards those values This whole contry is money changers. We 
used to make things. 


Now I;m ashamed 


fol reflect on bluehairs putting things out blue foil too 


--obliv ot tension and anger or determined 


at end he washes up again etc, lookin Pickle Penis mirror , feeling 
drawn-- 

Shadowed--anq Can't feel 

~-why a numbness? also detail around rim don't register as if all 
decorative art is the same 


puzzled at rela taking serious turn 
what happened? He can;t interpret for some reason. 
gone fm home and church coversat ion--dinner there for 


reconcil/ ends up w girl~-winter--gets el 


to go -~-gain back 


self respect 
point is respectabil gets diverted 
SELF RESPECT and -ability as imp theme 


irony in that he's Cleaning off fm affair 


REM AT CHURCH REPULSION ATTRACTION TO EA AND TO EACH OTHER! !!! 
REM QUEEN BEE MORE DISGUSTING AND SUPERSWARMIER 


IN ASK FOR MONEY C 


I want boyor domethnglike boy I'll let you know. 


Capt: You guys aint doing nothin you could be aressted for, 


is you? 


' Puck no. If I was that lucky I'd surrender immediately 


E: you like me from the Start, why? 
M: the asshole in you. the god in you 
E: sd know enough not to ask you ?s 


intro Capt Rawley in this c? and he and Hocko at church 


prose reflecting escape until he leaves for church 
rem motivate break that brings him to condo 

REM TINFIOL AT CHURCH SUP 

ving in unrenovated wing 


rem hocko talkingto asst pro who is greedy and amitious--coarse. 
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lips 

rem Capt w jussi boerling records -- im just as igonorant as in the 
commmercials , ma'’m 

e setrs up walls and operates between. Image beyond walls comethru 
in dreams 

hocko smell under all those wrinkle hop around till you hit the 
right one. 


But she's a man too, you might hit something else. 


Capt Rawley later OR Hocko: Ponders: You know, 

I don’t know that this country is ready for all of that all at 
once. The average guy, he wants everybody treated fair, even 
queers and lesbians, and blacks--even women--it's the all-at- 
once-ness that twists him--everybody fuckin yelling at once. 
That's how he hears it anyway. One little change at a time and 
that delayed and delayed and delayed. 

And then you got him trying to break somebody's skull. Me, I got 
no trouble with anything. It's a free country. My job as strange 
as it sounds is to make it more free, more fair for 
everybody. 

Anyways if you got good nose you will. hocko;s non seqs 

She has ret m Bide a Bit to break it up. 

Mmogus: Who do you do? Isn'that always more to the point? 


--distbs Eddie 
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Randy Pearl: (one of those chars we don't see) 
heard you're in a movie 
just misperceived , Screwed up, a vague plan to make 


tourist puff piece-- dept of recreation 


Eddie overreacts! 
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Lips Smooth As Oil 


From the balcony of the church, Ted spied the backs 
of the women seated below, picture hats floating between their 
shoulder blades. Each had flanked herself with a purse and a 
grayish-white praybook. He had gone there, the closest church to his 
new apartment, to check out the ladies. 

Something hit them, they’d splinter, he thought, signing the book 
passed to him by his pewmates, Dr and Mrs Marius Ohgo. After Ted x’d 
newcomer, writing his old address, the cherubic Dr Ohgo placed a beefy 
hand on his arm and whispered during a pause in Pastor Carruther’s 
Psalms Never Before or Seldom Quoted, "You’re to come with us 
afterwards for cookies. Mrs Ohgo’s cookies are closer to heaven than 
even our seats here." Ted blurted acceptance and Ohgo winked, "From 
Erie, huh? Well, did you travel from Erie with any?" 

Judging from Dr Ohgo’s ecstatic smile, Ted’s Pardon? was just the 
right answer. Was it his hunger and the talk of cookies made him 
smell chocolate? 

They walked to the Ohgos through falling leaves--he puzzling 
over Dr Ohgo’s bizarre digs at Carruthers while Ted shook the pastor’s 
hand before escaping the church. Now Ohgo, his blowing hair whiter 


than the weak sunlight, was classifying Jove as Ted studied identical 
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aspects of the neighborhood's architecture: ",..and I love Mrs Ohgo 
too and her wondrous baking--exemplified by this majestic stomach 
preceding me everywhere--and you’!1 soon see my other love. And of 
course, as I said, I love the God encompasing all my loves.” 

"Well one of your loves is different, Marius--I’11 grant you 
that!" rang back Mrs Ohgo from the spinning leaves ahead. She limped, 
Ted noticed. | 

At the huge hall closet, Ted witnessed Dr Ohgo as hanger meister, 
separating clusters of hangers meticulously before plucking out three 
for their coats. Mrs Ohgo donned her long-mileage smile which spoke 
forbearance; Ted shifted from footto foot in the vaguely chocolate- 
smelling air. Once free of her coat she brightened as to a “batch 
just ready to pop in!" and limped off. 

Ohgo shepherded him into the den, first having him close his 
eyes. Upon opening them Ted perceived smears, pink ones against 
thickly varnished knotty pine. He guessed they came from a small fire 
in the fireplace, but what sprung to focus proved to be large 
paintings of barebreasted girls in silky boxing shorts and burgundy 
gloves. One resting on the floor, a taunting blond with eyes of indigo 
flame, stood taller than Ted, almost as if he could, with some 
boldness, shake her gloves and wish her luck. 

"Did you travel from Erie with any?" squealed Dr Ohgo, his head 
an immense balloon floating against the knotty-pine, his white hair 
flaring in a sudden draft, his face even more scarlet. 


"Not with any of these | didn’t." 
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ee ama date ete Gs 


"The brassiere is an example of sound engineering but God, my 
Erie friend, has the touch of an artist,” he preached, his eyes 
intensely green. "Can you imagine it says in Proverbs that their lips 
are smooth as oil but their legs go down to hell? Well their legs are 
rooted right here, thank you. And make of this beautiful earth even 
more of a heaven, am 1 right, Mr Erie? Did you travel here with any? 
Oh well, if you get it here that’s fine too! Would you like to name 
that one you seem so enamored of? I[’d call her that from now on if 
you did." OQhgo plopped into a director’s chair facing the same 
painting. 

"I uh...” 

"No matter, tell me after Mrs Ohgo plies you with the other 
loveliness of the house." Dr Ohgo closed his eyes, knitted his 
hands across his belly, and sighed periodically until Mrs Ohgo entered 
some minutes later, ushered by puffs of, of course, chocolate. 
"Tomorrow, Theodore!™ piped up Ohgo, “you’l!l remember that her cookies 
don’t melt in your mouth, my friend, oh no! They melt your very 
mouth, Theodore. May I call you Theodore?” 

"What did he say, dear?" interrupted Mrs Ohgo. 

"That he’s very very lonely.” 

"Well I shouldn’t wonder. Isn’t a shame we couldn’t bring these 
lovely lovely girls to life?" 

She put down the tray of huge mugs splotched a cream and violet. 
Misshapen from her ceramic class, and primal to Ted as they fumed, 
they encircled a dish piled with steaming chocolate chip cookies, 


everything wildly aromatic. 
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"That’d be something all right, having them all here in the 
flesh: a heaven on earth, my Erie friend! Where it rightly belongs. 
Seek and ye shall find! 1 don’t believe in heaven as much as I 
believe in here. I like them when they are ever so so so slightly 
burnt--the cookies not the girls--the chocolate melts in the air, 
becomes the air, the fragrance /innnn-gering for days. Ahhhhhhh! By 
the way, Theodore, butter, as you’re finding out by the look of you, 
is another of Mrs Ohgo’s secrets." 

Sonofabitch is a brick short of a load! is Cliff’s conclusion 
that next afternoon during Ted’s phonecall to the Gannon College 
Library. Did you ever figure what you traveled from here with? 

Dr Ohgo informed me that there comes a time when we must forget 
our baggage or it locks to us, like in the famous logo for Death of a 
Salesman. 

Yeah his sons left him babbling in the shithouse while they took 
off with whores. Sex can make you less than human. 

Don’t say that! 

Hey it was just cookies! We got them here in Erie too! Even the 
priests eat them. 

Hot chocolate too! Double jepardy! Anyway, you never know what 
can, uh, start you off. 

I1?1l second that--we’re at a dangerous age. But, Dr and Mrs 
Marius Ohgo, hey? What’s he doctor of? Were the cookies shaped like 
tits too? I can see their coat of arms: a cross of cookies rampant on 


a field of breasts. Actually, he sounds like a lot of gabby, ball- 
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breaking priests here, only they’re warped by theology--I don’t know 
their positions on breasts and women boxers. But they got one on 
everything else, that’s for sure. Wait a second! Some horny padre 
wants to check out The Joy of Sex. How you doing, Father? No 
problem: he’s just checking me out actually. 

I swear the spoon stood straight up in the whipped cream. 

That was something else. 

Elevate your gutter mind, ‘cause I have real problems. 

Anyway, a nut and probably so’s the wife and I! scarfed in those 
otherworldly cookies for hours too long while Ohgo prattled on, but 
what the hell, I don’t know anybody down here in Media. Well, didn’t 
before... 

Ah hah! My hungry patience will be rewarded! After the pigout, 
the...? 

Well 1 had catapulted myself to a sugar high, and | figured a lot 
of black coffee’d calm me down?--I had an oat bran muffin too, 
healthy, at Dunkin Donuts. But then things took an even weirder turn. 

"I’ve been waiting a whole hour! He’s a rotten bastard and 
you’re all rot--" 

“Pardon?” 

"and look at this!" It’s suppose to be fall, pretty colors in 
the trees and all that shit, you know? And that total asshole 
on the TV? Makes up poems about the weather? He didn’t make - one 
for this, did he?" Wet snow clumped against the window of Dunkin 


Donuts, refracting headlights as cars slid into the parking lot. 
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Look, I told her, I can see that you’re upset. 

What she say? 

Then I must be the most sensitive male in this whole stupid 
Media, Pennsylvania--or words to that effect. 

Translation: sucker. 

So she asks me for a ride home, but then has to check me out with 
the help, which is a United Nations of giggling. You know, /s this 
guy all right? They don’t know of course. Toothless Cambodian woman 
covered in white sugar yells, Hey take chance, Letty! How you can do 
worse? 

Look! I told them. I! just moved here. I come from Erie. Which 
was a mistake because one of them, some sort of Hispanic Negro fat 
gir! screams Erie! Snow up the ass, that’s Erie! Then, of course, my 
name became Snow-Up-the-Ass until we got out of there. 

And thus t’will be each and every time you go back, the tool of 
ridicule being the only one left to the working poor in this great 
nation--like the gravedigger in Hamlet. 

Spare me the Sociology. And especially the Literature! 

First thing she says getting into the car is No funny business, you 
understand? and | say look I want to get home myself, I’ve had one 
hell of a strange day! And then she cries and cries for miles and 
won’t tell me how to get to where she lives. 

Which is information you’d have to have. 

And asks me to stop, asks me questions as to why this guy 


would stand her up, etc. 
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Maybe alien women got him. We can look for his story at the 
supermarket checkout. 

Whatever. Anyway there we were gazing at the woods, which she 
had hated just before in the quote-unquote stupid snow, and now finds 
beautiful because God did it and not people. Uh...the...comforting, 
uh, gets warmer, and man! Everything just turns furious. And at the 
end she cries twice as much and says she’s happy because God put us 
together at the lowest moment of her entire life! 

It had been quite a religious day for you. What’s she look like? 

A boy. 

I often thought that about you. Are you sure you know the 
difference? 

Probably hasn’t read a book in her life. And everything is 
immediately emotional! Like, boom, right away. You can’t think. 

Let me stop you before you get to natural rhythm, you 
typical little suburban snot-nosed snob!--but then we already 
know that. 

Look, I don’t have time for your ten cent analysis! I seem 
to...have her now for some reason, and this is the even weirder part: 
1 smelled chocolate at lunchtime from some brat ripping into a Hershey 
Bar at the 7-Eleven and...started getting a hardon. 

Well you can’t be allowed on the streets like that--not good for 
much but giving directions. 

That passes for funny in your sealed sewer of a mind, I know, 


but... 


Food and women! Mmmmmm! What you got to complain about? 
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Smear her with chocolate and you can die a happy man. Anyway, all 
those rosy tits at the mysterious and redolent Ohgos, you couldn’t 
reign yourself in. Ah shall I compare thee to a slummer’s lay? 

It it it it had started as comforting, innocent, uh mostly, and 
went haywire and now I don’t know what the hell I’m doing! We had 
breakfast this morning before work, but first | picked her up at her 
place, and...then...before we could get out the door...Wham Bam again! 
1 can’t think! And she! She doesn’t even bother. I never met a 
woman quite like this. No substances or bullshit needed. Out of 
control. 

I thought such a condition was devoutly to be wished. 

Well it’s ripping the shit out of me. I mean this new 
job, man, with a lot of problems, and that’s quite enough to make me 
nervous, thank you. I have to get down to work and knock off all this 
happy horseshit. I’ve got to catch hold and damn soon. I don’t know 
what I’m doing. I’m sitting here now in the middle of about a 
thousand books they were supposed to inventory before I took over. 

And I thought Gannon’s bookstore was screwed up! Well this is 
Widener, a university, so it’s screwed up big time! 

Try the personal inventory first. You're a good guy; you just 
have no character. 

Get in control you mean, because, like, she’s out of it, yes? 

Or is it that she’s very much in it, o pale and loitering knight? 

Never mind the fuckin books. It’s bad enough I got to 


peddle them. They’re all shit. 
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l swear I won’t even mention Letty! But the weather here! Like, 
Erie has the reputation for lousy...but here it pisses gray mud out of 
the sky half the week and all of the weekend. It drips clammy gray 
inside your skull. And this is the time my boy-girl starts talking 
about getting serious, quote unquote. I am really not ready to go to 
the movies with her yet--even though we’ve gone a bit beyond that in 
the few months since...but | promised not to talk about her and I’m 
not...uh...anymore. So! How are all the Literary Lions at Gannon 
College? 

The same pitiful mess, and Nature is without her diadem up here 
too: we’re about fifty-fifty mud and snow from a crazy thaw, but now 
it’s hardening up as we’re just now plummeting through zero as | 
speak. Looks like a grimy abstract out there under the frozen 
streetlights: how I visualize purgatory. 

I’m in it! Shit, I can’t love her! Jesus Christ she’s just a 
girl--which you can hardly tell by looking. 

Get her a pair of boxing gloves and some flashy shorts. 

Or better yet, you’re capable of an even more infantile image. 

Cliff! Holy Jesus! I haven’t had a life yet! 

To be serious, Ted, friend, you’re having one right now. 

Who ever vata ie suppose to consist of big ideas? Ever think that 
maybe you’re lucky? 

How can I! be lucky and this upset? Cliff! What’l! I do? 

Who knows? Your candle is lit and you’re still cursing. 

Last night I...sat in a chair and cried! 


Yeah we do that sometime. 
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You’re no fuckin help! 

Trade her even up for Mrs Ohgo. Cookies outlast sex anytime. 

Ted walks past the Ohgo’s, but can’t ring the bell. 
The early evening’s bluish fog eats dollops of snow atop skeletal 
bushes flanking their front door, a cuteery mist shoulders under. 

Is there another young man in there perched in all that rosiness 
and aroma? Did you travel from Trenton with any? From Scranton, 
Philadelphia? Stockholm? Zaire? Do you find our fighting blond as 
overwhelming as did our friend from Erie? 

Speaking of Whom! And Ted sees himself in the den, sputtering 
"!] had such a nice time, and I ’m I’m I’m thinking of joining the 
church and had a question or two." 

By then standing under a haloed streelamp, he hears Cliff’s voice 


saying Belay the conscious phoniness; enough will filter through your 


depraved personality naturally. 

Letty is still there in powder-blue fake fur, seated on a milk 
crate clotted with filthy snow and smoking a cigarette, the knives of 
her knees wide apart. "Hey Big Shot! I was just getting ready to 
quit on you! Isn’t this where you came in? When I was waiting for 
another so-called man?” 

"l’m sorry. I had to go back to a place.” 

"What’d she say?" 

"It wasn’t like that. It was something else. Something I don’t 


understand.” 
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"Hmph! That’s really overrated, that shit. What’s so hot about 
understanding things anyway? It’s what you do before you understand 
things that counts, and when you don’t understand them. Who can’t do 
things when they understand them?" 

"What did you say? I don’t under-" 

"You heard me but don’t understand.” She flipped the cigarette 
away as they got in the car. "Can't. It’s okay. You do your best, 
Snow-Up-the-Ass. That’s the name for you all right.” 

"Well mine for you is ssss-Screwball." He started the balky 
Datsun. 

"That’s an easy one. For anybody. I never met anybody that 
one didn’t fit.” 

They parked by a playground. The night had become clear, 
starlit. His adam’s apple and trousers bulged, with tension in 
between. 

"Not tonight--nothing--I’m too down,™ she broke the silence. 

“It’s probably because...” he began. 

"Whoa. Shut up! I don’t want you fuckin my mind anymore. 

And | don’t wanna know why anyways. Right now it’s just what is." 

They stared past the swings and sliding boards of the icy, 
glimmering, playground, through the pines and into the housing 
development beyond, the lighted houses like broken grins. 

"Well I guess we better...something..." she eventually sobbed. 
"There’s screwing your life away and there’s...babies.” In the cold 
she tucked her feet under, making herself smaller--he experienced pity 


for an instant. 
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"My God! There are so many things we’d have to talk about 
before...!" 

"Hey! You talk! I’11 be too old by then. Old woman--not that 
you wouldn’t try to screw me even then. Never saw anybody had to have 
it more. Even that first night I could feel it like nothing in my 
life ever. Now shut up before you begin to apologize or explain!” 


She tugged at him to force herself, "Mmmmm" under his arm. “I can’t 


tell you how good you smel!! How come you always smell so sweet?" 

*Chach=ehseoe late seized me one batty day.” 

"Yeah! That’s what’s it’s like, a little, chocolate or 
something.” 

"And | don’t appreciate your characterisation of me as some sort 
of animal." 

"Lighten up, Snow-Up-the-Ass, I’m teasing. Mostly anyways. 

Hey, with us it was like, instant! Explosion! So? After that? 
What?" 

By way of answer he thrust her back into her own seat, to 
deliver, with all the rational will he could muster, his farewell 
speech, laced with the highest sentiments he had ever announced. 

At the end tears stood in her eyes like dimes. 

What an insight! It destroyed me! What I discovered is that 
what’s really really crazy is the domestic shit, that’s what’s crazy. 
I thought the way I used to live, the goddamn ravaging, wracking 
sexual drive and and and the horrible loneliness and the drinking all 


night and running ten miles the next morning and then puking and 
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and...well, anyway, that’s really not what’s crazy, really crazy. 
Crazy is the Ohgos and al! the people dying away in their snug little 
bungalows with all the burners and the ovens cooking, and kids pissing 
in every bed! It’s good | met the Ohgos, *cause they represent the 
so-called home in its most insane form. I mean, girls with b-breasts, 
b-boxing while you get fatter and fatter? A domesticated pig? This | 
want for my future? 

And and and and women like Letty, offering averything up with 
this smartass Mona Lisa smile and getting you you you babbling, and 
then instantly purring Just step this way to Domestic Death! Uh uh! 

Man 1 did it! I ended it and 1 never felt better! Like I’m 
burning with the feeling! Free, Baby, free! 


About a month later Cliff had an early dinner at a German 


Restaurant with a priest who taught philosophy at Gannon, and they 
argued so long afterwards--the waitresses huddling and pointing--that 
he barely made closing time at Toppy’s Terrific Tuxes. He cast the 
plastic-sheathed garment into the cancerous Monte Carlo, fistailed out 


of boulders of squalid ice, flooring it all the way to| Media. 
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Fish Story 


Like other fish--if, as you said, you really wish to learn-- 1 do 
not like metaphors. So, as |! said, I ama fish. It is a hard thing 
to explain to you: we simply are, and therefore need no figures of 


speech. 


As to the current spate of fish suicides, one must discuss the 
deteriorating mental health of the majority offish since 1982, and 
even before. I have lost too many of my friends, haddocks, tuna... 
dolphins being the latest. Unlike those of men, these labels are not 
Meant to prejudice or denigrate. The brotherhood among fish is 
legendary. 

We eat each other you say? We do what is decreed by The Great 
Fish, no more, no less. Oh there are wilful renegades as everywhere 
in the animal...kingdom, so-called. 

And those of us who kill! to eat in the natural order of things 
don’t write books full of circular rhetoric, or make films 
rationalizing acts of brutality and sexuality--where sometimes the 
difference between the two is hard to tell. No sleaze, academic or 
pseudo-artistic, among fish. 

By the way, I never really found out whether we are included in 


that lofty designation of Animal Kingdom by you and your species--your 
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own just fits at a certain place in a certain chart like anything 
else, no better or worse, more complex than some, less so than 
others--whether you and all your professors know it or not. 
We fish have our own ways to classify life but it is both too 
complex and too intuitive for you to, excuse the expression, fathom. 
At any rate, our solidarity all but overwhelms any tiny tiny 


antisocial percentage among the untold trillions of fish in the waters 


of this planet. What if I told you there are as many fish as stars! 
At any rate--back to fish suicides--I have seen it many times, 


this decline in the power to think clearly: you do too many unfish 


things. Then you kill yourself in water full of garbage and medical 
waste, or they get you with some silly lure, rubbery worm of no 
natural color which you would have laughed at, herky-jerking by in 
your strong and healthy and clear-thinking days. 

Hook you! I know you habitually say some such taunting thing, 
slightly different and probably just as sick. Well just think of 
yourself with a hook through your cheek. And yet such horror is not 
given a second thought. 

I told a lobster "You know, they say that when they plunge you 
into boiling water you don’t feel much, your nerves being so 
primitive.” That’s what I told him. He cried and cried. I guess 
that doesn’t take much sensitivity. Of course I know that the image 
of a lobster crying is ludicrous beyond ludicrous to you. Not dreamt 
of in your philosophy. 

I won’t go on. I ask only that you merely attempt to look at it 


from our side. Just this once. 
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Oh if you could only be a fish for one luminous, 


97 


cutting second! 


ORANGE, GEORGEOUS ORANGE! 


Not the kind of den you’d expect to see a Pumpkinhead in, 
club-like with its leather furniture, cherry paneling, the massive 
desk bathed in lamplight. But a glance from outside at the leaded 
windows which sectioned the huge orange head immediately confirmed the 
unusual fact to any passerby this early evening. 

A Pumpkinhead absolutely! And not surrounded by filth and 
greasy formica. (Thus perhaps the “good one” that many people know or 
have heard of.) 

He laughed, this comfortably ensconced creature with the creamy 
French Telephone so tiny next to his head, for he had solved the math 
problem just before the eminent physicist on the other end of the line 
could blurt the answer. Unfortunately though, before the Pumpkinhead 
could invent a discreet goodbye and place the ornate phone in its 
cradle, Dr. Lyle Anders quipped “Now don’t get too giddy. Or i’1l 
start thinking you’re a Pumpkinhead. Which, of course, would be 
imposs..." Then the immediate, seething intake of breath at the 
professor’s end in Ann Arbor when the mechanical operator broke in 
with “Are you a Pumpkinhead?" 


"The Supreme Court has ruled that Pumpkinheads have the same 
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rights. as..." he cried. It was no use--the question just kept 
repeating. “Yes,” he finally whispered. The court, he paGw: had also 
ruled that the question alone established the fact in these cases, 
since no one not a Pumpkinhead would claim to be one, and, as 
Pumpkinheads were compulsive liars, ninety-nine percent of them would 
immediately answer no. (The latest study from Johns Hopkins 
University put the figure at ninety-seven percent--"not a significant 
difference." 

Also, those persons unjustly asked could not sue, for the court 
recently held that questions absurd on their face cannot per se be 
injurious.) 

Now another evasion took care of those guaranteed Pumpkinhead 
“rights™: "All outgoing lines are full; all incoming...” 

He quickly hung up and then depressed his computer button only to 
see that R.Renfew,Pasco,WA was undertaking the haif-completed chess 
game against Dr. Anders. The Pumpkinhead etectea to say that it 
dian’ t take Dr. Anders tong to get him out of memory, but he 
edmembered that it didn’t take anyone very long the many times before 

: this one either. "Oh well,” he breathed into the soft, warm 
_Atuosphere of the den, “I can at least put my "Begging Clown Bit’ on 
hold.” 

And all of his signs insisting ORANGE POWER, and WE ARE THE LIGHT 

YOU HAVE SEEN! plus all the framed photos of Pumpkinhead surgeons and 
basketball Players brought no solace--once again. He shook his huge 
head and whispered "There are more jokes about Pumpkinhead basketball 


players than there are Pumpkinheads, period!" 
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It was getting darker outside and the light from his desklamp 
flowed more brightly, brushing the faintest gold over the dark 
paneling, and making each individual pane in the large window reflect 
bright orange. He mused eJtig as to what the nervous ticketseller 
must have seen when he led eleven others of his despised ilk to pick 
up reservations for PHANTOM OF THE OPERA. “aren’t you Pumpkinheads?* 
she sobbed. The manager stepped in with "I think we can safely assume 
they are, and that this performance is completely, utterly sold out.” 


He clicked off his lamp and wept into the mellow darkness. 
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The Chastetree 


Jane. Strolling the tanbark path down into the nature center, 


half wondering why she had ended up there for her “solo"--and a day 


tardy because of Dr Kasman’s muddled assignment list. At any rate, 
she was expected to fetch something foggily symbolic of herself for 
his "Seminar In Personal Rediscovery." A leaf? she thought, a twig? 
Dogshit? 

Just before a campus policeman began running towards her, she’d 
been musing that nothing connected in that class--oh to be sure, on 
purpose, as Dr Kasman had assailed them: "Clusters of intuitions and 
images, or sounds, memories. Whatever. Odors even! Let’s accept 
such clusters without generalizing about them, or without narrowing 
them to the meaning, and, therefore, to the preconceptions, ah, 
inherent in everything." 

Uh huh. Odors al! right. Is that Dr Kasman or Gasman? She very 
nearly said this last aloud. It made no difference because the 
officer had vanished. "Probably steered offcourse by a case of Bud 
Light empties in the Japonica,” she laughingly pronounced. 

Patrolman Ridgeway, though, craned from behind an oak, thrusting 
down a photocopied ***ALERT###! describing a Blond Caucasian of 


yesterday who had stepped from Crum Creek, naked, to invite some 
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dawdling coed to “experience a dip with me." Ridgeway snatched back 
the sheet and shook it at Jane in the green light. “Never walk in 
here alone. Never! No time is safe." 

"If women can’t walk anywhere alone they might as wel! be men," 
she informed the quizzical Officer Ridgeway. "Take a dip huh? How 
was his dip stick?" she muttered. "“Let’s get a look at yours-~you 
never know." Jane. 

"Ma’m?" the tall officer questioned, the oak looming behind him. 

"Oh nothing," she smiled. "I prefer not to narrow myself to 
meaning...a la Dr Gasman...in case I thereby find out what’s wrong 
with me and the entire sick country. As to you and me, 1’11 just take 
our bizarre rendezvous with its surrounding odors, birdsongs, and 
bawdy titillation back to the strange doctor’s class--or is bawdy 
titillation redundant, officer? Was Bawdy Titillation covered in the 
Police Academy? Under Lascivious Behaviours, general? And where does 
it fit in the scheme or non-scheme of existence anyway? Is it...is it 
slime or paradigm?" 

Ridgeway grimaced wryly, being used to fresh students ali 
right...but this little muttering one now wheeling around through the 
dapples...? The worst yet. He blinked as she disturbed the light. 

Double-checking survey results with her that last evening in his 
messy office, Dr Kasman had spoken of the pleasure of her company ina 
voice that hardly moved the air, that air where others of his hints 
had breathed softly and died, like decaying notes from a flood-damaged 
piano--actually breathed so softly and died so quickly that she 


couldn’t be absolutely certain she heard anything at all. She was so 
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shortly out of the convent that she wasn’t sure that she could 
recognize, let alone encourage, masculine aceon tion: 

But there really is no one else, small voice or large , she 
concluded when reaching an enclosed space called the Garden of 
Fragrances. Oh they’!1 arrest the erect Caucausian so he’ 11 not 
proposition me. She sang this last in a Gilbert and Sullivan style, 
adding “oh no he’!I! not, no no he’1l! not. And there’s the--I say 
there’s the-- there’s the pity! * She kicked up the lid of a small 
box holding brochures describing the garden, plucked one out. 

Sitting on a bench Jane read the list of plants, skipping the 
introduction while saying "What does anyone mean among these damn 
academics anyway? The ambivilancies come in thickets!" Sweet 
allyssum she misread as sweet asylum, immediately catching her 
error--and then aching in the ripe aromas, too suddenly, for the 
convent. 

Oh well, 1°11 pray about it...all the confusion now. But 1711 
never go back: obliged to leave that clarity and simplicity, or 
cease breathing--no matter about my prayers. 

But, no, no, she wouldn’t pray now, about that or anything--so 
turned off for the present, and onto nothing else, certainly not 
academic obscurity, and hints and whispers a la Dr Kasman. 

That pussy! God how pukingly sexist that word is! A cowardly 
man is a woman’s... Oh they would of course pussy foot in Linguistics 
and say that the slang takes from pussy cat also. At any rate I’m 
sick to death of my pussy and its supposed needs. Stop saying pussy, 


you pussy! Give me a break! Everybody! 


103 


I could, though, urgently love Officer Ridgeway for his 
straight-ahead style--all nuance a stranger to him. “Like women with 
the rag on,” he might say in response to the slightest deviation from 
Victorian female behavior. Half the universe with the rag on--now 
there’s a thought. "“Chastetree” she read aloud from the brochure. 

"I! do prefer the vulgar somewhat..." here she used the weeping 
silver linden to stand in for Dr Kasman..."it being blunt where you 
are mincing. If you could say something , well then I trust myself 
to spontaneously and honestly answer. One can say, for instance, 
coffee? movie? dinner? destroy a bed? One can say anything! 
That’s the beauty of saying. So say! All tiny talk is impotence, 
all half-wisecracks impotence--of both sexes, much as I’m ina 
men-blasting mood. So, too, is my own watery little bawdiness. Why 
the very air itself expects more of us. God--if there is one--does! 
But so, she sighed, had her former religious life been impotent. What 
she thought humility, simple timidity: afraid. Afraid to live either 
in or out of the convent. — And fooling no one who knew her and could 
easily note her gradual coming-apart. Oh why do we all of us choose 
to spoil our lives in such a way? Quiet desperation , Thoreau said. 
Or do we choose? 

Better an open rebuke than a secret love --isn’t that in Psalms 
somewhere, Dr Kasman? Or are you so secularly tight-assholed an 
academic that you’d scorn the Bible too? Maybe the text isn’t quite 
accurate enough for you yet, its provinance lost in Providence--at 


Brown University, heh heh. 
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All my dreary intellectual shit aside, I really might deal you an 
open rebuke, ve Kasman. And I might not. What. did one of those tough 
guys say in The Killers? it’s something you never know at the time. 
Is spontaneity a vain hope in all stifling atmospheres--convents and 
universities and infinities upon wretched infinities of moribund 
businesses in this overwhelming bore of a country? 

What am 1 doing here on this garden bench? Oh the smells are 
truly truly wonderful, that’s for sure! And what was I doing there in 
the woods? Lovely, dark, and deep! I don’t even know, really. And 
why did I leave? The woods or the convent? I thought I had reasons 
at the time. Faded. Forgotten. Mother Superior’s firm sympathy 
then; Officer Ridgeway’s ludicrous “Caucasian” alarm now. 

Jane decided that she’d have to return to the nature center, 
parry this latest cowardice at least. Once again on the tanbark trail 
all is very silent, nearly as sealed as the convent, just the sporadic 
twitter of birds, but soon the officer shadows Jane on the ridge 
above, resembling a spavined dog against the smudges on the sky. 

He hears, or sniffs, something, and instantly straightens up. 
A wave of rain whips through and is gone. 

She improvises, giggling: Now rigid on the ridge is he/ erect to 
possibility./ Say!/Ridgeway!/Bring it down here for a poke/and !’11 
fuck you till your eyes smoke./ Insane!/ Signed, Jane. 

A fragment in Kasman’s office swims in against the present damp 
fertility, her telling him what he later designated as her vision! 
of the survey results: "One-third liked what they liked; one-third 


hated what they hated; one-third had little idea of anything." 
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“ 


"QO pray, which third are you, Officer Ridgeway? My father, Sir, 
was a whole man! I loved him in his young photograph, his face the 
very sun itself! Now I just have that reticulated picture, that’s 
all, no matter what the fuckin sentimentalists say! He’s dead! 
Period! And love for me is stone cold dead! Why mince around the 
truth? Oh there'll be plenty of Dr Kasmans, some shy, some pukingly 
aggressive. 

But nothing ever to touch me, to really enter.” 

Both have been moving, separately though absurdly: Jane sliding 
on the fragrant grass and yelling, Officer Ridgeway Z-ing down the 
slope in response to her apparent alarm. Jane stops, her shoes tilted 
down into mud, but manages to extract, and then run away before the 
officer can catch her. 

Back at the Garden of Fragrances she writes a letter to her 
father along the margins of the brochure with her left, or 
non-dominant hand, as Dr Kasman had, this one blessed time, 
specifically assigned. She interrupts this laborious task, intrigued 
for a moment with the names therein which she recites mantra-like. 
"California incense cedar juniper Himalayan sarcococca fragrant 
viburnum yellowwood saucer magnolia Japanese Snowbel! sweetshrub 
burkwood daphne fothergilla roseshell azalea Virginia 
sweetspire reeves skinnia white Chinese wisteria allium snowdrops 
grape hyacinth Siberian squll sweetbay magnolia weeping silver linden 
glossy avelia buttefflybush harlequin glory-bower summersweet clethra 
waxmrytle bee balm catmint silver edged thyme katsura calamintha. 


"Chastetree chastree chastree," she ends, chanting and crying. 
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Then in some uncanny atmospheric sorcery, lightning-crossed 
darkness clamps over the courtyard , each leaf and flower instantly 
black, and then splendidly phosphorescent. Jane, all but leaping from 
her skin in the electricity, manages to utter what she had inscribed 
in her little girl’s printing as the brochure is gently taken as she 
rises from the bench, 

revolves in the center of a resonant golden shell where a vortex 
of petals makes the air a delicious cream 

to the Blond Caucasian, his smooth body dazzling, his long hair 


webbing her face: “I'll swim with you Daddy.” 
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Frank B. 


Ford 


Greene Street Artists’ Building, #1 
5225 Greene Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 


LINCOLN 


telephone (215) 848-7385 


SHOULDN’T SELL HOTDOGS or 


Sometimes But Not Always 


1 female, 3 males 


Marie Antoinette 
Abe Lincoln 

Jack Ruby 

Lee Harvey Oswald 
Washington Post 
Electrosleaze TV 


(latter two can be doubled by Abe and Marie.>? 


An historical theme park of some pretension 


MARIE: 
JACK: 
Marie. 
MARIE: 
JACK: 


Just by 


Lincoln shouldn’t sell hotdogs. 


Well he’s selling em. We have to stand for something, 


We didn’t have to before. Under Max. 
We did. Just didn’t have to make a big deal out of if. 


being ourselves we stood for something. You could scope 


out boss’s whatchacallit, motivation then! Max (admiring) was a 


such a slob. 


MARIE: He lost the killer instinet, lost the business and lost 


mo. 


JACK: These new managers don’t get the art of the operation. 


We’re here to entertain, sure, but it’s gotta be historical. 


SCR e “eee 


You can’t make it up for Crissakes. 


MARIE: Money is the art of today, Jack. They understand that. 


JACK: I never trusted Lincoln. He aint got no pride. You 


need some freakin pride in yourself! I think half the reason Max 


gave up was he didn’t have the pride left, and plus he was hurt 
by us and everything when they really put the big takeover screw 
into high gear, forced us [to] form the union. Anyways, it 
knocked him too far down! All of it did. 

MARIE: Hey! How about us? How much could we give back? 
First the hospitalization and then the dental and then the 
percentage cuts in salary. Do you think he stopped going to the 
track? Do you think they ever stop going to the track, huh? Or 
buying whores butter creams and playing golf at Doral? 
Sacrifice? Give-backs? Don’t make me laugh. That’s only for 
the peasants. He’s just anyway an old fool, believe me. I had 
to cut him off. Must’ve discovered Ovaltine or something; 


besides, if you don’t know what you want, sex won’t help either. 


Hey 1 was working too hard for what I got from him, believe me! 
And he gave me less and less as this freakin company gave me less 


and less...! had him about nuts at the end. 


JACK: Yeah, you...have a way of making men lose their heads 


all right. 
LEE: Centering) She lost her own, yes? 
MARIE: Daily I do here, this cut-rate Disneyworid. And that’s 


another thing. I used to just leave the head in the basket after 


the knife ZOOKED down. Now it goes under my wing and I have to 


comb its crummy plastic hair and everything! Make you puke. 
LEE: Max used to like doing it, getting it to look like you. 
JACK: On a stool, fat little dumpy Jewish guy dressed 


Grossingers and looking into that ridiculous head and thinking 
real real deep--it was a sweet thing to see. He was a 
sweetheart! 

LEE: Sweethearts finish ilast--when they finish at all. Or 
the rest of us finish them. 

MARIE: Huh! You got it! But Max is history, and this is 
still a third-rate Disneyworld--fifth-rate more like! 

JACK: (miffed) You always can make it better if they let you. 
MARIE: HISTORAMA! A division of Allied Entertainment, itself 
under the monster umbrella of Cosmic Motorways, and that in turn 
just the latest little fish for Universe Nut and Seed to be 
swallowing. 

Oswald: Well Marie Antoinette, [’1ll tell you something. Cut 
the new guys in. Might soften em up. Make em feel POWERFUL! 
JACK: You lost credibility. Going around shooting fuckin 


presidents! 
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LEE: Uh huh. But 1’11 tell you, today we really tost 
credibility, Abe Lincoln and me. At the OK Corral. Wyatt Earp 
was fired this morning for dressing in Marie Antoinette’s 
clothes. 

MARIE: Mud on my best gown would you believe? And was he so 
wcond for the Empire look! 

LEE: It was the wrong look for the OK Corral leastwise. 
Next the pope’!!! be in there, 

JACK: I’d never believe it of him. Him of all people! 

Real m--Can] 

MARIE: Shit, I’d believe it of anybody. We should have one 
day every year for men to do it. Especially the real ones. 
JACK: That'd be something. That’d be one hel! of a 
something! How you come up with such ideas? 

MARIE: Student of inhuman nature. 

LEE: And so Lincoln got to be Wyatt Earp--no time for change 
of clothes for him though. There he was in his stovepipe hat 
blasting cowboys left and right. 

MARIE: Who were you? 

LEE: I just went in and fuckin fired away! I don’t know 


what stupid cowboy, or Legend of the West! I’m was supposed to 


be. 
JACK: You’re kidding. 
LEE: Hell Regan didn’t know who the hell he was supposed to 


be half the time. 


JACK: You never know in this fuckin country when you’re ina 
movie. They ought to tell you. 

MARIE: Where’d the fun be in that? Better not to know--makes 
you think you’re getting away with something. 

LEE: Weil Lincoln didn’t, because then he had to hump ass to 
the hot dog stand and let the kid go to football practice. 
LINCOLN: (entering) Keeps my metabolism up! 

JACK: You’re too good a sport. I keep telling you that. I 
did. And now we got a whatchacallit, crisis, on our hands. 
MARIE: Lincoln got mustard on his. 

LEE: Hey it’s all little kids and strung-out parents anyway. 
The gunfight at the OK’s mostly dust, dogshit, and dirt, now as 


then. You can’t make out much of anything going on. 


MARIE: They never bring out the dogshit in history. 

JACK: The horseshit comes through all right. 

LEE: Yours does. 

JACK: I repeat: YOU LOST CREDIBILITY, Lee HARVEY Oswald! 


Going around shooting fuckin presidents. I can’t get over that. 


Where’s your respect? 


LEE: That’s pretend. History. It was pretend. 1 didn’t 
shoot anybody. I don’t shoot anybody. That was and is never my 
way. 


LINCOLN: I can’t accept that pretend business. I must be 
Lincoln. Be! You and Jack are so natural in what you do, such 


artists, but-- 


JACK: Sure! Listen to him! Make mine well-done! And slap some 
more mustard on there! You aint paying for it! And I know what 
they put in those hotdogs. Don’t forget, | used to be in the 
business. 

LEE: You’re a hotdog. 

JACK: That was the idea back in Dallas. That’s the idea now. 
MARIE: Was? Is? When? It’d be confusing if |! could find a 
brain around here. 

LINCOLN: We’re the best we can get. Who else would--?7 

JACK: Nobody, but we aint haif bad at it--when they let us 


just be ourselves I! mean. 


LEE: Everything is always. Everybody always fuckin knows 
that. 

MARIE: Like we pretend to be historical characters, yes? 
LEE: That’s just the half of it. 

JACK: Hey! History is bunk anyways. 

LEE: History’s just a bad blow job, excuse my French. 


LINCOLN: History is merely a lantern on the stern. Shows you 
where you’ve been. 

JACK: Never mind al! this coffee-break and asshole 
intellectual talk! If we don’t get together and fight these new 
owners, they’l! fuck us every which way from Sunday. 

LEE: Then we’ll be history here. That’s the way they do it. 
Borrow from every Jap and Chink and Ay-rab, and when they can’t 
pay back they ax the yours trulies. 


JACK: (Cgrimly musing) Lantern...!I put mine on my pecker. 


Press Conference where the the reporters at desk are interviewed. 
WASHINGTON POST and ELECTROSLEAZE TV read signs in front of them. 
LEE and JACK, in audience, jump up when asking question or 


commenting, though they screw up this routine at times--wrong guy 


pops up. 


POST: We will answer no questions at this press conferencee. 
When called upon please restrict yourself to silence. 
JACK: Do you know they’re trying to congliomorate us down to 


the minimum wage? 


ELECTROSLEAZE: Keep your pants...up. 


LEE: You blew Nixon out of the water, right? 

JACK: Both of youse did! 

POST: He (shrugs) selfdestructed 

LEE: (waving it) Grammar schoo! report card Saint Monicas! 


Saint Monicas! 

POST: Makes YOU a card carrying--! 

LEE: Deportment F, Mr Smart Ass Washington Post! Deportment 
F! And religion, pass. 

JACK: Just pass? 

POST: It was pass-fail. 

ELECTROSLEAZE: I can answer that question! 


LEE: What question? 


ELECTROSLEAZE; Any one not asked. Questions are too haywire for 
me--time constraints you know. 

JACK: Uh uh, you just don’t wanna answer them cause you’re 
all for the queers and the Republicans! 

ELECTROSLEAZE: Is that your question? 

LEE: On the fence, one bal! on one side and the other on the 
other, hey Mr Washington Post? Hey? 

POST: Untruths! | 

LEE: So how come you wouldn’t endorse the Yalie or the Duke? 


Neither one. 


JACK: Yeah! Explain that one! 

POST: The dirty campaign! Without issue. 

LEE: They used a rubber. 

JACK: | Fuck! Everybody does the same thing. Why’re they any 
better? 

LEE: Why didn’t you report that I tried getting fair pay for 
Cuba? Your priorities are all serewed up is why. You put 


shoting JFK on top and fuck everything else, am I right? Am I 


right? 

JACK: Of course you’re right. 

LEE: Did 1 ever know you? Back in Big D? 

JACK: For us to know and them to find out. 

LEE: You're a decent guy. You meet so many seedy 


fourflushers. 
JACK: I’m (sobs) sorry [| shot you. 


LEE: Easy come-- 


JACK: I I I I want this man's story out to the public! His 
whole story. CIA FBI GE! Heads’11 fuckin roll! 


ELECTROSLEAZE: Get a sponsor and it’s done! 


JACK: And I don’t believe a word of that Deep Throat shit 
neither. 

POST: I can’t reveal my sorcerers. 

LEE: Why not? It’s all pornography anyway. 

JACK: Just how the fuck you think you’re anybody, Washington 
Post? 

POST: I am the fourth estate! 

JACK: All the rich they got their estates. 


ELECTROSLEAZE: (giggles) 

LEE: In your opinion giggle-media, or jiggle, or whatever, 
are you a disgrace cause you’re a fuckin mirror and we just see 
ourselves? 

ELECTROSLEAZE: You see what we want you to see. How could 
anything be simpler? But our work isn’t done quite yet. Since 
the morons we've created still don’t grasp it. There is just no 


way to make it simple enough. 


LEE: It’s a challenge--why you always put that word in your 
want ads. Most of the time business means how good a cheater are 
you? 

JACK: You made em that way with your TV all the time! The 
poor American morons! I got a real sympathy and that’s why. You 


fuckin made us that way! 


LEE: (dreamy) I made a Lazy Susan in an hour. 


é 


Overpowering helicopter noise and POST and ELECTROSLEAZE 


get up, throwing their chairs back, exit slowly while kissing and. 


congratulating pach other, stopping to pose for pictures. 


(JACK and LEE step on each other questions which they scream 


again and again while making their way to the stage.) 


JACK: Mr Washington Post? Cinaudible)? 


LEE: LECTROSLEAZE TV Lady? Ms Lectroslease! (inaudible)? 


They answer several times, sporadically, with different 


intonations and appropriate gestures: 


POST: Fuck you! 


ELECTROSLEAZE: Fuck you! 
(They finally exit as JACK and LEE arrive.) 
As lights dim, LEE demonstrates a dance step to slowly 


comprehending JACK. Finally JACK nods very rapidly, and they 


tentatively dance side by side until BLACKOUT. 


Urban Dialog 


We got trouble: Tuk Duk got the award, and Duk Tuk was 
supposed to. 


You sure? 

Yeah, and that’s not all. Tuk Duk is a real bum. And Duk 
Tuk, who was supposed to get it, went out and got drunk 
after the banquet and pissed off some rookie cop outside of 
The Blue Door. He’s locked up. 


Oh fuck it! Who wants to get into their shit? We only gave 
it to them ’cause they said niggers were hogging it all. 


You’re a nigger. 


Watch it! 
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Chapters 1 and 2 


The final disgust of the evening: he shows how his head is 
fastened with velcro straps. 


She rips it off his shoulders and locks herself in the 
bathroom, performing indignities. 
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Frank B. Ford 
Greene Street Artists' Building, apt 1 
5225 Greene Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 
telephone (215) 848-7385 
email: vegt@netaxs.com 


Hamburger 


A play in two acts 


by Frank B. Ford 


DIANE, around thirty-five, a ditzy housewife enamored of adult 
education 


MAC, around forty-five, a formerly ebullient businessman, now 
gripped by a diseasg that turns men to stone 


COOK, 30, and mostly over-demonstrative in word and action 


WAITER, a teen who doesn’t want to be there, especially in the 
cornball uniform of the day. 


PROFESSOR, 30, half an ardent revolutionary, half a fat fraud. 
A dangerous combination 


PORKPIE, a teen--wears a porkpie hat. Professor’s follower 
and intimate. 


HUNTER, 40, a violent stereotype 


POLICEMAN, 25, workaday, believes in routine and its relationship 
to order. 


A very large hamburger, probably made of some kind of plastic. 
A rusty pipe sticks up through the middle of the bun. 
There is a light inside the hamburger. The whole shabby works is 
the central decoration of a pseudo~-Pennsylvania Dutch drive-in 
restaurant.) Somewhere in the vicinity is a transparent 
cube or window frame. Lights come up on the staring COOK 


in this "kitchen." 


Enter WAITER. He wears a patchy beard made of steel wool, and 
carries a walkie-talkie with his order pad clipped to 


the back. He plays with switch which rat-tat-tats through a 
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loudspeaker. Cook remains blank for now--he alternates between 
this state and acute demonstration. 
DIANE enters with MAC, she fluttery while banging along with 


clogs, he extraordinarily stiff. 


Diane 

It said pull right in here. A sign. 
Mac 

Sign? Sign? 
Waiter 


That's right Ma’am, but it aint required... 


Diane 
Well that's what it said! 

Waiter 
Vill you eat? 

Diane 
Fine for you to say. 

Waiter 


Kissing vears out but our cooking-- 

Diane 
Honestly! 

Waiter 
Throw Mama over the fence-- 

Mac 


No! 


Diane 
I thought some Pennsylvania thing. An inspection. Pull 
right in-- 

Waiter 
To Dutch Wonderburger! 

Diane 


And we laughed at my Father! 


Waiter 
Ma’ am? 
Diane 
How could I say it clearer? 
Waiter 
Throw Mama over the fence a bale of hay. 
Diane 
That's so cruel! Why do people always keep saying such things? 
It's like the car: everything on it buzzes and they don't tell 


you why. You have to find out for yourself. 


Mac 
Nice machine. 


Diane 

I don't think so. Nobody tells you anything anymore. 
Mac 

Nice machine! 
Diane 


Well Mac knows machines but they should tell you something. 
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IL makes you crazy turning everything off till the stupid buzzing 
stops. 
Waiter 
Process of elimination. 
Diane 
Please don't say any more of those country things. They're 
disgusting! 
Mac 
(gagging sound) 
Waiter 
I take order for you folks? It's two for one. 
Diane 
What's that? 
Waiter 
What you get once you get twice. 
Diane 


That'll be the day--when you get anything at all. My father said 
all this was coming. 


Mac 
Nice machine. 
Diane 
He should be in a hospital but I thought...a Holiday Inn? 
Waiter 
Nice one not far but our Toofer-one's more famous. 
Diane 


Then give us one. Or two. 


(WAITER flips switch and we get screeching feedback. MAC looks 
like a twitchy swimmer trying to drain an ear; COOK seseends to 
be shot, sinking slowly as he flashes his spatula.) 
Diane 
Everything is getting so silly. 
(MAC lurches to hamburger, sits on springy chair beside it, 
examines it in the manner of a doctor at a body, thumping with a 
finger. 
WAITER gives order through walkie-talkie, COOK popping up to 
react with his own orgiastic ritual...) 
Waiter 
It's a toofer-one! Wonder! Whirl! Wiggle! 
Diane 
What kind of food is that? 
Waiter 
Wonder burgers! Wonder fries! Wonder shakes! Wuh wuh wuh! 
Diane 
Nothing's that good. 
Cook 
(through loudspeaker) Wonder-fullllllll! (when) I get done! 
Diane 
Well what's the matter with him? 
Waiter 


Can't I get you folks nothing else? 


Mac 
(peering into hamburger) Half a horse! 
Waiter 
Sir? 
Diane 
Doesn't anybody understand anything anymore? 
Waiter 
No Ma’ am. 
Diane | 
The motor! Half a horse power! Must be in there for something. 
Mac | 
Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmm. (making a stiff stirring motion with his whole 
body) 
Diane 
You can't fool Mac on that! It's his business! 
Waiter 
Yes Ma’am. No. Uh...cooking vears out but kissing don't! 
Diane 
That's backwards! 
Waiter 
Sorry about dat. Vell I get too soon old and too late 
schmarttttttt! 
Diane 


That's six of one and half a dozen of the other. 


Mac 


(leaping up and stirring with his body, obscenely) Mmmmmmmm! 
Mmmmmm ! 


Waiter 
Shouldn't do dat. People get wrong idea. 
Diane 
Hmpf! When they wee the right one write a letter to China. 
A long one full of lies. Jesus knows what's going on 
and don't think he doesn't. 
Waiter 
Lots of churches afger your meal. 
Diane 
Not today but I voted for Nixon. All I could do. 
Mac 
Tuh! Tuh! Tuh! 
Diane 
He means it used 6. aa the hamburger. 


Waiter 


I don't know Ma’am. They had the water shooting out of it last 
week but I never did see it turn. 


Diane 

Don't try to fool Mac. People are in for a surprise around here. 
Waiter 

It turned! Don't that beat all? 
Diane 


I don't know. 


(MAC returns to seat and pretends to spit water upwards. ) 
Diane 
We know, Honey. He was fine yesterday, but then he got all stiff. 
| Waiter 
Lots of stuff going around. 
Diane 
We'll all be wearing gas masks. Won't that be a fine life? 
Waiter 
Vell you excuse me I vait on these other people. (exits) 
Diane | 


(shouts) There's nobody else here! Lie about the little things 
and then you'll be stealing cars. 


(MAC has been tapping the hamburger but now sits bolt upright.) 
Diane 


That's it Mac, you just relax. (Now putting her arm around him) 
All work and no play with your stupid partner Curt running home 
all the time trying, to catch Olla screwing in the new kitchen 
and her always pretending to kill herself. Honestly! What a 
lemon! And if she's not having a breakdown or tackling some 
repairman, well then there she is with Malcolm and smoking 
marijuana in the twenty-five thousand dollar kitchen. Stainless 
steel everywhere but you can't get rid of that marijuana stink. 
And Spick and Span can brag all they want to. 


Mac 
Stink? Span? Spack? (puts ear to hamburger) 
Diane 
That partner of yours! He can cat all the yogurt and jogging he 
wants, he's still a slob. You can't shine shit my father said 


and didn't even know him. (MAC shakes his head and throws back an 
arm to tell her she disturbs his concentration.) 


All right Honey. But you're everything to that company. Don't 
forget it. (musing) That toll collector now...he was a handsome 
man. Oh I know he was a little nasty at first with his 
(imitation bass) "Well that's a new record from the Valley Forge 
exchange!" I didn't tell him but ( visionary) 1 like to go a 
hundred. A hundred's all ziggle-y blurs. Like green water. 
Like (puzzled) long green water. And I watched you, Honey. It 
all rannnnnnn across your eyes all green and pretty. (MAC turns 
to her and blankly remembers something of it.) 


Well he let me go when he stuck his head in and saw you and I 
told him we were going to a hospital or a Holiday Inn. (She 
kisses him.) 


Mac 
Hate! 
Diane 


Oh you're just jealous cause I told you about marrying him on TV 
before I saw him. That's just a daydream cause I see people 
before I meet them lots of times. You know that. It means 
nothing at all. 


(giggles) You were the preacher and Fatso Curt the best man. 
As if I'd ever pick him! And Olla and Malcolm coking it up in 
the middle of all the flowers. They took Malcolm clean out of 
Rutgers and sent him to Trenton State but I bet they got drugs 
there too. 


Mac 

Hundred? Fast kill! 
Diane 

God what's the difference what gets you. Live for today! 
(swinging binoculars out, sighting through them.) Oh look how 
nice it is here. In the car you never get a good look. FAMOUS 
MURDER ENACTED DAILY. If we got time. LIL-ALS CERAMICS 
FEATURING WORLD’S LARGEST ASHTRAY. 
And here's one hard to beat: decoupage coffin. But it's just a 
kit. We can see the murder later if you really want to but 


they're better on TV. 


Mac 


Kih kih kih kih kih--! (Kill) 
Diane 


don't get mad: at the English Language. We can't help that. 
ke it up as we go along. They way We do 

You say something to me 
Mac! Like marrying 


Now 
All we can do is ma 
everything- What else can you do? 
and I make up what you said. Imagination, 
the toll collector. What else is there? 


Mac 


Kill! (He's crawling on hamburger. ) 
Diane 


Oooo00000! Great big man with a dirty beard and a pretzel and 
he's blessing us like the pope. PRETZELTERIA--that'S cute. But 
we. it'S «-- (staggering backwards and letting binoculars fall) 
all coming at you! All tumbling down on you: The wires! Sick 
at your stomach. (She hears Mac's clambering) Oh Mac! (blinking 
her eyes) You looked so nice and now you're going to get all 
dirty. (He's peering inside as he crawls, and now he grips the 
rusty pipe as she starts crawling after him, clogs and binoculars 
pee (with WAITER to whom they obviously have given an 
order) 


Enter PROFESSOR and PORKPIE, staring at them all the while they 
walk to a table. PROFESSOR wears Che Guevara sweatshirt with 
random peace signs; PORKPIE a porkpie hat. 

Diane 
It's really not our hamburger. (When she gets near him 


he swings his free arm back viciously.) 
It's Diane! Your Di! 


; Mac 
Die! 


Diane 
You stop or Mommy'1ll hit back! 
Mac 


(swinging arm forward to ; 
r a 
Whole horse! Whole eae | asp pipe with both hands) 
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Diane 


~~ T'm on your side. (now peering in) 


pid I say it wasn't? 
They had that one 


Oh yeah. Boy that's an old one all right! 
before electricity. 


he lets go and slides down and into her. 


(Suddenly mollified, 
They bump off the hamburger together. Then PROFESSOR and PORKPIE 


jump upon the hamburger and Imitate DIANE and MAC, finally 
playing a king of the mountain in which they slap at each other 
and shriek and giggle. MAC claps his hands over his ears. WAITER 


exits, shaking his head.) 
Diane (cont) 


aren't they silly Mac? (has to shout to be heard) Hippies. 
They don't want to work. 


(Whenever they can PROFESSOR and PORKPIE make faces at DIANE and 


MAC but she ignores them by taking up the binoculars again and 
looking in another direction.) 


Another FISHFACE opening here. It's a statue of a fish, 

Mac. Laminated wood sculpture! Didn't I tell you that my Art 
Around You course would do some good? (Takes binoculars from 
eyes, jiggles them. ) 


Mac 
Crap! 


Diane 


I'm in Seeing when we get back but onl i 
y because Yoga 15S closed. 
Lance teaches Seeing and that's his only name. Can you beat it? 


; Mac 
Fishface? 
Diane 
Not you, Silly. 
Mac 
Lance? 
Professor 
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I’m missing something. Gifts you mean? Hallmark? What? 
Male Victim 

I mean an attitude! (racking sobs) 
Female Patsy 

Now now. 
Male Victim 


(continues a sort of combined crying and inarticulate whining, 
and so PATSY, draining bottle, exhorts other bowlers to now-now) 


ms Of individual bowlers will ball now-nowing. They 
have flashy shirts with individual names embroidered. 


Bowlers 
Now now etc. 
Bald Bowler 


Now now sweetie! 


Scene 3 In den with their accountant doing taxes, an emergency 
has come up. 


Male Victim (frantically paging through book) 


Why should we trust this Dr Spock? He probably wants to make all 
the babies Communist or something! 
Female Patsy 


Now now. 


Accountant 
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He was never pro business. We need Republicans in everything! 
Male Victim 

Wha--what am | looking up here? You both made me forget, 
Female Patsy 

Now now just take it easy. 
Male Victim 

Easy for you to say. You just bebop through life and I’m left-- 
Accountant 


Accurate records are so important. Why can’t People realize 
that? 


Female Patsy 


Male Victim 


Female Patsy 
Well it looked green. 
Male Victim 
Green what? 
Female Patsy 
Vomit, diar-- 
Accountant 
Never mind! Numbers, numbers! This all the cancelled checks? 
Male Victim 
Which one goddammit. You are infuriating as always! 
Female Patsy 
Now now. It’s probably normal. 


Male Victim 
Well you’re not! 
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Female Patsy 


Now now. 
Male Victim 
My life is going out the window! Out the fuckin window and into 
the toilet! 
Female Patsy 
Impossible. Uh, spacially. Not logical. *d have to come back 


INto the window in order to-- 
Male Victim (aside) 
Only a couple of years and this boring! 
Accountant 


I don’t find her so. If it’s whoopie-doo whoopie-doo all the 
time, then nobody gets their taxes done! 


Female Patsy (to accountant) 


Now now. (to Victim) Now now. 


Male Victim 
ExHAUSted all the goddamn time and you’re no help! 
Is this a murder plot? Have you come that far? Push the kid 
onto me and then watch me disintegrate until-- 
Female Patsy 
Now now. 


Male Victim 


I can’t take it anymore. I can’t! The baby’s defective and the 
relationship is worse. And I’m gone. [’m really gone! 


Female Patsy 
(starts exhorting accountant to nownow.) 
Accountant 
Uh now now. Uh, the two of you DO Pay me by the hour you know. 
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Male Victim (to accountant) 
No no! Stop! [I mean it. [’m-- I-- f-- | have to get out of 
here or lose what little Sanity--(throws hands toa face and 
trembles) 

Female Patsy 
Now now now now now! 


Accountant 


Next time you’ll have to come into the office. 


Scene 4 at kitchen table while Plumber works in bathroom 
frequent flushes 


Male Victim 


If it’s Consolidated comes in, and not Allied, then I’m gone for 
sure, 


Female Patsy 
Now now. It’s not that bad. Lots of ads in the paper. 
Male Victim 
Propaganda |! tell you! Did you know that the youngsters at work 
call me the old timer? Jesus Christ I’m losing it! I gave my 
fuckin youth to this lousy relationship and that stupid company! 
Female Patsy 


Now now. 


Male Victim 
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What an asshole! 
Female Patsy 
Please... No name-calling. Remember what the counselor told us. 


Male Victim 


I’m the asshole! Sacrificing so so much for that company and for 
what? So they could get a deal! Selling it to somebody who’!! 
fire me outright! And they stole the whole fuckin pension plan ! 


contributed to, and they’re saying not to worry, that they just 
reallocated the funds. 


Female Patsy 
Now now. It’s only money. 
Plumber (Centering) 


Only WHAT? (He brandishes large right-angled pipe.) 
Somebody sits too hard on that pot in there. 


Male Victim 
Huh! They piss in your pocket and tell you you’re sweating! 
Female Patsy 
Are they really that unhygenic? 
Plumber 
The plumber protects the health of the nation! 
Male Victim 
And this whole crazy business here in this insane house is just a 
mirror image of the outside. You’re screwed every moment af your 
life! You’re screwed every moment of your life! 
Plumber 
Now now. 
Female Patsy 
Just lucky | guess. 
Male Victim 
That does it! I’m getting out and this time | mean it! (exits) 
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Female Patsy (exiting after Victim) 
Now now. (exhorts Plumber too) 

Plumber 
I already did but Okay. Life is short. Now now. 

Male Victim (popping back) 


Yeah! Uh huh! You all know what you can do with your stupid now 
nows! 


Plumber 


No, now! Wait a minute! I wanna show you this here Pipe. 
New one’s gonna cost you ten big ones and seventeen. 


Male Victim Cexits) 


Yeah! Uh huh! Coff) You know what you can do with your stupid 
Pipe. 


Patsy 
ONE HUNDRED SEVENTEEN...? For a pipe? 
Plumber 


Double it with the labor tossed in. It’s from a really weird 
Place. 


Patsy 


Aren’t we all? 


Scene 5 Male Victim alone, w potted Palm. Gets, up , waters it. 
Enter Hippie (opposite sex live-in) eating from a can and then 
throwing can away. 


A WOMAN SITS ON THE SOFA AND SMILES THROUGHOUT 
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Male Victim 
As 1 was saying, that person-- 

Female Hippie (burps, wipes face on sleeve) 
Yeah...like well it’s tough. 

Male Victim 


--took my dignity away. I begged and begged. Until I! became 
less than human. 


Female Hippie 
Yeah, uh, like-- 


Male Victim 


Believe me there was no extent I wouldn’t go toa. lt became 
harrowing and utitimately disgusting. Ugh! Just disgusting! 
Ihhhh! Slime you turn into! Doormat! Wipe your feet on me, or 


or or anything more disgusting. 
Female Hippie 
Yeah like well it’s tough. 


Male Victim 


My life is gone. Gone! Kaput! I’ve ruined it. I mean it was 
ruined for me. A lot of people cooperated on that little 
project, you can bet your ass on that one! Not just ald 


whats-her-name. 

Female Hippie 
Yeah like well it’s tough. 

Male Victim 
And what...was left? The horrible, insidious memories of 
COMFORTING! (Here a manic walk in which now-nows in every 
possible intonation are mocked.) Now now (etc) 


Female Hippie 


Cinterjects a word at a time into above speeches) 
Yeah...well...like...tough. 


Male Victim (breathless) 
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Such minimal, miserable attempts at being a human being! (to 
chorus) Such minimal, miserable attempts at being human beings! 
Female Hippie 
Yeah...well, like I said, it’s tough. 
Male Victim 
And what’s left? What’s left now? (clumps down to knees) (to 
audience) Oh Sweet Merciful God, what is left? 
Female Hippie 
You got any fuckin money? 
(Patsy from previous scene enters. The three look to seated 
woman as if for prompts) 
Woman 
All right. Are you all finished? [’m comfortable that this is 
the approporiate time when you are most comfortable, or as 
comfortable as you can get for the time being. Now let’s talk 
about all of this. The dynamics of couples, of triangles. It 


was my disseration. 


(The three of them give her the finger and exit and she resumes 
smiling.) 


Ccont) Very well then. You are not entirely comfortable with 
listening, but I will proceed. Schwartzman and O'Donnel! in 
their groundbreaking study of couples of every sexual 
configuration found what you might expect. The best studies do. 
It’s more comfortable that way. 


Now with the female victim and the male patsy Cinarticulate 
babble, as we see actors who Played in ist act, their names 
supered under) 


Additionally with the male victim and the Male patsy 
+». (those two actors shown etc) 


while a definite contrast sharpens with the female victim and the 
female patsy 


(...those two actors etc) 
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and in conclusion, in perhaps the most definitive statement 
concerning the entire dynamic we are presented with the 
male victim and the female patsy. 


(...those two actors etc) 


Of course such neurotic behavior has its dysfunctional 
supporters! 


(...rest of super credits roll by. She smiles, gets up, starts 
removing her clothes. Go to black at right teaser moment-- 
very sexy) 


Now! Which of you wimps is brave enough for the deepest therapy? 
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Lips Smooth As Oil 


From the balcony of the church, Ted spied the backs 

of the women seated below, picture hats floating between their 
shoulder blades. Each had flanked herself with a purse and a 
grayish-white praybook. He had gone there, the closest church to 
his new apartment, to check out the ladies. 

Something hit them, they'd splinter, he thought, signing the 
book passed to him by his pewmates, Dr and Mrs Marius Ohgo. 
After Ted x'd newcomer, writing his old address, the cherubic Dr 
Ohgo placed a beefy hand on his arm and whispered during a pause 
in Pastor Carruther's Psalms Never Before or Seldom Quoted, 
"You're to come with us afterwards for cookies. Mrs Ohgo's 
cookies are closer to heaven than even our seats here." Ted 
blurted acceptance and Ohgo winked, "From Erie, huh? Well, did 


you travel from Erie with any?" 


Judging from Dr Ohgo's ecstatic smile, Ted's Pardon? was 
just the right answer. Was it his hunger and the talk of cookies 
made him smell chocolate? 

They walked to the Ohgos through falling leaves--Ted still 
puzzling br Ohgo's bizarre digs at Reverend Carruthers while Ted 
shook the pastor's hand before escaping the church. Now Ohgo, 
his blowing hair whiter than the weak sunlight, was classifying 
love as Ted studied identical aspects of the neighborhood's 
architecture: "...and I love Mrs Ohgo too and her wondrous 
baking--exemplified by this majestic stomach preceding me 
everywhere--and you'll soon see my other love. And of course, as 
I said, I love the God encompasing all my loves." 

"Well one of your loves is different, Marius--I'll give you 
that!" rang back Mrs Ohgo from the spinning leaves ahead. She 
limped, Ted noticed. 

At the huge hall closet, Ted witnessed Dr Ohgo as hanger 
meister, separating clusters of hangers meticulously before 
plucking out three for their coats. Mrs Ohgo donned her long- 
mileage smile which spoke total forbearance; Ted shifted from 
foot to foot in the vaguely chocolate-smelling air. Once free of 
her coat she brightened as to a batch "just ready to pop in" and 
limped off. 

Ohgo shepherded him into the den, first having him close his 


eyes. Upon opening them Ted perceived smears, pink ones against 


thickly varnished knotty pine. He guessed they came from a small 
fire in the fireplace, but what sprung to focus proved to be 
large paintings of barebreasted girls in silky boxing shorts and 
burgundy gloves. One resting on the floor, a taunting blond with 
eyes of indigo flame, stood taller than Ted, almost as if he 
could, with some boldness, shake her gloves and wish her luck. 

"Did you travel from Erie with any?" squealed Dr Ohgo, his 
head an immense balloon floating against the knotty-pine, his 
white hair flaring in a sudden draft, his face even more scarlet. 

"Not with any of these 1 didn't." 

"The brassiere is an example of sound engineering but God, 
my Erie friend, has the touch of an artist," he preached, his 
eyes intensely ees "Can you imagine it says in Proverbs that 
their lips are smooth as oil but their legs go down to hell? 
Well their legs are rooted right here, thank you. And make of 
this beautiful earth even more of a heaven, am I right, Mr Erie? 
Did you travel here with any? Oh well, if you get it here that's 
fine too! Would you like to name that one you seem so 
enamored of? I'd call her that from now on if you did." 

Ohgo plopped into a director's chair facing the same painting. 
ie ee be eer 

"No matter, tell me after Mrs Ohgo plies you with the other 


loveliness of the house." Dr Ohgo closed his eyes, knitted his 


hands across his belly, and sighed periodically until Mrs Ohgo 


entered some minutes later, ushered by puffs of chocolate. 


"Tomorrow, Theodore!" piped up Ohgo, "you'll remember that her 


cookies don't melt in your mouth, my friend, oh no! They melt 
your very mouth, Theodore. May I! call you Theodore?" 

"What did he say, dear?” interrupted Mrs Ohgo. 

"That he's very very lonely." 

"Well I shouldn't wonder. Isn't a shame we couldn't bring 
these lovely lovely girls to life?" 

She put down the tray of huge mugs splotched a cream and 
violet. Misshapen from her ceramic class, and primal to Ted as 
they fumed, they encircled a dish piled with steaming chocolate 


chip cookies, wildly aromatic. 


"That'd be something all right, having them all here in the 
flesh: a heaven on earth, my Erie friend! Where it rightly 
belongs. Seek and ye shall find! I don't believe in heaven. 

I believe in here. I like them when they are ever so SO SO 
slightly burnt--the cookies not the girls--the chocolate melts in 
the air, becomes the air, the fragrance linnnn-gering for days. 
Ahhhhhhh! By the way, Theodore, butter, as you're finding out by 
the look of you, is another of Mrs Ohgo's secrets." 

Sonofabitch is a brick short of a load! is Cliff's 


conclusion that next afternoon during Ted's phonecall to the 


Gannon College Library. Did you ever figure what you traveled 


from here with? 
Dr Ohgo informed me that there comes a time when we must 


forget our baggage or it locks to us, like in the famous logo for 


Death of a Salesman. 


Yeah his sons left him babbling in the shithouse while they 
went off with the whores. Sex can make you less than human. 

Don't say that! 

Hey it was just cookies! We got them here in Erie too! 

You never know what can start you off. 

I'll second that--we're at a dangerous age. But, Dr and Mrs 
Marius Ohgo, hey? What's he doctor of? Were the cookies shaped 
like tits too? I can see their coat of arms: a cross of cookies 
rampant on a field of breasts. Actually, he sounds like a lot of 
gabby, ball-breaking priests here, only they're warped by 
theology--I don't know their positions on breasts and women 


boxers. They got one on everything else, that's for sure. 


Wait a second, some horny padre wants to check out The Joy of 
Sex. How you doing, Father? No problem: he's just checking me | 


out actually. 


I swear the spoon stood straight up in the hot chocolate and 


whipped cream. 
There was something else standing up. 


- Elevate your gutter mind, ‘cause I have real problems. 


a nut and probably so's the wife, and I scarfed in those 


Anyway, 


otherworldly cookies for hours too long while Ohgo prattled on, 
but what the hell, I don't know anybody down here in Media. 
Well, didn't before... 

Ah hah! My patience will be rewarded! After the pigout, 
the <<<? 

Well I had catapulted myself to a sugar high, and I figured 


a lot of black coffee'd calm me down?--I had an oat bran muffin 


too, at Dunkin Donuts. But then things took an even weirder 


turn. 


"I've been waiting a whole hour! He's a rotten bastard and 
you're all rot--" 

"Pardon?" 

"And look at this!" It's suppose to be fall, pretty colors 
in the trees and all that shit, you know? And that total asshole 
on the TV who makes up poems about the weather? He didn't make 
up one for this, did he?" Wet snow clumped against the window of 
Dunkin Donuts, refracting headlights as cars slid into the 


parking lot. 


Look, I told her, I can see that you're upset. 


What she say? 


Then I must be the most sensitive male in this whole stupid 
Media, Pennsylvania--or words to that effect. 


Translation: sucker. 


So she asks me for a ride home, but then has to check me out 
with the help, which is a United Nations of giggling. You know, 
Is this guy all right? They don't know of course. Toothless 
Hispanic woman covered in white sugar yells, Hey take chance, 
Letty! How you can do no worse? 

Look! I told them. I just moved here. I come from Erie. 
Which was a mistake because one of them, some ds of Cambodian 
Negro fat girl screams Erie! Snow up the ass, that's Erie! 

Then, of course, my name became Snow-Up-the-Ass until we got out 
of there. 

And thus t'will be each and every time you go back, 
the tool of ridicule being the only one left for the working 
poor--like the gravedigger in Hamlet. 

Spare me the Left Sociology. And especially the Literature! 
First thing she says getting into the car is No funny business, 
you understand? and I say look I want to get home myself, I've 
had one hell of a strange day! And then she cries and cries for 
miles and won't tell me how to get to where she lives. 

Which is information you'd have to have. 

And asks me to stop, asks me questions as to why this guy 


would stand her up, etc. 


Maybe alien women got him. We can look for his story at the 
supermarket checkout. 

Whatever. Anyway there we were gazing at the woods, 
which she had hated just before in the quote-unquote stupid snow, 
and now finds beautiful because God did it and not people. 
Uh...the...comforting, uh, gets warmer, and man! Everything just 
turns furious. And at the end she cries twice as much and says 
she's happy because God put us together at the lowest moment of 
her entire life. 

It had been quite a religious day for you. What's she look 
like? 

A boy. 

I often thought that about you. Are you sure you know the 
difference? 

Probably hasn't read a book in her life. And everything is 
immediately emotional! Like, boom, right away. You can't think. 

Let me stop you before you get to natural rhythm, you 
typical little suburban snot-nosed snob--but then we already 
know that. 

Look, I don't have time for your ten cent analysis! I seem 
to...have her now for some reason, and this is the even weirder 
part: I smelled chocolate at lunchtime from some brat ripping 
into a Hershey bar at the J-Eleven and...started getting a 


hardon. 


Well you can't be allowed on the streets like that--not good 
for much but giving directions. 

That passes for funny in your sealed sewer of a mind, I 
know, but... 

Food and women! Mmmmmm! What you got to complain about? 
Smear her with chocolate and you can die a happy man. 
Anyway, all those tits at the mysterious and redolent Ohgos, you 
couldn't reign yourself in. Ah shall I compare thee to a 
slummer's lay? 

It it it it had started as comforting, innocent, uh mostly, 
and went haywire and now I don't know what the hell I'm doing! 
We had breakfast this morning before work, but first I picked her 
up at her place, and...then...before we could get out the 
door...Wham Bam again! I can't think! And she! She doesn't 
even bother... I never met a woman quite like this. No 
substances or bullshit needed. Out of control. 

I thought such a condition was devoutly to be wished. 

Well it's ripping the shit out of me. I mean this new 
job, man, with a lot of problems, and that's quite enough to make 
me nervous, thank you. I have to get down to work and knock off 
all this happy horseshit. I've got to catch hold and damn soon. 
I don't know what I'm doing. I'm sitting here now in the middle 


of about a thousand books they were supposed to inventory before 


I took over. And lI thought Gannon's bookstore was screwed up! 
Well this is Widener, a university, so it's screwed up big time! 

Try the personal inventory first. You're a good guys you 
just have no character. 

Get in control you mean, because, like, she's out of it, 
yes? 

Or is it that she's very much in it, o pale and loitering 
knight? 

Never mind the fuckin books. It's bad enough I got to 
peddle them. They're all shit. 

I swear I won't even mention Letty! But the weather here! 
Like, Erie has the reputation for lousy...but here it pisses mud 
out of the sky half the week and all of the weekend. It drips 
clammy gray inside your skull. And this is the time my boy-girl 
starts talking about getting serious quote unquote. I am really 
not ready to go to the movies with her yet--even though we've 
gone a bit beyond that in the few months since...but I promised 
not to talk about her and I'm not...uh...anymore. So how are all 
the Literary Lions at Gannon College? 

The same pitiful mess, and Nature is without her diadem up 


here too: we're about fifty-fifty mud and snow from a crazy thaw, 
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but now it's hardening up as we're just now plummeting through 


zero as I speak. Looks like a grimy abstract out there under the 


frozen streetlights: how I visualize purgatory. 

I'm in it! Shit, I can't love her! Jesus Christ she's just 
a girl--which you can hardly tell by looking. 

Get her a pair of boxing gloves and some flashy shorts. 
Or better yet, you're capable of an even more infantile image. 

Cliff! Holy Jesus! I haven't had a life yet! 

To be serious, Ted, friend, you're having one right now. 
Who ever said it suppose to consist of big ideas? Ever think 
that maybe you're lucky? 

How can I be lucky and this upset? Cliff! What'll I do? 

Who knows? Your candle is lit and you're still cursing. 

Last night I...sat in a chair and cried! 

Yeah we do that sometime. 

Ted walks past the Ohgo's, but can't ring the bell. 
The early evening's bluish fog eats into dollops of snow atop 
skeletal bushes flanking their front door. A buttery cloud 
shoulders under. 

Is there another young man in there perched in all that 
rosiness and aroma? Did you travel from Trenton with any? From 
Scranton, Philadelphia? Stockholm? Zaire? Do you find our 


fighting blond as overwhelming as did our friend from Erie? 
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Speaking of Whom! And Ted sees himself in the den, 
sputtering "I had such a nice time, and I 'm I'm I'm thinking of 
joining the church and had a question or two." 

By then standing under a haloed streelamp, he hears Cliff's 
voice saying Belay the conscious phoniness; enough will filter 
through your depraved personality naturally. 


Letty is still there in powder-blue fake fur, seated ona 


milk crate clotted with filthy snow and smoking a cigarette, the 
knives of her knees wide apart. "Hey Big Shot! I was just 
getting ready to quit on you! Isn't this where you came in? 
When I was waiting for another so-called man?" 

"I'm sorry. I had to go back to a place." 

"What'd she say?" 

"Tt wasn't like that. It was something else. Something I 
don't understand." 

"Hmph! That's really overrated, that shit. What's so hot 
about understanding things anyway? It's what you do before you 
understand things that counts, and when you don't understand 
them. Who can't do things when they understand them?" 

"What did you say? I don't under-" 

"You heard me but don't understand." She flipped the 


cigarette away as they got in the car. "Can't. It's okay. You 
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do your best, Snow-Up-the-Ass. That's the name for you all 
right." 

"Well mine for you is Ssss-Screwball." He started the 
Datsun. 

"That's an easy one. For anybody. I never met anybody that 
one didn't fit." 

They parked by a playground. The night had become clear, 


starlit. His adam's apple and trousers bulged, with tension in 


between. 

"Not tonight--nothing--I'm too down," she broke the silence. 

"It's probably because..." he began. 

"Whoa. Shut up! I don't want you fuckin my mind anymore. 
And I don't wanna know why anyways. Right now it's just 
what is." 

They stared past the swings and sliding boards of the icy, 
glimmering, playground, through the pines and into the housing 
development beyond, the lighted houses like broken grins. 

"Well I guess we better...something..." she eventually 
sobbed. "There's screwing your life away and there's...babies." 
In the cold she tucked her feet under her, making herself 
smaller--he experienced pity for an instant. 

"My God! There are so many things we'd have to talk about 


before...!" 
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"Hey! You talk! I'll be too old by then. Old woman-—-not 
that you wouldn't try to screw me even then. Never saw anybody 
had to have it more. Even that first night I could feel it like 
nothing in my life ever. Now shut up before you begin to 
apologize or explain!" She tugged at him to force herself, 
"Mmmmm!" under his arm. "I can't tell you how good you smell! 
How come you always smell so sweet?" 

"Ch-ch-ch-ocolate seized me one batty day." 

"yeah! That's what's it's like, a little, chocolate or 
something." 

"And I don't appreciate your characterization of me as some 
sort of animal." 

"Lighten up, Snow-Up-the-Ass, I'm teasing. Mostly anyways. 
Hey, with us it was like, instant! Explosion! So? After that? 
What?" 

By way of answer he thrust her back into her own seat, to 
deliver, with all the rational will he could muster, a farewell 
speech laced with the highest sentiments he had ever announced. 

What an insight! It destroyed me! What I discovered is 
that what's really really crazy is the domestic shit, that's 
what's crazy. I thought the way I used to live, the goddamn 
ravaging, wracking sexual drive and and and the horrible 


loneliness and the drinking all night and running ten miles the 
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next morning and then puking and and...well, anyway, that's 
really not what's crazy, really crazy. Crazy is the Ohgos and 
all the people dying away in their snug little bungalows with all 
the burners and the ovens cooking, and kids pissing in every bed! 
It's good I met the Ohgos, ‘cause they represent the so-called 
home in its most insane form. I mean, girls with b-breasts, 
b-boxing while you get fatter and fatter? A domesticated pig? 
This I want in my future? 

And and and and women like Letty, offering everything up 
with this smartass Mona Lisa smile and getting you you you 
babbling, and then instantly purring Just step this way to 
Domestic Death! Uh uh! 

Man I did it! I ended it and I never felt better! Like I'm 


burning with the feeling! Free, Baby, free! 


About a month later Cliff had an early dinner at a German 
Restaurant with a priest who taught philosophy at Gannon, and 
they argued so long afterwards--the waitresses huddling and 
pointing--that he barely made closing time at Toppy's Terrific 
Tuxes. He cast the plastic-sheathed garment into the cancerous 
Monte Carlo, fistailed out of boulders of squalid ice, flooring 


it all the way to Media. 
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The Loop 


"Listen, you don't talk much. Reason this hour's in the 
contract with genuine Golddust Charley--that's me--you can ask 
anything. Now with the loop--the New York ad boys say run that 
thing continuously on the TV. How that helps business I don't 
know, but they swear it. It's a silly thing, from movie all the 
college kids are showing for some reason. Me greeting territory 
governor, him with the white goatee and the nice creamy suit, you 
know, and then me, all dignity, falling off the mule...scruffing 
around, banging pots and pans tied to me...cloud of dust and the 
governor choking, his suit getting all filthy! Governor played 
by Buster Neville, crabby grandfather now on Leave My Daughters 
Alone. Well, I reckon it's funny to some folks. 

Now we don't fool ourselves it's gonna be no mob down 


there--why you fork over quarter of McDonald's franchise hit." 


Mama when I loked out that dore lst time loked like hell and 


murcury. When I cd focuss I see as how US navy must of puled in 
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here with decks loded with batelship gray pant..... forrin 
ade.....- gave it to the naytives..... Well the fans come with hole 
stupid pkg are moving the heet. Sort of. And as I say every 
bilding in this sekshun of the HOT!!! towns panted batlelship 
gray. Lovly site. But..... theres plenty mony hear and we all 
redy rased pryces and we aint even open. GOLDUST CHARLY peple 
mak it ezy. Just punch in new pryces on this hear calclater 
thing it spits out this hear tape you slap on the menyus....... 
they think of evrything. Exsept how to get are freesers out of 
custums. They came late with stakes. They pluged in down there 
they got that much branes but they woodnt releese athing till bet 
a milyun CLIFF went down there greesed some palms. 

Mony talks even if he dont. Woodnt reknize him mama....... 


hes hapy. And Im not so bad you now me if theres a laf in it. 


Few lafs all along with bet a milyun.....verry few. Anyways got 
those freesers out by a methud yu dissgree with but..... when in 
YOME...--s .do as amercans. 


"T'1] tell you from your viewpoint you'll probably have two, 
three good years with GOLDDUST CHARLIE'S and then we turn into 
PRETTY PAULA'S PANCAKE PLATZ which we started one already in 
Crested Butte, Colorado. But you don't do nothing about that. 
We'll send whole thing in a package and you just nail over the 


western stuff with the new Baravian or Bavarian or something 
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panels, and we send you menu cassette and basic mix, frozen. 
As our first foreign operator we'll make it right no matter what, 


if you know what I mean." 


They call it spansh but its nothing like we talked when papa 
was alyve. Did I say the grate day!!!!! Never mine. You read 
this long aftur the wunderfull events. Of course the wunderfull 
GOLDUST CHARLY of the movies nobody even watch on TV will ride in 
on his ass.....no....- not CLIFF. Hay mama a few yrs hear to 
knock out the amercan dreem and then back to sum stupid subbirb 
to have sum BUDGY WILKERSON pick a grane of powdr off yur nose 
like preforming a sacrimint. And then yu talk about baby crap 
1/2 the time. Hay Mama Im 1/2 a prepy myself!!! 

Plese plese plese rember send me catallog of MUNCY SISTERS 
OF MANE. Its cool here just befor yu sleep and I woodnt mind 
look over the harber in nice sweter. My Goldust Charly danchall 
plastic waytress outfit I wear hot as hell all day. 

Vinil hoor Im spose to be..... know you dont like that talk 
but Im a teese!!! 


PS Hows my spelen. 


"And that's another thing! What's all this here talk of the 


kids about plastic. This is 'plastic' and that is "plastic'? 


I defy anybody just looking to tell that that's not barn siding 
we bang in all over the restaurant. And plastic tops of the 
tables! You couldn't get nothing to penetrate that crip-crap. 
Nothing! But can you imagine we did work on plastic tumbleweed 
early on? Finally I say you can't have a restaurant with things 
rolling through there. 

So what the heck I'll go with the kids on that one. That 
was damn silly. Well you make plenty mistakes trying to float 
one of these franchise deals. But thank the good Lord we got 
bugs out before first foreign operation. Now I'll tell you it 
don't look like much down there, just tin and heat, but looks 
can deceive. It's a damn busy port and up in the mountains they 
gotta little boom going--little silver. 

‘Course all the accountants and pencil pushers run up there 
for life of romance don't you know? They'll be back when it 
wears off, with their dicks dripping, and then buy plenty steaks 
from you. Don't say much do you, uh, Cliff? How could you when 
I'm the one always talking? Well never mind, ‘cause you'll talk 


with all those profits!" 


"Orders!" Cliff's red blotches seem to run as he vibrates 
behind the grill. 
"TI already told you! The lovelies want sundaes, 'Crested 


Beauts.' Dude wants a 'Shy-Anne Steak.' We don't give oil 


changes so I can't help him there. Good thing he's drinking 
moonshine cause it's the best smell around him. They voted no on 
the free 'Cactus Juice'--our own Six and Seven-Eighths Up!" 

"Never mind all that!" Cliff throws the frozen steak on the 
grill. As it bounces twice he spins his flashing spatula. 

"Could kill a man." 

"Never mind all that neither!" Nina shoots back, hitching up 
her golden vinyl dress while again inspecting the customers. 

Two blatantly rouged Indian women wrapped in army blankets flank 
a fat, but quick-eyed man now throwing an arm round the shoulders 
of one, who appears stoic behind her trashy makeup, but then 
softly cries. 

"The one of them's crying!" whispers Cliff. 

"Cook!" 

"And, looks like gun on table!" The shiny blotches on his 
face migrate 

"So I saw. But don't worry, brave Cliff, it's solid rust. 
Both barrels rusted shut. Couldn't fire." 

"T don't know about guns." 

"Or anything else, Bet-a-Million." To this he stuck his 
tongue out. "If you looked you'd see couple of bags--not the 
ladies--with some rocks. Smelly has come down from the mountain 
with his nuggets and whatchcallit, his paramourees. He's gonna 


keep alls he got. Gun's no good but sort of warning. One's for 


AM, one's for PM--ladies." 

"Well you never mind about all that neither. Don't like 
guns in here." 

"You said that, Cliff Baby!" 

"Well I don't!" 

"He don't say much but what he says he says twice." 

"You're just nervous is all, Nina. They're probably tied in 
with Golddust Charlie's appearance in some way. Show business. 
Show-O-business!" Cliff shouts, bending over the grill like a 
question mark. 

"That mean they don't pay? Great! The take for opening 
day'1l probably be close to squat. I mean after we have to drag 
has-been Charlie to the hotel bar tonight. Never-was I mean!" 
She wheels around from him to punch up the sundaes on the 


machine, which prints PRECISION MEASURING IS THE KEY TO 


PROFITS! !!!!! "Do tell?" she questions brightly, holding the ice 
cream scoop high. "What you know about guns? More than 
Cliff-Baby!" 


As she waits for the next line to scroll down, a small man 
materializes at the customers' table. His white clothing flaps 
as he hisses "Essa es la hembra de El Grande!" 

"De Quien?" puffs the fat man while squeezing the shoulders 
of the tearful Indian woman in drawing her in more tightly. 


The small man's rushing away elongates his answer: "Jaime!" 


Now the fat man stares full at the statue-like Nina, the 
twitching and blinking Cliff wrapped in the grill's smoke. 
The fat man shrugs at them; his eyes, though, dash everywhere. 

"What's that all about?" Cliff asks, reversing the spatula 
to nudge up a corner of the steak for a peek at the underside. 

"Tl don't believe this." The ice cream scoop she had hoisted 
falls; the message on the computer screen blinks with great 
rapidity. 

"What? Spit it out Nina!" She lifts the scoop again, her 
golden dress riding solidly up. "Tell me dammit!" Cliff 
threatens with the spatula. 

"B-best translation...that's Big Jim's girl!" 

"It's a show, Nina. Wake up!" 

She shakes the teflon scoop at him. "I'll try!" 

"All this show and nobody watching but us." 

"Flip the stupid steak! It smells burnt!" 

"Don't tell the cook about cooking and he--" But they must 
look to silver glimmers lacing the front windows, through the 
gold medallions featuring Golddust Charlie's face surrounded by 
red and purple bursts. Jagged streaks are jumping from the 
string of plates and pans and cups rattling extraordinarily from 
the genuine Golddust Charlie's belt. Under all of this bright 
motion the purple cloud of a mule, its shadow overlapping all the 


other furious shadows behind the golden windows. 


"Don't you understand English?" Charlie screams at the mule, 
both blurring even more, his digging spurs like snakes of chrome. 

"Nina!" comes Cliff's strident whisper, "start the VCR, the 
loop!" When it appears that Charlie and the reluctant mule are 
almost breaking through one of the windows, the fat man shoots it 
away with both barrels, the glass flowing outward in shards, past 
Charlie and the collapsing mule. Now, Charlie is sliding off 
almost casually, to stagger belly-thrust into the smoky room in 
such a way that the seal on his yellow t-shirt seems to 
reconstitute the one the fat man had blasted away. Charlie draws 
his shiny cap pistols but they ultimately flip out of his hands, 
his eyes drop shut, a bar of blood swells across the top of his 
t-shirt. 

The fat man and the women are gleefully shrieking, stomping 
their feet to make him fall. By then Nina and Cliff huddle 
behind the grill, shaking. "Didn't...no guns?" he keens. 

Flecks of rust settle into her hair from the huge cloud of smoke. 
"Oh Cliff!"--and her head shakes in a slower rhythm than her 
words--"this time you really..." 

They hear Charlie fall in a thumping, rattling rush. 

The stomping ceases, and into the ensuing silence Nina raises up 
to peek. The fat man mockingly raises himself in his chair and 
holds his hand up as if to wave, but instead wiggles sausage- 


thick fingers to set both his women giggling once more. 


Then, he reloads. 

Instantly the stomping begins anew, but quite deliberately 
slow, the fat man thrusting the still-glowing firearm high into 
the nestling cloud of smoke, and then lowering it by tiny degrees 
to the level of the couple behind the grill. 

When the stomping achieves a moderate beat and the bolts 
snap back in the ancient gun, Cliff and Nina hold a race through 
the store room and--save for a shrieking and windmilling instant 
when they are stuck together in the back doorway--beeline to the 
filthy alley. 

They have not seen the fat man spit, the Indian women roll 
inside their blankets to simulate running, the steak, seized in 


gristle, turning on the grill. 


Harmonica Dawn 

My uncle had a lampshade in his chest and I had a Hohner 
chromatic har@onica and a dog with ginger ale eyes. I lost the 
dag the hot day Dr. Avrun whispered of the lampshade. 

Spreading rock-colored cracks of the concetina pocketbook 
and then her snapping off the rubber bands of a blackened 
envatece to get at the saoney cospressed there— in the fetid hall 
Dr. Avrun and my aunt were like one dark statue against the 
sunlight shot up from the street until he hissed “Cancer. I’m 
sure now. Like a lampshade in his chest." Ghe drew away and the 
light flowered between them in the massive quiet. 

"But...what..?" she began, what looked like crystals rushing 
through her hair. A match ripped in the kitchen as the old man 
lit one of the black cigars. 

"Nothing. No one can,* Dr. Avrun uttered as he slid by the 
sun-—fringed, trembling woman and down the stairs while she clawed 
at the envelope for his money. The few bills she finally 
unfolded smelled like garbage. 

As I eased ay door shut I felt the icy harmonica in ay other 


hand. I placed it on the dresser and saw ayself and my lamp in 
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the mirror, saw amy finger trace the downflaring shade, drop to 
the fretted base. 

As I hung there in my own breathing I heard the woosh as she 
closed the pocketbook, her dragging past ay room. “The msoney'”" 
she croaked. Soon One Man’s Family would blast from her radio as 
he slamaed cabinets in the kitchen. I sat on the bed to practice 
the harmonica, pushing in the lever to learn the nuance of half- 
tone, playing so quietly it sounded like reedy whisperings. The 
stove rattled as he frightened the blind cocker out. I guess he 
drank for the whole excruciating tiege the old dog whipped her 
leash around the floor. The sound unnerved ae but I really left 
to avoid puzzling over the bell-shaped lampshade in front of ay 
mirror. As I crept past the kitchen I heard him winding the 
potato-sized old railroad watch, slap-slapping of that leash on 
the linoleusa. 

I always went to the arcade when they screamed and it seemed 
the right place now too. Old enough to forsake the scooter and 
the merry-go-round I sought a tiny side room where I stood for a 
moment between sex and violence-——Dancers of Old Paree, Despsey 
vs. Willard. 

Power of Advertising. Chose the dancers this time, their 
photograph over the movieola having been selectively burned and 
exfoliated by cigarettes. My nickel rolled down and I turned the 
greasy handle to make milky girls with baby-fist breasts walk 
around a brocaded room full of foreign-looking sofas. Each a 
blurry, dumpy letter A they smiled at the camera and waved 
scarves. A few frames later the scarves were allowed to flutter 


down into a pile which everybody gazed at until the brownish 
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fade. It was high art for a nickel. 

Actually sex was violence for me, just about—though I‘d 
never singe a lady’s downshading V with a cigarette. Speedy 
would if he had the energy. He weighed about a hundred pounds 
and possessed tiny green eyes which unfocused when he talked. 
“Never fuck your friends," he counseled, backing his philosophy 
with the torn-out chapters which comprised the poolroom Library. 
I read as he mixed his aspirin and coke. It was all penis as 
avenger stuff where men punished or generously straightened 
around woeen, then beat thes up or kept their pants. They were 
thrillingly cruel in running up their perfect won-lost records 
but they put me in a quandry about Claire, and when I masturbated 
in the shed I had built from Westinghouse packing cases I screwed 
Claire for some hurt I had devised with the erection. 

I stole a heavy book from the drugstore lending library and 
found another way, similar but better. This book opened with a 
cool gasbler in a ruffled shirt walking off a riverboat and in 
front of a lady’s carriage. “It would be a pleasure to be run 
over by someone so..." 

In a week or so they’d accidentally aeet again and trade a 
lot of silly innevendo. He'd begin to call on her—they’d wara. 
Then for a reason the author never made clear they began 
despising each other. This ensued until the Civil War, when they 
finally hooked up after a day’s work among the bleeding and 
scorched. The first time he all but rapes her in a thunderstora 
but# the whole thing turns into prodigious screwing on autual 
terms and without syabolism. I looked upon this latter 


arrangement as nice, and nice for Claire and was musing of it on 
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the way hose. 

But the dying man splintered my daydreams for he was coming 
out as I got there and I hid behind a tree across the street. I 
watched him as he reached an arm behind to pull the door to. As 
he got it closed the dog jerked on his leash and the old aan fell 
against the black, peeling door, sprawling, the whites of his 
eyes ripping in his steamy face, his other arm thrown out to 
counter the straining dog. Flung against the door in his 
buttonless conductor's coat, the thready aray shirt he could have 
worn in France, he spit out the black cigar and roared "No!" 

He‘d led a tight life before this; I had never seen hia so apart. 
To me he looked like one of the slides in the aovieola machine in 
the arcade, not Dempsey and Willard, certainly not the arty 
dancers but...a man pinned. 

He fell off his doar to begin the first of countless walks 
through our riverfront neighborhood, though I still held the 
Picture of him fixed there. 

When your mind is not your ow but belongs to books and 
terror and rip-roaring chemistry, well then fantasy is an ever— 
increasing wave, and the photographs of the old man that were in 
the house popped up in ay head one by one. I saw hia first as 
the conductor, black suited gold-buttoned brawny—faced conductor , 
punch instantly ready in his hand. Click snap click. 

The doughboy. Over there. Rinky dinky parlee voo ah but 
those songs he rarely sang were not hia. Him. The trooper hat 
cradling a soft gray—brown light, his quiet pressed lips. 

Looking as if he’d never gone over there with the brow 


newsreel ’s flickering, jerking heads in the cattle cars and too- 
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fast sliding ships. 

The popeyed groom in shiny clothes crushing the cake with a 
blunt knife before the blurred-back witnesses. Everyone so fixed 
in place it’s a wonder they could break up afterwards. And the 
frizzled-silk girl didn’t look crazy ads ene scared. 

And at around ay age he looks up at me painfully, wistfully, 
in his confirmation picture. fs if that self behind the oval 
face, that self who might have been like me, could feel that 
lampshade spreading, spreading out. At this I made all his 
slides go back into the dark for I couldn't stand his being my 
age, conceive his ever feeling desire in its tumescent arching in 
the throat. It would be too horrible to think that he wanted to 
do to some frothy girl of his time what I wanted to do with 
Claire. 

I sensed something behind me and turned to see ANTHONY 
SANGROSSA, BUTCHER making the sign of the cross and rocking the 
Cleaver, scattered discs on the wicked blade looking like ponds 
of ice. My uncle was Mr. Death to hia. 

That next year the shrinking old man dragged the blind dog 
all over the neighborhood as I elbowed out of my clothes, 
practiced the harmonica, and kept bo einai a howling lust for 
Claire. I actually talked to her sae time to time, usually on 
her porch. As her father slept and her mother——we called her The 
Hatchet——sucked gin, I pushed out words into sunk evenings, 
Cclunking words which in their choice and pattern made me sound 
like a nervous foreigner. My aunt counted aoney in the kitchen, 
wooshing her concertina pocketbook and snapping her rubber bands. 
The old man called her batty as a shithouse rat. 
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He decided, of course, to die alone. As if his cogpression 
while dawning six or seven Old Overholts at Leary’s or his scorn 
of our lives would stop that lampshade. Or that his stumbling, 
flapping walk with the blind dog past the cheesebox houses and 
brick stores winding S down to the turbid river would keep hia 
from being caught. 

I played basketball year round up by the foundry and could 
often gaze down at the old man on his favorite bench watching the 
barges crease by: in summer under the fierce suns and bright, 
circling gulls, gusting leaves against the mellow sun of fall, 
brisk Ccloud-flying spring, the damp inhalation of its blur—green 
vortex, the snow and sided rain of gray—black winter. And into 
another spring he sat. He sat. 

I had gone out with other girls, had cokes and burned in 
hallways, but a siaple date wouldn’t be enough with Claire since 
I was pinning so much on it and a fiend was trying to get out of 
ae, a fiend on the point of exploding like those spectators at 
Deapsey vs Willard who flare up like suns when Jack’s fist 
crunches Willard’s jaw. Volatile fiend but calculating. Wheels 
in horny wheels. 

But the grand tusescent super—cal culating seducer didn’t 
figure on the old man. He started ruining things the day I 
telephoned Claire with an invitation to the Sophoaore Hop. I 
just asked her to the dance but in my own mind we went to the 
shack afterwards, drank some whiskey and got right at it. 

I stayed in that phone booth after her yes, tracing the 
pebbly metal wall, rubbing my soaking ear, then catapulted out, 
holding ay breath until I reached the bridge. I always stood on 
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that crack where the bridge aet the street and waited for the 
wind to lift the bridge, and ae onto it. When it came, 
uprushing, it sucked down my breath and floated me in an air 
glazed with the colors of automobiles. Then I saw hia, staring 
at me froa his damn bench and I burst into sweat thinking of that 
lampshade sucking hia into his bones. When I came down on the 
bridge I ran. 

I was sitting on the cot pondering the broom and ay escape 
from the old man, figuring the place where Claire would stand 
before I overwheleed her, when he flung aside the aray blanket 
at the doorway and stood black in the sun. I screamed and he 
laughed. He motioned for me to get up and he sunk down on the 
cot. The dog nosed around, sometiaes jerking her leash to raise 
up swirls of dust. "What the hell you think you‘re doing here?" 
he exhaled. 

"Nothing. I’m nat doing anything." 

"Not now anyways, huh?" He swept his bony area: “Getting 
pretty fancy here. Pretty soon you'll be putting up curtains. 
You’re not fooling any-...” but he wrenched into coughing and I 
hated hia for bringing his smell to ay perfect daydreams. 

It must have clouded over because it got very dark. His face 
purpling, the bristles on it staying darker purple he breathed “I 
like this place. Think I°1l start spending a little time here, 
take some naps." His liveliness caused little florid 
bloodvessels to move in his dark face, but his eyes sat dead. 
Suddenly he lurched up and started poking ay chest. “What you up 
to here? Huh huh huh huh huh?" I swung the broom at him and he 
laughed. “Just forget it all and play your harmonica,” he 
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advised in a seething whisper as I choked and cried in the saell 
of his decay. 

That night my chest was sore and so I begged off the evening 
basketball game under the streetlight near the foundry, using the 
time to calm my thoughts as the night of the grand seduction 
slithered close. When I looked to Fred and Nutsy and Billy-O and 
Zip contesting under the wry hoop they looked in the grainy light 
like girls dancing, and as the ball slammed the backboard and the 
day, layered dirty red and orange, flushed down behind the 
foundry’s beams I wondered if I was a pervert, would grow up like 
the men who sometimes approached me at the arcade. 

Our kitchen walls sent no light and she wanted to save on the 
electricity so she pinched her bookkeeper eyes trying to see just 
where to attach my leather-iron bow tie. He pulled down on the 
back of the dead-white dinner jacket of ay rented suit and 
screamed "Ha! It’s too short, too short. Taken again you little 
idiot!" Then he punched ae in the ribs. 

"Leave ae alone will you? Can‘’t you leave ae alone?" 

"No." He said it as though he alaost wondered why. 

"Please'“* And her hands fluttered into my chin, nervous 
because her precious envelopes and rubber bands were arranged on 
the table and she was afraid he’d steal some money. 

“Now now now I just want to see you look good is all," behind 
ae and sliding the padded shoulders up towards my neck. "Qh 
you’re a pretty snippy one. Just like a movie picture star. 
Don’t get it wrinkled nowhere." 

"I’m not going to get it wrinkled nowhere." 

Ghe finally locked on the tie and he minced behind and pulled 
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down even harder on the coat. I wanted to scream that the 
lampshade had gotten to his brain. “How’s that, how’s that? I 
think I’°1l go to the dance. Might take a little nap in that 
there clubhouse of yours too. It’s a nice quiet place. I like 
it." She went back to brood over the aoney, he to sit in his 
morris chair in front of the stove. I liked what I could see of 
ayself in the dim window—the rigid tie, wilted lapels, the 
yellowing carnation, and I tried to affect a Cary Grant sort of 
verve in ay strained face as I thought of something clever to 
remark when Claire sighed complimaents following the big lay. 

"I don’t know about this dance...or afterwards," the old man 
sang. "Nobody asked me if they could go." 

“You sonofabitch," I whirled around, rushed at hia, “you've 
got to ruin everthing." 

He tried to rise but couldnt and tears bit into ay eyes as I 
turned aside and went to the refrigerator to get the corsage. He 
seemed amazed that he wasn’t able to get up and he drew back into 
the side of that chair as if in his thinness he could hide like a 
playing card. 

The plastic box holding the flowers came out in a frosty 
cloud. I have never felt anything colder. Ghe seemed to have 
gotten something right with the money and sat clucking over three 
identical piles of nickels. I was ready to go and wanted to say 
goodbye or something. What could you say to this family of amine? 
I tried to see the time but the beer bottle hands of the clock 
Leary had given my uncle confused me in the dianess. Stared down 
to ay black, absurdly pointed shoes, also rented, and they 
gliseered. 
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Suddenly he had grabbed one of her pretty piles of nickels; 
she screeched and tried to bite his hand and I dropped my frozen 
block of flowers. 

"Don’t have a hemorrhage,” he panted, “that’s my departeent," 
collapsing into the a@orris chair. “Anyway got a little errand, 
little project.“ You won't make it I thought, expecting her to 
bury her head in her treasury and sob. But she just made the 
other piles neat, rolled them in wrappers, dropped them into her 
concertina pocketbook. 

I retrieved ay flowers, tried again to find a word to leave 
by and thes she slowly whispered “You've got to stop drinking up 
your funeral soney.* 

Death hadnt been alluded to since Doc Avrun spoke of the 
lampshade and I held my breath till the table and his chair 
became black and elongating blotches which finally merged. 
“Won't go then...can‘t afford," he sighed, loosening his fist to 
let the nickels drop into his lap. Then he laughed until his 
chin was wet and his whole face seemed the color of his week—old 
beard. Gravelling laughs which ground hia down. 

“Goodbye,” I whispered when it seemed he had to be through, 
“Mother." Before I could correct myself he heaved up, the coins 
rolling everywhere. “Mother! Muh-uh-thrrrr! She aint your 
aother," he squealed it out as if it bled to talk but he had to. 
"Your mother ran away with the egg man. She ran away with the 
egg man. I°11 take some qguh today. I°11 take some muh today!" 

“Dry up,” I snarled, my aras thrust down, nails cutting into 
my palas, my flowers seeming to drift away from me in that heavy 
air. 
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"And your father died in the gutter, died..." and his voice 
trailed off quizzically, as if his last word wasn’t real. The 
threat over, I opened ay fists and picked up ay flowers. 

Got him back to the chair. “He was twenty-nine," he gasped, 
“twenty-nine,” and he tried to smash the corsage, succeeded in 
cracking the plastic box with his fist. 

"You crazy bastard! You’re such a crazy bastard," I sobbed. 

"Go play your harmonica...in your little shack you baby." 

And now she crowed a little hysterical laugh. “I don’t need 
that money you took. I got enough for today thank you!* 

He shook his head and struck up a black cigar, choking anew 
in its purple clouds. As he lit it I realized how dark that 
kitchen was and for some reason I walked over to the sink and sat 
on the counter, trying to get ay head together to worry about 
what Claire might say about the cracked box. Each just touched 
by the glow of that cigar we sat saute in our lives as the kitchen 
creaked around us and the blind dog shifted his weight behind the 
stove. 

“You know,” the old man’s voice floated, "in the morning 
after I punched the tickets and collected I‘d go to the dining 
car...do my book. Saoke a cigarette. They'd bring wae 
coffee...fellows there. Beautiful white tablecloth. And we'd 
laugh. Somebody always had a story...always a story..." 

"Die," she said flatly to hia, “die.“ The hairs raised up on 
the backs of ay hands and I could hear the motor in the electric 
clock. 

And in the moments before I finally got to leave I looked in 
the window but couldn’t see ayself because that frosty window 
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looked like a painting of a cold sun, and we sat there so darkly 
still it was as though we were in a painting too. 

Poor lout in ay undersized coat, flapping pants from which 
rose the essence of urine entombed in the wool, I fled that crazy 
house, my gasps as cold as the slippery block of flowers I 
juggled as I ran. Initiate without honor, any honor, my brain 
Clanked and hissed of the evening ahead. Happy, miserable 
schemer, my own kind of lampshade growing, I snorted the icy 
air. 

Passing the basketball hoop was a limbo feeling for I had 
slicing answers ready for their taunts but no one was there and I 
had to face a bit early what I would say to Claire, her aother 
and father. 

When the door opened I saw Moe sliding uner the globe of 
their kitchen, hugging a quart of Schaefers to his rusty, 
twisted-strap undershirt as he pried off the cap. The Hatchet 
flew out from behind the opened door. "Oh you look so NI-ice. 
Don’t he look nice Moe?" Moe blinked his dreasless eyes and 
nodded, sheaths of black hair vibrating on his shoulders. I sat 
on the slippery, punched-in sofa and waited for Claire, listening 
to her rustle around, screw and unscrew jars. 

“How is your poor uncle?" asked The Hatchet. 

"Same." 

"And your aunt?" Oh my God 1°11 be asked about everybody I 
know! If she knew what I had in ay aind or if blessing Jesus 
bleeding from his heart knew. We say nothing for five minutes 
though she shifts in her daisy housedress. Moe takes another 
bottle from the frig and the silence screeches in my pain. That 
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gambler from the drugstore library could carry on for hours in 
these situations, oozing politeness and chit-chat, and in the 
bashing universe of the literature Speedy gave ae at the 
poolraoa, well I couldn’t remember anyone ever calling on anyone. 
Bleeding Jesus on the wall, how yall? careened again and again 
through ay overheated brain. And now The Hatchet started sighing 
and I thought of the exact size hole a bullet might make in her 
forehead. 

Claire whisked out fire engine red and a mass of little bows 
but I zeroed in on a powder—encrusted blesmish on her right 
shoulder. I could even make out individual grains masking its 
red rise. We gawked, then merged hellos. As The Hatchet slashed 
to get Claire’s off-gold purse I stabbed her with the frozen 
corsage, ay eyes on that blemish. 

"Oh you both look so nice! Moe come and see how nice they 
look. They’d have blond babies tee hee." Moe peeked auh huh out 
and slid back. 

Claire grabbed her purse and ee. “We don’t look that nice 
Momma. ™ 

With a nod to the kitchen: “I never had the chance to go 
anywhere.“ We bumped down the stairs like fat elves and I all 
but burst when we hit the pavement. 

The dance under moons of balloons in the 150 degree gya. 
Venetiam Nights with the receiving line teachers nat quite 
beautiful in front of the art classes’ depiction of a gondola. 
The hungover mean-eyed principal in the greenish tux squinched 
“Who who who?" when I gave our nases. All the girls perspired 
and their hair spiked as the saxophonish music broiled out the 
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gya doors. ‘In what passed for dancing all around us, I walked 
stiffly with Claire when we weren't guzzling Kool-Aid punch. 
Everybody seesed miserable but when the balloons rained dow with 
Good Night Sweetheart everyone screamed and laughed trying to 
capture one, ourselves included. Since I had big ideas I had 
just been going through the motions of course, and with a 
sophistication that chucked small talk in favor of wisecracks 
that said it all. 

On the bus back we were alone except for the driver who acted 
as if he knew something. More than I can say for Claire. “But 
why don’t we go with somebody who has a car or something and go 
to New York and get a drink? And why didn’t we talk to anybody? 
What ’s going on?" She had gray eyes. I wasn’t sure I liked gray 
eyes. 

“Shhhh will you? I got a bottle hidden. I think it’s nicer 
by ourselves...only way to do it really." 

“Well I don’t," she sank down. But she seemed pleased about 
the bottle. There was none—the money I had earned in errands 
for the bargesen not stretching that far--and so I had something 
else to worry about, explain away with dash and wit and grace. 
And that blemish on her shoulder pulsed angrily, looked as red as 
the bows on her dress. A drunk waved at us as we passed hia; I 
knew we were in our neighborhood. 

When we got to the place and I lit a candle I thought I saw 
in the first flutter the poking old man and ay heart alaost 
lifted me from the floor. Then I pretended to look for the 
bottle. “Somebody took...somebody aust have..oooo0!'" I had 
touched under the freezing frame of the cot. 
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“You sean it aint here? Then what‘s that?" The candle flame 
pointed to her and she looked duab. I went to the milky block, 
Plucked it off the oil drum. Started inching towards her. 

“Hey,” she squealed, “it’s a pack of cigarettes, Luckies. Let‘s 
have a couple." 

"Someday." 

“Huh?": I jammed the Luckies and matches down into an alaost 
bottosaless pocket and came at her, my daydream-rehearsed words 
cascading out. Baby was the only one I could recognize. 

The candle was fighting to stay lit. “Whaaaat? What’s the 
matter with you? You look sick. You all right?" Her popped 
eyes made me fear the gliamering madman advancing in thea. Close 
up her face was a sliding featureless disc and the words kept 
speeding from me and I couldn’t slow them down so I just pushed 
my mouth at her’s, got her in a bear hug of sorts. As the candle 
flared for an instant, making all the filth of my shack acutely 
bright, I heard a crunching like beetles. 

“Hey-uh!" she broke ay grip, sent me staggering back. As I 
stood in a corner she surveyed the front of her dress, the 
straggly, skewed ribbons pitching crazy shadows around the walls, 
hypnotizing me. I had twisted her in front of the cot and now 
she plopped down with a scaly noise and shudder, the knives of 
her knees spread wide and a veritable ocean of bows undulating 
her lap. She's skinny I thought. "I stood up all night ironing 
these bows, every one," she cried in drawn-out, splashing 
shrieks. “I’m going to tell my mother aon you, you little 
bastard!" Then she flew up like butterflies. And out. 

Fire—breathed-shaking I went after her and caught sorry sorry 
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sorry up but she was having none of it. “I only talked to you on 
the porch," she flung. “I don’t even know you. There must be 
something wrong with you.” 

She left me at the curb, where I could sit and wonder at it 
all. “Those goddama books!" I yelled, and shifted in my burning 
way on the freezing, saottled iia 

"Oh God," I groaned some minutes later at the shrieking 
ascent of a window, “her mother’s going to yell at ae." 

Something pink on dia yellow light. 

"Mama wants to know do you want a piece of pie.” 

"A piece of pie, Christ!" It clattered down the moon and 
mica street like the lid of a garbage can. 

“What?” 

“Yeah. So I’m coming. Perfect.” 

And we ate the syrupy pie and squished in the gray coffee to 
the accompaniaent of the dream life of Moe sung through the 
shutters of his depressed being and The Hatchet kept asking if we 
had a good time, Claire oh yes answering many times in a slip 
with a tiny violet peeking between the breasts while the puffy, 
thousand-ribboned dress flew at me from a hanger in the doorway 
and I tried to look anywhere in that battleship gray kitchen 
except at that fantastic dress and Claire who had begun to saoke 
when The Hatchet complained that Moe had never taken her anywhere 
except Leary’s and that don’t count, and when finally I could 
look at Claire again and the little violet nesting in its soft— 
shaded dip, she picked a piece of tobacco from her tongue and 
stared at me with funny eyes. What had she told her sother? 

And Christ! The Hatchet’s hand was on mine and she started 
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softly and weakly, “*Son..." in a withering booze breath I had 
been too rigid to smell before. My head jerked back and hers 
flopped on the table. Moe rolled liquidly and off into a higher 
octave, the dress twisted on its hanger as Claire’s chair hit the 
floor. 


Faint from The Hatchet‘s breath I shoved back hafta go and 


straightened up into Claire, that little violet pressed into my 
nose. Next my face silk wara-sliding over breasts and I was 
somewhere, I began to think, where I shouldn’t be. She tore at 
amy hair, her face and eyes and breath pulsing the same rhytha. 
"I’m sorry I wasn’t nice account of the dress," she stated, “and 
it’s my lousy cousin’s too." 

Then she thrust her tongue between ay teeth saying “aanaeee.” 
The Hatchet sighed and Moe’s snore seemed to ask why and we 
hugged in the gray world of her weird family. The tauntness of 
her whole soft length pressed dow on me and I squeezed and 
squeezed until a breast came out. This sade me relax and she 
slid down out of my circling areas and put it back with the kind 
of smile where the lower lip treables. 


It was just a sample though for she turned away to pile the 


dishes next to her unconscious mother, left me leaning with ay 


throat jammed up, ay whole being widened and open. “Come back," 


I piped. 


She balanced the dirty cups and didn’t look at me. “So 


that’s what you want is it? Well that’s easy.” 


sr emer un meme Ne 


“The easier the better." I had gone too far out,, had too 
get cooly back. 
"What about what I want?" she laughed quietly. 
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"You want what I want.“ I assured her. 


She still looked only at the cups, played with thea, sailed 


at them. “Well I want... You know, sometimes I listen to your 
haraonica in my room. Isn‘t that funny?" 

“Hilarious. " 

She looked up at me and her eyes were wet. “I want a life. 
Oh God I want a life!* She began sobbing. 

"Oh yeah? How about that?" I felt pretty auch ayself now 
and went to her and punched her lightly on the ara. “C*mon now." 
I smiled cooly, generously, but she seized my wrist, held it to 
watch ay hand shake and she socked ay smile with hers. I tried 
to get loose and she just dropped ay hand and started to trace 
the little dashes of rust forming a half-moon under the ara of my 
dinner jacket. "Qh God we’re all borrowed. Everything." 

"So?" I wedged out. 

She ran her hands down over her hips. “I don’t even have a 
slip," she pleaded. "This cheap piece of crap is hers." And she 
Plucked the violet and dropped it into the bush of The Hatchet ’s 
hair. I laughed and this made her grab off ay bow tie and fling 
it at the calender of saints’ days. I was having fun though I 
couldn’t help thinking how Mr. Paldino would try to charge ae 
aore if the tie was dented, when Claire stepped back and ripped 
the front of the slip until her breasts flooded at ae. 

"But your mother!" The Hatchet, still unconscious, sent 
plates and cups crashing and rolling. 

Claire didn’t notice it. Her mercilessly clear eyes holding 
twin, timorous isages of ae, her hands went suddenly liap though 
still trying to tear the slip. “Help ae. Oh Jesus won‘t you 
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help me?" her voice Scraped. 


Seedy and itching in that coming-apart suit I left her house 
tht milkaan gorning in a never-seen walk which almost became a 
joyous, leaping run but I heard a thump. iI Picked up the 
Luckies. Used to be the old @an’s brand but I couldn’t have him 
in ay head then, couldn’t really think till he was long, long 
gone how both of us held strangling mysteries. How he in the 
midst of his had bought thea for ae. Suddenly that pack glowed 
and I looked from it to the sky where dawn was off on a dazzling 
run of milky pinks and golds and whites. 

I ran, faster and faster, rushing through ay own breath, my 
eyes ripping back. When I reached the twisted hoop of that 
basket I jusped higher than I thought I could, threw those 
Cigarettes against the backboard, caught them and slid giddily 
dow, juggling them, a something scouring up from inside ae, some 
abrasive, burning clot. Female Spring smashed into my nostrils. 

I sat down and sanaged to get a cigarette out, ®@anaged to 
light it and have it expand me in the dawn of milk and drifting 
tints, that chromatic dawn over a bright, thrusting river. 


I was life. 


2.40 


eos. Dawn 


My uncle had a lampshade in his chest and I had a Hohner 


ie 


chromatic “harmonica and a dog. with anger ale: eye. I lost the 


Hix, 


Sica 


-dog the hot day Dr. erie whi speré 


a tha lampshade. 

Spreadite Ae EOroree: cracks of thg cangertinia pocketbook 

_ and then her snapping “OFF the rubber bands . of @ biaePened 

| enyves GP e to get we the money eomsrenead thire— in the fetid hall 
Dr. Avrun and my aunt were like one dark statue against the 


“sunlight shot up from the street until he hissed “Cancer. I’m 


sure now. Like a lampshade in his chesto® She drew away and the 


Light flowered between them in the massive guiety. 

"But...what..?" she began, what looked like crystals rushing 
through her hair. A heven ripped in the kitchen as the old man 
ie ace of the black cigars. 

"Nothing. No ohne can," Dr. Avrun uttered as he slid by ve 
cunseringeds trembling woman and dawn the stairs while she clawed 


at the envelope for his money. The few bills she finally 


unfobded.smelled like garbage. 


eased my door shut I felt the icy harmonica in my other 
hand. I placed it on the dresser and saw myself and my lamp i 


the mirror, saw my finger trace the downflaring shade, drop to 
the fretted base. 

&s I hung there in my own breathing I heard the woosh as she 
closed the pocketbook, her dragging past my room. “The money!" 
she croaked. Soon One Man’s Family would blast from her radio as 
he slammed cabinets in the kitchen. I sat on the bed to practice 
the harmonica, pushing in the lever to learn the nuance of half- 
tone, playing so quietly it sounded like reedy whisperings. iver’ 
stove rattled as he frightened the blind cocker out. I guess he 
drank for the whole excruciating time the ald dag whipped her 
leash around the floor. The sound unnerved. me but I really left 
te avoid puzzling over the bell-shaped lampshade in front of my 
mirror. As I crept past the kitchen I heard him winding the 
potato~sized old railroad watch, slap-slapping of that Yeauh an 
the eneieta: 

I always went eases arcade when they screamed and it seemed 
the right place now toa. Old enough to forsake the scooter and 
the here y SenreunG T sought a tiny side room where I stood for a 
moment between sex and violence--Dancers af Old pares. Geapsev. 
vs. Willard. 

Fower of Advertising. Chose the dancers this time, their 
gncteareut aver the movieacla having been selectively burned and 
exfoliated by AGy pares: My nickel eerie down and I turned the 
greasy handle to make milky girls with baby~fist breasts walk | 
around a brocaded room full of foreign-looking sofas. Each a 
blurry, dumpy letter A they smiled at the camera and waved 
sGacves. A few frames later the scarves were allowed to flutter 
wn into a pile which everybady gazed at jee the brownish | 


for ainickel. 


ewer eres > 


Actually sex was violence for me, just about--though I'd 
never singe a’ lady’s downshading VY with a cigarette. Speedy 
would if he had the energy. He weighed about a hundred pounds 
and possessed tiny green eyes which unfocused shenihe talked. 
"Never fuck your friends," he counseled, backing his philosophy 
with the torn-out chapters which comprised the poolroom library. 
I read as he mixed his aspirin and coke. It was all penis as 
avenger stuff where men punished or generously straightened 
around women, then beat them up or kept their pants. They were 
thrillingly cruel in running up their perfect won-lost records 
but they put me in a quandry about Claire, and when I masturbated 
in the shed I had built from Westinghouse packing cases I screwed 
Claire for some hurt I had devised with the erection. 

I stole a heavy book from the drugstore lending library and 
found another way, similar but better. This book opened with a 
cool gambler in a ruffled shirt walking off a riverboat and in 
front of a lady‘s carriage. "Tt would be a pleasure to be run 
over by someone so..." 

In a week or so they‘d accidentally meet again and trade 4a 
lot of silly inneypdo. He'd begin to call on her--they’d warm. 
Then for a reason the author never made clear they began 
deéspising each other. This ensued until the Civil War, when they 
finally hooked up after a day’s work among the bleeding and 
scorched. The first time he all but rapes her in a thunderstorm 
buth the whole thing turns into seca enous screwing on mutual 
terms and without symbolism. I looked upon this latter 


angement as nice, and nice for Claire_and was musing of it on 


out as I got there and I hid behind a tree across the street. T 
watched him as he reached an arm behind to pull the door to. As 
he gat it closed the dag se a a his leash and the old man fell 
against the black, peeling door, sprawling, the whites of his 
eyes ripping in his steamy face, his other arm thrown out to 
counter the straining dog. Flung against the door in his 
buttonless conductor's coat, the thready army shirt he could have 
worn in France, he spit out the black cigar and roared "No!" 

He'd led a tight life before this; I had never seen him so apart. 
To me he looked like one of the slides in the movieola machine in 
the arcade, not Dempsey and Willard, certainly mot the arty 
dancers but...a man pinned. 

He fell eee nis door to begin the first of countless walks 
through our riverfront neighborhood, though I still held the 
picture of him fixed there. 

When your mind is not your own but belongs to books and 
terror and pian eae chemistry, well then fantasy is an ever- 
increasing wave, and the photographs of the old man that were in 
the house popped up in my head one by one. I saw him first as 


the conductor, black suited gold-buttoned brawny-faced conductor, 


“punch instantly ready in his hand. Click snap click. 


The doughboy. Over there. Rinky dinky parlee voo ah but 
those songs he rarely sang were not him. Him. The trooper hat 
cradling a soft gray-brown light, his quiet pressed lips. 
Looking as if he'd never gone over there with the brown 


newsreel’s flickering, jerking heads in the cattle cars and too- 


. fast sliding. ships. 


Jhe poOpeyed groom in shiny clothes crushing the cake with a 


t knife before the blurred-back witnesses. Everyone so fixed 


in place it’s a wonder they could break up afterwards. And the 
frizzled-silk girl didn’t look crazy then, only scared. 

And at around my age he looks up at me painfully, wistfully, 
in his confirmation picture. As if that self behind the oval 
face, that self who ieee have been like me, could feel that 
lampshade spreading, spreading out. At this I made all his 
Slides go back into the dark for I couldn’t stand his being my 
age, conceive his ever feeling desire in its tumescent arching in 
the threat. It would be too horrible to think that he wanted ta 

va 
do to some frothy girl af his time what I wanted to do with 
Claire. 

I sensed something behind me and turned to see ANTHONY 
SANGROSSA, BUTCHER making the sign of the cross and rocking the 
cleaver, scattered discs on the wicked blade looking like ponds 
of ice. My uncle was Mr. Death to him. 

That next year the shrinking ald man dragged the blind dog 
all over the neighborhood as I elbowed out of my clothes, 
practiced the harmonica, and kept vibrant a howling lust for 
Claire. I actually talked to her form time to time, usually on 
her porch. As her father slept and her mother--we called her The 
Hatchet--sucked gin, I pushed out words into sunk evenings, 
clunking words which in their choice and pattern made me sound 
like a nervous foreigner. My aunt counted money in the kitchen, 
wooshing Her concertina pocketbook and snapping her rubber bands. 
The old man called her batty as a shithouse rat. 

He decided, of course, to die alone. As if his compression 
Lwhi ke. downing six ar seven Old Overholts at Leary’s or his scorn 
ur Lives would stop that lampshade. Or that his stumbling, 


walk with the blind dog past the cheeseboax houses and 


pac cies 


brick stores winding = dawn to the turbid river would keep him 
fram being caught. 

I played basketball year round up by the foundry and could 
often gaze down at the old man on his favorite bench watching the 
barges crease by: in summer under the fierce suns and bright, 
circling gulls, gusting leaves against the mellow sun of fall, 
brisk cloud-flying spring, the damp inhalation of its blur-green 
vortex, the snow and sided rain of gray-black winter. And into 

another spring he sat. He sat. 

IT had gone out with other girls, had cokes and burned in 
hallways, but a simple date wouldn’t be enough with Claire since 
I was pinning so much on it and a fiend was trying to get cut af 
me, a fiend on the seat of exploding like those spectators at 
Dempsey vs Willard who flare up like suns when Jack's fist 
crunches Willard’s jaw. Volatile fiend but calculating. Wheels 
in horny wheels. 

But the grand piaeanant super-calculating seducer didn’t 
figure on the old man. He started ruining things the day I 
telephoned Claire with an invitation to the Sophomore Hop. I 
just asked her to the dance but in my own mind we went toa the 
shack aiterwards: drank some whiskey and got right at it. 

I stayed in that phone booth after her yes, tracing the 
pebbly metal wall, rubbing my soaking ear, then catapulted out, 

helding my breath until I reached the bridge. I always stood an 
that crack where the bridge met the street and waited for the 
wind to lift the bridge, and me onto it. When it came, 


“wprashing, it sucked down my breath and floated me in an air 


cd with, the colors of automobiles. Then I saw him, staring 


his damn bench and I burst into sweat thinking of that 


lampshade sucking him into his bones. When I came down on the 
bridge I ran. 

I was sitting on the cot pondering the broom and my escape 
from the old man, figuring the place where Claire would stand 
before I overwhelmed her, when he flung aside the army blanket 
at the doorway and stood black in the sun. I screamed and he 
laughed. He motioned for me to get up and he sunk down on the 
cot. The dog nosed around, sometimes jerking her leash to raise 
up swirls of dust. "What the hell you think you’re doing here?” 
he exhaled. 

"Nothing. I‘m mot doirig anything." 

"Not mow anyways, huh?" He swept his bany arm: "Getting 
pretty fancy here. Fretty soon you'll be putting up curtains. 
You‘re mot fooling any~..." but he wrenched into coughing and I 
hated him for bringing his smell to my perfect daydreams. 

Tt must have clouded aver because it got very dark. His face 
purpling, the bristles on it staying darker purple he breathed "I 
like this place. Think I‘1ll start spending a Little time here, 
take some naps." His liveliness caused little florid 
bloodvessels to move in his dark face, but his eyes sat dead. 
Suddenly he lurched up and started poking my chest. "What you up 
to here? Huh huh huh huh huh?" T swung the broom at him and he 
laughed. "Just forget it all and play your harmonica," he 
Savesee ina seething whisper as I choked and cried in the smell 
of his decay. 

That night my chest was sore and so I begged off the evening 
ba ketball game under the streetlight near the foundry, using the - 
Becta calm my thoughts as the night of the grand Seduce von 


d close. When I looked to Fred and Nutsy and Billy-O and 


Zip contesting under the wry hoop they looked in the grainy light 
like girls dancing, and as the ball slammed the backboard and the 
day, layered dirty red and orange, flushed down behind the 
foundry ’s beams I wondered if I was a pervert, would grow up ike 
the men who sometimes approached me at the arcade. 

Qur kitchen walls sent no light and she wanted to save on the 
electricity so she pinched her bookkeeper eyes trying to see just 
ssi to attach my leather-iron bow tie. He pulled dawn on the 
bake of the dead-white dinner jacket of my rented suit and 
screamed "Ha! It‘s too short, too short. Taken again you little 
idiot!" Then he punched me in the ribs. 

"Leave me alone will you? Can‘t you leave me alone?" 

"No." He said it as though he almost wondered why. 

'Please!" And her hands fluttered into my chin, nervous 
because her precious envelopes and rubber bands were arranged on 
the table and she was afraid he’d steal some money. 

‘hlow now now I just want to 7 you look good is all," behind 
ne and si adine the padded shoulders up towards my neck. "Oh 
you're a pretty snippy one. Just like a movie picture star. 
Don’t get it wrinkled nowhere. " 

"I’m not going to get it wrinkled nowhere. " 

She finally locked on the tie and he minced behind and pulied 
down even harder on the coat. I wanted to scream that the 
lampshade had gotten to his brain. "How's that, how's that? I 
think I‘ll goa to the dance. Might take 4 little nmap in that 
there clubhouse of yours too. It’s a nice quiet place. I like 
“ieee She went back toa brood over the money, he ta sit in his 
: I liked what I could a 


the dim window--the rigid tie, wilted lapels, the 
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Operation Dessert Form 


We're best at two things as a nation. One is ultimately 
reconciling our differences between groups; two...well let's deal 
with the first, and let the other reveal itself like a print 
coming up through the developer. 

Our opposition finally agreed to a ceremony of 
reconciliation--with rigid ground rules. We'd both have roughly 
the same amount of time: that required to have a vehicle from 
each group drive by. Then we'd work to prepare the show. 

The drivebys ensued, noisy but effective. There followed an 
hour of feverish activity where displays were built, and 
immediately evaluated by judges with walkie-talkies, broadcasting 
to senior citizens of both sexes operating old manual Remingtons. 
(They insisted on being included--actually threatening suit--and 


would hear nothing of computers.) At any rate, the silver 


* 


brigade toiled so feverishly that the index cards bore several 
strikeovers, adding, many felt. to the charm and authenticity of 


the event. 


I will refrain from pointing out which group prepared what 
among the exhibits, since that would mar the purpose of the day; 
besides, prizes were awarded on individual merit only. 

The first honorable mention was labeled TRIPLE CHOCOLATE, 
the Afro-American subject being posed with a bowl of chocolate 
ice cream on his chest, and with that set atop a brown mohair 
scarf diagonally thrown. The judge's card read Interesting 
materials but bowl too small and scarf material oversoft. 

Second honorable mention went to JALAPENO! a red pepper 
sticking up through a lemon custard in a soup plate between a 
Hispanic's teenager's legs. Simplicity! With the merest hint of 
sexuality. 

(Here I include a non-prizewinner. Perhaps for old time's 
sake. It was WASP WITH WASPS, a white male wrapped completely 
round with wire holding fuzzy wasps. Excellent execution though 
idea is perhaps a bit trite--too much visible wire also. 
Besides, you lost theme of show!!!!! To be fair, a petit four 
had been hastily thrust into the nest of wires but the judge 
apparently missed it.) 


CHEROKEE JUBILEE took third prize, an American Indian 


clothed in buckskin, with cherries intertwining both hands. 
It however contained, the judges said, too much red, literally 
and figuratively. 

Second went to BAKED ALASKA, an Eskimo peeking from a 
cardboard oven, set, according to a round gauge, at 500. 

#s too small on oven therm was the only criticism. 

The display meriting both Best of Show and First Place 
featured a lovely blond in long white silk gown in heart-shaped 
box lined with a red satin dotted with the candy called 
nonpareils. VERY SWEETLY BLOND AND VERY VERY DEAD. 

Beautiful! sang the index card, echoes of Marilyn and of 
love’ Masking of blood stains top-notch too! (That it was, and 
the less said of the other displays on that account, the better.) 

I should mention also the one the senators most objected to 
later, WHOM THE GODS DESTROY THEY FIRST MAKE EDIBLE, an oriental 
baby, heavily talced, in the middle of an angel food cake. 

Very tasteful, though baby too large for scale of whole 
piece. fry again. 

The crowd, mostly middle aged, came from all economic 
strata. They appeared to like the show, although Dr Hiram W. 
Jackman, retired dean of the junior college, sniffed, "Worst yet 
when it comes to gilding the Lilly, or the flan, or whatever." 

My lasting impression is not a critical but an aesthetic 


one...sounding now a bit like the ghostly pre-echo from a 


Phonograph record...blood whipping across the rough-textured wall 


outside. 
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A Decidedly Minor Canyon 


He/I see that you got snookered too. 
She/It's...interesting. Wild at least--a little anyway. 
He/The signs promised so much more. 


She/That's what signs do. Why would that surprise? It is, at 
any rate, a decidedly minor canyon. 


He/Do you have a name? First name? 


She/That's a question, uh, well...though not exactly stupid, 
is... 


He/Awkward. I know. Embarrassing. To both of us. I'm trying 
to break the ice, of course. You'd have to help. 


She/Not necessarily. 


He/It's a way to nudge things, be a trifle more than strangers. 
In the few minutes we'll have here. You can send ice back 
to me. I can't control that. 


She/They might miss us in the group, Stranger. 


He/No danger of that. He's just saying the same things anyway, 
the things he splotched all over those promissary signs up and 
down the highway. 


She/Crude but effective--we both drove in. Boredom creates more 
assholes than anything else, I suppose. I am well brought-up, 
and thus shouldn't say asshole to you. 


He/Crude, huh? Is that what you prefer? 


She/I guess I couldn't talk at all without striking some note you 
thirsted for. Has the really silly probing started? What's the 
difference what I prefer. In what for example? In books? 


He/In what you think I mean. Or are you afraid? 


She/No. I can see too too clearly what you're driving at. 

And I'm not about to discuss present tense, or you. But, since 
you have asked: I'd prefer a man! Not some pitiful creature who 
has learned behavior from television and movies, and therefore 
resonates the vomit of the mass culture--thinking it, as well as 
he, profound--and who is either sleazily hinting or bluntly 
disgusting! What infantile mind he once had corroded by sexual 
fantasy. And one, too, who nurtures and loves and respects both 
the woman and the man inside him. A real man. Neither an empty 
macho poseur nor a pallid wimp--if you really want to know-- 
though I do admire the way you play both roles simultaneously. 
And I'm definitely definitely not interested in what you prefer, 
so don't even start. Nor in you. It goes without saying. 

Or should. 


He/That was a lot to say to a stranger. I appreciate the hateful 
investment. I prefer you. 


She/Oh yeah! Of course you do. I guess that if you've given up 
on all pride in yourself, you'll say anything. 


He/Listen! uh... 

She/Don't even go on! I've listened! too much in the past. I 
neither want to have coffee with you, and listen! nor attempt to 
dissect your obvious wound--after listening! 


He/It isn't what I was going to suggest. 


She/Oh well, some clone of it. All of it double underlined by 
false and phoney d-RAMA! 


He/You're tough. Or impatient. 


She/That little red Escort is mine. If you want to see my dust, 
then... 


He/Please. I...really...I... 


She/Oo000! Oo00-woc00-wooeo! Time to squeeze out a little boy 
tear, is it? How about the watch, the wy-utch your mommy-wommy 
done give you on her death bed. Time to give that to me is it? 
And what else can you pluck out of your little baby blue boy's 
magic kit?--I mean to appeal to the maternal in me. 

He/Don't think much of men. 

She/You've noticed! Funny how you at first think someone is 
grossly insensitive, and then they just...why golly gee whiz they 
just... 

He/And you expect me to say how I'm different. I'm not. 

I've tried to love, sacrifice even, and I've been a pig too. 

So I guess I'm the man you hated. 

She/Hate. How honest! You're... 

He/Trying to be. 


She/Yeah, well once you can fake that you've got everything, 
haven't you? 


He/Our, uh, pal over there can surely drone: Indians who lived 
here...animals they worshipped. 


She/With our ten holy bucks in his pocket he should shoot up to 
another octave. 


He/At any rate, I do believe in opportunity, seizing the moment. 
Working out your fear. Even cherishing the moment for what it 
might offer. 

She/I'll bet you do. 


He/Especially when it's the only thing. With puke all around. 
Here with this silly mini canyon, back there in life. 


She/I don't read you. Don't wish to. The book's too old and the 
plot too shittily familiar. 


He/That little red barn...? 
She/Grandly named the Reception Center! 
He/The grass is soft and sunny on the other side. 


She/A fact like any other. 


He/Breeze from off the river..smells delicious, just del.... 
She/Facts. Again. The nature trip is another old hat. 

He/Please walk over there with me, away from their eyes and ears. 
She/But not your baloney. 


He/And we'll make love. Create it. Have our few moments to 
soothe the pain. And walk away. 


She/Just? Like? That? 


He/Do our very very best to wring out whatever is left of 
sweetness in each of us. Bathe that raw spot in our...souls. 


She/I'm sailing an empty vessel, kid. Why don't you go just pant 
elsewhere? And let me stop you before you affect hurt eyes! 

The pseudo-romantic is the complete psychopath! Well, none of 
the seedy little manipulative tricks work with me. Even you 
should notice that. 


He/What will? 


She/Hmmm. I like the question. Why do I like that question? 

I like questions full of hope. By their very nature, they're not 
answerable. Oh? Pretty silent, huh? I'm genuinely surprised. 
No more arrows in your skinny quiver? How 'bout one or two of 
your LISTENS? Tell me again about w-Ringing-g-g-g out all the 
sweet-tee-ness.... Or is that winging it? Or, the least likely, 
I know, slinging it? And that raw spot of soul, little little 
man, is what makes me me. I want it! 


He/Just...what I've said already, and with no names and numbers 
exchanged and no false promises to keep in touch. 


She/Too bad. Hallmark will lose out. So! Boom! And it's over! 
Wow, Mr Rogers! Merely grinding up the heart and soul, again for 
nothing. Watching Life sneer, and spit me out again. And then 
to...drive away blankly...dead...watch my dead eyes in the 
jiggling mirror, my face soaked with tears for miles and miles 
and miles and miles. 


‘-He/I hope not because... 
She/And you will drive away very nearly feeling that dull space 


where your heart used to be. Maybe even wondering about what 
authentic people could actually be like. Sorry, but our 
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existence simply cannot be that Stupid and useless. Whooops! 
Please excuse the laughter. It comes from out of life. From 
absurdity. From doing absurd things. From missing the vital 


train and then finding myself immersed in shit, Surrounded by 
shit. And shits! 


He/There's a something left inside of you that isn't funny...and 
I'll say ouch later for that last...detonation. 


She/Could be, some sort of something left. But I'm not the 
subject. It! is the subject. It! Or, in other words, you just 
want to fuck, yes? Want me to be the bum you are? 

He/ Ouch! You finally may have gotten there. 

She/And not wring out any precious sweetness, nor pour your 
shattered little life into mine, thereby saving and restoring 
both of us as the angels sing a mighty chord! Just. Fuck. And 
I'm the convenient hole. Barnyard. 

He/There's a better part of me, or was I guess, but, right. 
She/Well, you've should've said so. 

He/I get it: I've waited too long, is that it? Uh huh. 
She/A little. 

He/Oh well then...uh... 


She/Not enough to worry about. 
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The Secret Word 


Driven by their insults to play touch football, Buzz hoped 
Cecily would come to the field anyway. "You're too sweet on her! 
Be with the fellows sometimes! Why she's making you into a 
regular sweetie-boy!" elbowed Josker Albright as they walked back 
to their side of the ball after a chaotic play, the other team 
jeering. The shirtless Buzz halted a moment to squint, his face 
green from the brilliance off the grass. He was trying to find 
her in the bleachers, and the jeers intensified now, with his 
name being hooted by players from both sides. Some began 
squealing Cec-i-LEEEEEEE! When Josker flipped the ball to him 
after another botched play, he added, winking, "Give her 
something to think about, Buzz, old man!" 

The something to think about proved to be the uncoordinated 
Roger Reddington de Graf, who stopped by 16 Songbird Lane with 
orange mums, jerking alongside them in blinding sunlight as the 


slim Cecily flung open the white doors. 
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Buzz had to start engineering at Lehigh University that next 
week; Roger stayed in Stroudsburg to help his father sell Fords. 
Unknown to Buzz, he devoted the rest of his time to Cecily. 

Unknown to Cecily, Buzz threw himself into beer drinking and 
the local girls of Bethlehem who shared that activity--often 
cleaning him up afterwards. On the verge of flunking out two 
months into the semester, he began sending a series of cards to 
Cecily, usually showing couples in fog, either among ancient 
forests, or on beaches crowded with driftwood. The verses of 
these cards his roommate, nicknamed Drunk, labeled muzz-fuzz- 
haiku-y-looie. 

moon on the pond 
and then..... 
a stone..... 


and many moons 


my footprints 
one, 


a heartbeat 
a shudder 
a silence 
of flowers 


Buzz chose not just these artistic expressions, but others 
of more pedestrian strain. 
Thinking of You... 
Just a note to say 


You're one who's not forgot. 
Sorry there's been some delay 


‘cause I care for you a lot! 
I know I'm not clever. 
That much I have to say. 
But a true friend is forever, 
For this and every day! 

Towards the end of first semester, after a brutally dry 
period of hitting the books, Buzz catapulted back to the local 
girls. He had spent Thanksgiving break at Drunk's parents' house 
in Scranton, and for Christmas vacation had joined his own 
parents at an aunt's retirement village near St Augustine--zero 
chances to see Cecily. 

No more cards were dispatched until Valentine's Day, when 


for some reason he sent a comic one in the shape of a gold key. 


Hey why not open that trunk? 


A little like a shellshock victim clamping onto an obscure 
faith, and after he and three town girls--an intense week each-- 
had gone through each other, Buzz finally got around to writing 
Cecily his one heartfelt, if circuitous, note: somehow begging 
that she help him reform while he, presumably, awoke her 
sexually. It had been immediately, too, after religion had swept 
in, prompted by a revival meeting in Bethlehem which Dean of Men 
Brendenhof had strongly recommended to him. Buzz had been saved 
and afterwards met over hot cider and cinnamon donuts the one 


local girl, Gladys Alderfelder, who knew she could tame him. 


"I told my mother about you,” she informed Buzz a few days 
later, "and she's says you're oversexed and should see a doctor, 
that young men can ruin themselves and never have a good career. 
You'll never be a good engineer, Buzz, ‘cause that's all you 
think about." 

That one sincere note to Cecily had arrived after her 
elopement with Roger Reddington de Graf, and she eventually sent 
it back with all the cards, and a tissuey note saying Dear Dear 
Buzz, The reasons one marries can't just be that one and that one 
alone. She had written from her brand new home on the lake, full 
of the antiques Roger's mother had given the couple. 

After college, Buzz worked as a designer and model maker for 
The Foothills Toy Company, owned, strangely enough, by the Pocono 
Mountain area's most flagrant Socialist, Bret Hansen, who became 
very fond of the apolitical Buzz. 

He retained the bundle of cards Cecily had sent back and 
eventually rubber-banded it when the lavender ribbons 
disintegrated. His upfront wife, Evvy, whom he had met at a toy 
industry convention in Harrisburg, had already proclaimed, and 
more than once, "Your past aint my business and vice versa--if 
you're one of them to get jealous notions." Buzz kept the cards 
and Cecily's note in a locked desk drawer, and actually did get 
jealous thinking of what Evvy may have been hiding, making a 


fruitless search one night when she was at her canasta group. 


After ten years or so, Roger Reddington De Graf and Cecily 
bought a one-third interest in the toy company, on the very day 
Buzz was hospitalized with a hernia after lifting the clay model 
of Monstro-Robot. 

Cecily and Roger, upon reading of his hospital stay in THE 
POCONO MESSENGER, sent him a card of a cartoon man, very bony, 
swathed in bandages and on crutches, surrounded by broken 
machinery and scrawny dogs. 

I might be 
too old to cut the mustard seein' 
all this rout, 
but I'm still full of beans 
and sauerkraut! 

He visualized her at sixteen by the moonlit lake, and 
repeated quietly from his hospital bed, “How many moons? O how 
many moons?" Nurse Lucille Nitti overheard. "Yeah and lots of 
water under the dam too, huh, Honey? You do b.m. yet, Honey?" 

"IT will inform you," he pronounce firmly. 

"I like the sound of that, Honey!" she fluffed the pillow 
around his rigid head. 

The years, and the moons, flew, and the couples had each a 
late child, Gwen for Buzz and Evvy, and Roger Jr. for Roger and 
Cecily. Both Dads were thirty-three. The children went to 


different schools and ultimately attended the University of 


Pennsylvania, but never met, either there or in Stroudsburg. 


On Buzz's fiftieth birthday old man Hansen suffered a fatal 
heart attack, and diehard Socialists from all over the country 
attended the funeral. He made provision in his will for Buzz 
which the New York lawyer had to explain several times: "You must 
immediately retire, and then you receive a generous monthly 
stipend for the rest of your life." As Buzz shook his gray head, 
the lawyer explained further that Hansen felt that his heirs and 
the other owners might, he quoted him, "sell out to sharpies. 

And the first thing they do in the land of the brave is to raid 
the pension fund." 

"That sure sounds like him," offered the shaking Buzz. 

"Some West Germans did just that to A&P Stores' employees. 
We don't have enough thieves, we have to import them," the lawyer 
shrugged, a grim young man dressed Wall Street, save for a blood- 
red cravat. 

Had Buzz kept a diary the sole entry for the seventh year 
after retirement might have read: Roger takes over company 
completely and milks it, sells most of the patents to the 
Japanese. The one for the eighth year would read My Evvy dies 
shoveling snow. 

After Evvy's death he sold the house and contents at auction 
and went to Florida to live in Coral Gables near his daughter, 


Gwen, who taught ballet at The University of Miami. 


That very year they cut the dancing program, so she's off to 
Tulane with her Carlos, who she claims has only been helping her 
with the electric in her Coconut Grove studio. (He did, in fact, 
show wiring plans to Buzz who told him "You don't have to draw me 
a diagram.") 

After they leave, it proves cheaper living in Miami Beach, 
but the angry faces of many of the other retired people irritate 
Buzz. Sweetness, the black counterboy at Wolfy's consoles 
"They're all New Yorkers and they grew up snapping at each 
other about business. Only now they got tans. And no business. 
Don't take it serous. People are the same under all the styles." 

Roger dies, and THE POCONO MESSENGER featuring the front 
page obituary touting that civic leader also contains an article 
about senior citizens sharing houses. 

Buzz finally moves back to Stroudsburg to a shared house 
owned by a Mrs Lahr, where he is greatly appreciated, being, 
among other thing, Friday's cook. One of the sharers, Miss 
Meniffee proclaims "I always look forward to Friday!" 

It's nice for her to say, but for some reason things begin 
slipping--anybody can do Sloppy Joes and Fritos admits Buzz to 
himself. Maybe I'm getting too old to cut the mustard--which 
brings back the silly card Roger and Cecily had sent him so many 


years ago. 


In the back of his mind he has thought of contacting Cecily 
after a decent interval. Such a time has long passed when he 
sends a birthday card on a whim. 

He had walked to the mall and was out of breath reaching The 
Little Card Shoppe, a franchise operation in the throes of a 
nationwide promotion, and therefore full of metallic balloons 
which moved about in the air currents and kept bumping him. 

"May I help you?" inquired a gum-chewing young woman in very 
elevated, sharply clicking heels. Her badge read Merrie, asst 
mgr. 

"Yeah, stop stocking all these gushy cards. And I'm coming 
in here with a pin next time!" She, amused, led him noisily 
through the balloons to a spin rack labeled TASTEFUL 
CONTEMPORARIES. He eventually chose a card featuring a black and 
white photo of a blind man with a cane who sported, though, huge 
orange sunglasses. "Hey! Long time no see I gotta say..." read 
the caption snaking from his mouth, and then inside the card, a 
platinum blond in a mink cape and nothing else kicked up her 
orange heels, a bottle dangling from one hand and a down-turned 
champagne glass in the other. 


but feel free 
to have yourself one HELL of a birthday! 


She was a kind of pink soft-sculpture of amazingly elastic flesh. 


The day he mails the card, one crocus breaks through ice on 
the tiny lawn of the post office. A week later a note comes back 
signed by Jacqueline Naismith, MSW. 

We are honored to say that Cecily is a guest 

here at Bide a Bit now. She asked me to report that 

He goes and is confronted by a muttering, prematurely old 
woman in a wheelchair in front of a bright window, wisps of pale 
hair brilliantly vibrating, her flesh pink and purple, hands 
spasmodic, jumpy. Before he can speak, she warns of the 
Pennington boys as he is holding her icy hands down. They had 
been stealing, he gathers, riotously digging up Batis toe: and 
going wild on the garden swing. Actually he had walked by that 
house on the lake earlier, only to see a comic wrought iron sign 
featuring two doctors over a mound-like patient and the legend 
THE GYNECOLOGISTS SPEISENGLASS. 

Cecily stops talking and stares at Buzz for many moments, 
her eyes bluer, and younger, than he can remember. "Are you 
Roger?" 

"Roger is, was you husband. I'm your old friend, Buzz." 

Fat Roger Jr enters and Buzz drops her hands. Roger wears a too- 
tight blazer with a FORD logo, open, his shirt beginning to spill 
out the front like spent sheets from a motel cart. 


"T'm Buzz." Buzz extends his hand. 


"Isn't everybody?" counters Roger Jr who storms into a 
monolog about not being able to depend on his new service 
manager. “Now don't let her pull that forgetfulness crap on you 
either," he suddenly shouts from nowhere. "These guerilla 
fighters of the Altzheimers Brigade aren't above a little 
manipulation." 

"She's been just fine," assures Buzz. 

"Say, you worked for the toy aeneany didn't you? I saw you 
in some old photographs in the mess of my father's estate. 

That was one lulu of a communist used to own it, wasn't he? 

So you, especially, shouldn't be so rough on my Dad. He was fine 
until..." and Roger Jr nods in the direction of silently chewing 
Cecily. "Huh! She eating air again?" 

"I never was rough on your Dad, or easy on him or anything 
else," Buzz asserts. "I retired before..." and Roger Jr stares 
at him as if he's the one with Altzheimers. "Anyway, how's the 
business?" Buzz tries. 

"Which one? Oh, toy company? We sold to Koreans last year 
and they moved it lock stock and barrel to Jamaica would you 
believe? They just make the one thing now, Destructo World you 
probably seen on TV--that flies apart when you say the secret 
word? Complete junk, I mean complete! And they can't make 


enough of them." 
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At that moment the sunlight amplifies frail Cecily and they 
both look at her. She drools but nonetheless quickens enough to 
pop: "Say the secret word and win ten dollars! It's something 
you hear every day." 

Roger whispers "Now she's getting religious or something." 
But Buzz tells him she had been alluding to a TV quiz show with 
Groucho Marx. "If you said the secret word a rubber duck dropped 
down with a Groucho moustache and cigar." 

"Yeah, well that's all too intellectual for me. I like 
sports." 

(And Buzz had thought all along that Groucho was mean until 
he softened with one contestant, a confused man, and was 
completely kind--Oh well that's one on me he remembers telling 
his wife. In fairness to her, Evvy was in the depths of her PMS 
as she snapped "Grow up Buzz!") 

But he remains hurt, even now in this sunny room of the 
convalescent hospital. In fantasy, Groucho says "Buzz, I would 
never make fun of you." 

"Our toys were creative," he tells Groucho...and the 
alarmingly real Roger Jr. 

"Yeah well, spare me that part of any business. I mean, 
spare me! There's nothing but the bottom line. Forget that and 


you're ready for a place like this." 
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Buzz staggers a bit, ashamed he had abstracted for so long 
and gotten a bit dithery himself. Cecily emits a squeal as Roger 
Jr hammers on, his shirt entirely out of the front of his pants: 
"Bottom line's the bottom line the bottom line--didn't somebody 
say that? Well, it's about a rose or daisy or some such shit but 
it's the same thing." 

Now Cecily tries talking but can't, her head nodding 
vigorously and her hands out of control. Some hairs vibrate on 
her shiny chin and her son blurts, "We ought to have Gillete in 
here sponsoring this show!" 

Finally she grates out secret and starts on word. When she 
says love, Phyllis Heller, blocky LPN, materializes to spin her 
chair around. "She talking dirty again? Are you, Miriam? 

Ooops. Not Miriam! Sorry about that! Miriam got a mouth like a 
longshoreman!" 

But Roger Jr. waves his hand before she can spin Cecily back 
around to face them again. "It's okay," he tells her. "These 
Altzheimers pretty much all look the same. Like Japanese cars my 
competition sells. Anyway, we're through. Stick her on the 
sundeck." 

Back in his room, Buzz, shaking, examines the bundle of 
cards again. The reasons we marry can't just be that one and 
that one alone the faded brown ink still maintains. Two paths he 


reads from a card, two paths, and Buzz sees Cecily, in white, 
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walking by the lake and murmuring over and over The reasons we 
Marry...and he grows sick with remembered moonlight and cries 
softly into the dusk seeping into his room through the half- 
opened door. 

"The secret word...is love" he whispers. 

Mrs Lahr interrupts. "Hey! I'll agree to anything, but let 
there be light! I'm not that cheap that I won't treat you to a 
little light from time to time." She flicks on a switch and 
spots the bundle of cards in his hand: "Getting rid of the 
evidence, hey? Don't mind me. Nosy! I know you kept them all 
locked up, probably because they were so naughty!" 

Buzz suddenly visualizes the inside of his small Sanyo cube 
refrigerator, sees frosting aglint in the dark. He pushes the 
cards aside and rises to fetch the Entemen's Ring Danish. In no 
time he is frisking to the coffee percolator also, dragging a 
sleeve over his face to wipe a remaining tear or two, an action 
quietly noted by Mrs Lahr. 

"Is that the new light kind?" she inquires. 

"No calories at all," winks Buzz, "not a one." His hand is 
trembling as he cuts, or rather hacks at it, with a butter knife. 

"I know you'd never lie to me," she laughs. 

He sits in his Lazy Boy recliner and she on a desk chair by 
the window as they eat and drink, a dark magnolia looming in back 


of her squat profile. 
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After she places her plate and cup and saucer in his small 
sink he ventures, "Why go all the way back to your chair? Plenty 
of room here." 

While bouncing Mrs Lahr on his knee, insofar as he can, 
a prelude to tugging her back further into the recliner, he will 
intone with a straight face, "I bet you've never done this 
before." 

And her eyes will assume a glee which contrasts to her usual 
rosy calm. "Never!" Pulling off fragments of his remaining 
Danish to feed him, almost singing: "Let's just do the best we 


can, Buzz. That's all we can do." 
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Little Things Mean 


Host I agree. Sometimes the little things can make us 
human. And, by the way...I always wanted to see YOUR 
little thing. 

Sidekick I've heard him say that. 

Guest Oh come on now! 

Host This instant? Hey! Let me tell you: I am READY! 

Sidekick He's all ready! 

Host. And able. 

Sidekick Well, that's open to debate--in this quarter, anyway. 

Host Hey the Christmas Party! I was bombed. 

Sidekick Do you have any hobbies, dear? 

Host Okay, okay. We want the vast radio audience to find out 
more about our lovely guest--as you clunkily remind me. 
Say? Who's running this show anyway? By the way, 
Doll, this is radio you know--nobody sees. I'd give 
anything to peek under that lovely blouse. Filmy, 
didn't they used to call that? 


Guest I'll bet you would. 


Sidekick 
Guest 
Sidekick 


Host 


Guest 
Sidekick 


Host 


Sidekick 


Host 


Sidekick 
Host 
Sidekick 


Host 


Sidekick 
Guest 


Host 


Guest 


Host 


Don't. 
It is a trifle sheer, m'dear. 
Just a bit. Sensational, I'd say. 


Lucky we don't have a bra sponsor but never mind. 
Listen! 


We will! 

Not! 

Whattayuhsay? It's not like it's NOTHING in 

return--I mean like you'd get from MOST sleazeball 
dates in this town. Let me tell you, I don't pray, but 
if I prayed, I'd thank God I didn't have a daughter 
because of them. 


You'd LOVE a daughter and you know it! Your heart 


would rise! 

Yeah I would! But like I was saying to our GORGEOUS 
guest here...and just pronouncing that makes 
something else rise. 

Oh oh! 

Which begins with p. 


I'll take a chance and say penis. 


I know you gals got some infantile something like it; 
but, like, there AINT no substiTUTE for! 


We don't buy that! 


No way. 
Look! Honey! I know it's ART and everything. I know 
that! But you're getting a halfhour of national time 


here! What do I get? 
Well, let's finish the halfhour, and then we'll see. 
You hear that? Sounds like a promise to me! 


So, how about, first, that peek: see what I'll be 
getting into, either in the balcony or d-OWN! in that 


Z 


Sidekick 


Host 


Sidekick 


Guest 


Host 


Guest 
Sidekick 


Host 


Guest 
Host 
Sidekick 


Host 


Sidekick 
Host 


Sidekick 


Host 


Guest 


Sidekick 


S-WEEEEEEET basement? 


Alas! All hanky-panky must wait as the excruciatingly 
beautiful... 
Excruciating all right! I got another word for it. 


...-holds up a tasteful T-Shirt which says-uh? 
FORGIVENESS. 


LUST AND 


Luigi Barstoli did the design. 


A knockout! Okay, so let's get into the, 
expression, MEAT here. 


excuse the 
Title of your novel, right? 


Not a novel, autobiography. 

That's when you do it yourself. 

Yeah? Well let me tell both of you that I've had too 
much of that! That's one of the things our guest 

is here to cure. 
I'm not a doctor. I'ma whore. 
You hear that? You hear that REFRESHING candor? 
Don't I? 


Honest to God that's great. That's great! I can't 
tell you the number of whores I had on this show who... 


never came out of their sluts' closets. 


You got it! And of BOTH sexes! I'm no sexist! 
Of course you're not! 


about you. 


That's one thing we both know 


Of which I am damn proud! 


Thanks, both of you. At any rate, my book is 
being finished, and just is waiting for one, uh, 
ingredient. 


Which would BE? Fanfare please! 


Host 


Sidekick 


Host 


Guest 


Host 


Guest 


Sidekick 


Host 


Guest 


Host 


Guest 


Sidekick 


Guest 


Host 


Guest 


Host 


Like, don't bother with any cues. They're playing with 
each other in the control room--as usual. Maury! 
Don't let us disturb you, now--faggot! I didn't SAY 


that! Slipped out. Please, no cards and letters and 
phone calls. Like, believe me, I'm a supporter of 
everybody's rights. I mean, I gotta be. 


But...? 

He's still a faggot. But I mean like a faggot'd 

say the word for God's sake! I'm truly sorry, Darling, 
the so-called staff around here sidetracked us. 


We got the t-shirt, the album, the miniseries, the 
tabloid installments. All ready to go. 


So? Like? Whatsaproblem? 
I just haven't chosen the bigtime pig. 
Haven't bedded him yet, you mean? 


Note how women get to the point. WE'RE the romantics. 


Men! 


Right! Bedded! That's the shorthand for what I 
do--like saying Mickey Mantle was a baseball player. 


You mean you've got the t-shirt, the album, the 
miniseries, the tabloid installments, all lined up and 
ready to go? You just haven't nabbed Mr. Bigtime 

Pig yet? 


Book's really all written, just left blanks for his 
name. 


And it's all gonna be true! 
The only way I'd have it. 


You mean you're just gonna manoeuver ole Mr Bigtime Pig 
into...? 


I have a feeling I just might be able to. 
Blows (excuse the expression) me away! But let me get 


this straight now. You mean you've got the t-shirt, 
album, the the miniseries... 
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Sidekick 


Host 


Sidekick 


Host 


Sidekick 


Host 


Sidekick 


Host 


Sidekick 


Host 


Guest 


Host 


Anybody hear echo around here? 


SHUSH A MINUTE! The tabloid installments, too, all 

ready to go. And you REALLY haven't just picked the 
bigtime pig, excuse me, MR Bigtime Pig! As of this 

moment? 


Better look out! 

Holy God, Honey, I love it! I just love it! And you 
don't have to do ANYthing to me! Either during the 
show or after. I'm giving you, like, absolution! 


He's MOVED! 


And everybody's saying where are the ideas anymore in 
radio? These numbnuts! Or anywhere for that matter. 


Amen! 


Hey, next time I wanna bring a lesbo on with you. 
Think of it! Triple~-header! 


Let me say “excuse the expression" for you. That last 
could be misintrepreted too. 


Hey! Eye of the beholder, am I right? 


Certainly, and thank you. Both of you. I don't mind 
telling you I was scared to come on here, but this has 
been perfectly lovely. 


Hey! Believe me! You can COME...ooops we gotta go to 
commercial, always when you're getting into something 
fascinating! 


Frank B. Ford 

Green Street Artists 

5225 Greene Street 

Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 

phone (215) 848-7385; email vegt@netaxs.com 


The Bebop 


They were all whores anyway, even the younger ones. Thus 
Randy Midden didn't feel all that bad to be alone in the vast, 
snow-filled parking lot of the shopping center, crunching towards 
the blue Dodge Aries he had parked far out from harm's way, just 
inside a circle of weak yellow-white light. "It's a curious--of 
the light. Oss-sity. Cure-osity. Curiosity!" he explained to 
no one in regards to the narrowness of the car he approached head 
on, experiencing a wave of despair as he imagined trying to 
explain such a phenomenon to the girls he left behind him at the 
Bebop Cafe. "Bends rays, something... forget it." But even in 
his distrust of women's general intelligence, Randy tried another 
illustration: "See? Looks like color of puddles, car does, like 
puddle stood up." 

It seemed at that freezing moment the most hilarious image 
ever invented and Randy hugged himself and giggled, puffs of dark 


vapor surrounding his scarlet face. 


The pickup with the huge knobby wheels and enormous 
mirror-finish bumper was gone from atop the snowbank beside his 
space. It would have been pointed up past the moon, so bright 
and high now, but too low for the young man trying to pose next 
to that truck earlier, his leather jacket ballooning and his 
white scarf whipping as his boots slid sideways--moon behind his 
tremulous underbelly. 

Idiot, recalls Randy, as a snowy wind slams him. "Idiot!" 
Randy Midden had pronounced earlier as his hand reached for the 
cold brass handle of the door to the Bebop Cafe. 

Despite his efforts to remain stock still, Pepper Stutzman, 
the now twice-remembered idiot, had slid entirely down that 
snowbank and into the blue Aries, as Randy Midden was still 
strolling to the Bebop. Pepper Stutzman spat on the car and 
pronounced "Wimp Bucket!" And then, having nothing else to do, 
he followed the wimp who owned it into the Bebop Cafe, where he 
met Traction, another member of the Four-Wheelers. 
"Stutz-my-man, this place sucks," Traction informed him. 
Traction sported a glass eye from a hot-rodding accident, and 
Pepper always stared at that eye as if not to do so was rejecting 
a challenge. 

Traction nodded towards Randy Midden who was already 
talking down to two blonde sisters seated on the floor amid 


lurching dancers. "Talker," sniffed Pepper Stutzman. "You gotta 


be talker. Like that asshole." 

"We don't like talkers," affirmed Traction. 

"We don't deal with no lines of shit," Pepper Stutzman 
informed him over the throttling bass of the huge speaker they 
sunk down next to on the apron of the empty stage, "'cause what 
we say we do, and what we want we take." 

"Amen, Stutz-Bear." Traction pointed to the S T U D 
stencilled on his t-shirt. 

For the next two hours the young men sipped Old Milwaukee 
from resonating styrofoam cups, and considered the verbal and 
prancing techniques of Randy Midden. Finally Traction offered, 
"Let's take him out and fuck him up the ass," his good eye 
blinking violently. 

"Not classy enough," issued the light, shy, laugh from 
Pepper Stutzman as a tape changed with a clunk. 

"Then what? Stutz-My-Man, our leader!" 

"I'm, whatchacallit, thinking." 

While incomprehensible punk music spewed from the speaker 
next to them, Traction thought a moment about what Pepper had 
just said. Eventually he blurted, "I can't stand this fuckin 
place no more. I gotta move, Amigo." He stood up and a dancing 
couple avoided him drastically. 

"Go fuckin home then, Traction." 


“No-o-way!" 


"That's an order. I'11 call you when I decide." 

"T haven't got all fuckin night and besides, when I get 
there the old lady'll whine about my never staying home.” 

"I gotta piss, man. Man where you piss?" a greenish youth 
in a pink tomahawk haircut inquired of Pepper Stutzman. 

Pepper threw his arm at the hundred dancers just before a 
wave of them engulfed the youth whose pink hair bobbed in their 
midst. "Anywheres, man. Like...anywheres," he shrugged. 

"Tl aint fuckin kidding!" the youth told someone as Pepper 
turned back to sneer at Traction, "We threw out a lot of shit 
about the regulations in our constitution to let married assholes 
join." Pepper's clear eyes drilled into Traction's glass one. 
"We can change that shit you know. Now give her a quick fuck and 
stay by the phone." 

"That an order too, Stuntman?" 

"Engage. And give her one for the club." Engage meant 
put your vehicle in four-wheel drive, and therefore, get with 
it, or sometimes, in a milder tone: okay, right. 

"I have to give her the gift. I'm loyal to the club." 

"All there is that's worth it. And don't you forget it! 
Brothers before bitches!" Pepper punched him on a bare arm in a 
grazing way. "Now get your coat." 

"I don't wear no coat. Hey! I'm a Four-Wheeler!" 


Randy Midden was attempting to grope a fat, drunken girl 


in the forest of coatracks adjoing the wall holding the telephone 
when Pepper Stutzman made his call to Traction, directing him to 
phone the others. 

"Engage?" Pepper signed off. 

"Engage engage!" Traction indicated that nothing could go 
wrong. 

It didn't. Under Pepper Stutzman's direction, the high 
knobby-tired pickups formed a circle with the blue automobile in 
the center; then after his scarf and Hitler salute shot through 
his glistening truck's open window, along with his shrieking 
"Engage!" the trucks fishtailed in furious white smoke. A few 
seconds later, throwing snow straight back, they ploughed into 
that Aries with the simultaneous precision of the club's 
Wimpmobile Mash. After impact they careened off in different 
directions, later to convene near the opposite end of the 
shopping center at SEAR'S AUTOMOTIVE EMPLOYEE PARKING, since 
Pepper knew of a Camaro with a bottle of Mad Dog under the front 
seat. 

He toasted them all with blood trickling down his hand 
because he had to smash the window when Traction, t-shirt stiff 
with icy sweat, couldn't pick the frozen lock. 

"Better get that hand looked at, Commander," the blue-armed 
Traction shook. 


"Man it's fuckin nothing!" admonished Pepper Stutzman. 


FRAWK B FORD 
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Rag 


O that existential stamp and sting. 
They sling the hash w/o 
the meat and topped by 1/2 


a rotten egg. People say demi 
things sitting around mostly 
pissed--if they knew. 


You get caught flat out, 
fat-assed, in one of these here 


novels, there's no exit, kid 
(no EX LAX neither) ’cause no- 


body gives even a semi- 
authenic fuck about nothing. 


FRANK B FORD 

5225 GREENE ST 

PHILADELPHIA PA 
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Shhhh 


The shy experience daily pain 
those moments so benign to others 
are really Being 
forced to Crisis 


and even knowing that this too shall pass 
they do eventually wear thin, 
then breathe a bit 
before they breathe their last 
Amen 


FRANK B FORD 
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Pallbearers 


Dave counters you 
can say what you want 
you still need the church 


to bury you. Our priest's 
dust-to-dust fatally dried 
my mouth until booze 


bloomed fortunately 
after all 


the cranking down, 
the plops of flowers, 


what do you hear 
from inside? 


How many 
little asides 
add to the infinite 


laughter? 


FRANK B FORD 
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When High Causes Are Brought Low 


Since some among us pop 
from bushes and rape, 
the former are removed 


and Attica Spotlights fixed 
on Old Main. Judge Bork, he 
correct: (King's shil- 


ling for the old guy) 
giving somebody a right 
subtracts one from another. 


Thus can I never piss again ‘tween 
office and library. And quenched, therefore, 
is private insurrection. 


FRANK B FORD 
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When in fury of mind 


knowing things 
must happen so 


you lash out 
face to face or 
in the letter too clever 


by half. Though results are hard- 
ly what you’ve craved, your 


breath resets. 


FRANK B FORD 
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Life is program 


music, so 
get on with it, 


and when it's time 
for a terminal bow, 


get the fuck off! 


FRANK B FORD 
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Lacking 


sluts and evil 
ways of various pimps 


under snakes or siege 
we'd miss 


TV or Congress. 
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The process of island 


wells up, 
not isthmus, but 
is-ness. You must 


shape your 
wry take. 


I have gone a place 


to invent the upturned faces 
in the street light. My father 


could yell with the best so they put 
him up on The Journal-Courier roof, 
megaphoning election results (before TV 
of course and much of radio.) History. 


Others have I read of, meadows in 
England or Russia, mists, the 
clasping of lovers, desperate 

in period dress; 


scoured depths 

we’ve felt when 
a lover stormed 
away. O give it 


over all this green in- 

stant for rolling with 

the children at touch 

football, how the grass thrusts 


up your nostrils 
and everyone hysterical, 
over and over now slow- 


ing your own motion 

for it to linger in the dirt 
and funky clothes and human 
odors; others piling on. 


Our stopping then as one 
rising to challenge the dizzy 


world: immediate glee 
transcends all history, 


our shrieking glory 
unfolding forever 
an endless present. 
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0 


I've examined me 


in the light 
of Lady Lamb 


's view of Byron as 
mad, bad,& dangerous 
to know. 


The lst I own; 
2d (hardly bragging) 
in a bush way 


once or twice. 
3rd: only to those 


more great- 
ly off-rail. 


Location Location Location 


Another pressed-out film 
actress assumes 


the lead of the oft-sounded 
theatrical bark of the leaden 


moment. One hears of snits and pouts 
and walkings-out, entreat-— 
ies re "director more a- 


WARE!"--ah well, art is pain, always 
has been. The news is where. 
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My Aristotle 


We romanticize 
what we eat. 


So proctor I the fleeing 
mouse, who cannot meet 


this bill. Bait a 
trap with pea- 
nut butter (cheese 


another overdry cliche). 
Just 


the way, small friend, of 
intellectuals. 


vadk B FORD 
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History 
Everywhere you've been, 
when you leave, they carry on 
the same, and after, 
feel nothing. 
In the new 
place you splash 
down hard and these 
others say oh, 
LE Sy you, then. 
FRANK B FORD 
§225 GREENE ST 
PHILADELPHIA PA 
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4th of July 


Ketchup Corvette cradling this winking blonde 
bangs at the light with my shuddering Dart hey 
big wink for real? mid shimmers of SUN- 
OCO & EXXON & GULF & WESTERN CLOTHING SOLD HERE 


PIZZA KING BEER BURGER BOY WENDYS the para- 
bolic piss of those Golden Arches & ARBYS fries 
onions busting through these coarse grains my A- 


merican Blonde. Shouldering diesels hiss in 
stinks of asphalt oil & grease glossy ex- 
plosions of a thousand cars in shiny black 


parking lots puddling suns O my America & O my 


new girl quick inside your own raw wave. 

Hey America I'm your native son hanging in 

there hard in army pants neon-nylon 
jacket rocking my self-destructing motor ina 


***ROUTE 1 ECSTASY*** 


She's off @ spectral green 


stands on the brakes then lays down 
rubber fishtailing into BUSTERS 
WATER HOLE her hair snaps ACETYLENE 
oat WHARG _ Wi 
i? c#i dad e3te aighe acce 
VS ArAT AGA Gi" ALH@IQGAUIH 
darter or os 
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Vans 


disgorge Christian Writers 
beachside. On break from Jesus 


Into horizontal rain heaves 


Jive. 
the naturalistic sea. 


News @ 6 


Murder 
after dinner 
swirls to coffee, 


good till the last 
dregs: she's 
strangled 


with her bra 
and excrement got 
smeared around. 


Kilroy's here and there 
making All-America, 

raping the girl next door, 
flaunting medals and 


report cards, whacking 
off in the raw 
minute that they freeze 


the avalanche 
to show the agony. 


Electronic truth 
just moves him strangely. 


Us, not at all. 
The TV runs on blood. 
I just run. 


FRANK B FORD 
5225 GREENE ST 
PHILADELPHIA PA 
19144 
Recovery 
Something deeply lost: you have dived hence 
to feel a shape of it, a fine sense 
at any cost embrace yourself within its 


whiteness. 


FRANK B FORD 
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The day the music dies 


not to brood. Others pick up 
the tune. Never those desired 
though, after conferring 


irrelevancy, they soon take you 
at your work, paying little mind 


to smoke whorling the 
wounds of fresh kills.. 


FRANK B FORD 
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The Empire of Desire 


Rain drumming the trunk 
lid, bent under, creased 
suit, cigarette, a cold 


calling salesman conducts 
his jokes in tails 
of smoke, a run- 


through, with free hand dealing 
catalogs, samples. He roots out 


pens, too, and (scene or slut-- 
depending) calendars. 


The petty corruption 
of life obtains 


a history 
as grand 
as any. 


After TWA 


800 


rescuers told 


don't 


Y) 
® 
18) 
© 
GH 


look at 


Moscow and New York 


2-edged 
the guess 


when you know 
the wide prophecy 


of liars forever 
playing along 


the inner cut 
of dread 


at the ironist'’s wake, 
only dry eyes. 
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By 


The Varieties of Agitation 


Cookbooks are like novels, it's 


vicarious eating vs. 
vicarious lust, 


anyway, found a recipe for 
strawberry cream 
something, asked 


my Love to explicate 
"fold whipped 
cream in"-- 


for answer she chose 
motion that was 
pedagogic ah 


but pure. She showed 
how cream is folded, 
undulantly wedded 


layer to layer, 
berries to en- 
croaching cream. 


Oh I had mixed and beat before 
and kneaded, 
really kneaded, 


and plunged 
in knives that came 
out dry. Oh my, 


regular Escoffier 
of the furious life 
where nothing came right 


before I 


learned to 
fold. 
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Directing the Scene 


This night river breaks the grasses. 
I touch air enough to hear 
children in the fragrances, 


in the river-wind 
woods holding seige, 
their voices fire against the trees. 


The children become a music. 
The river is a darker music. 


I thrust my hand in it 
it bends 


everything together. 


SS a RENN RRR SINE 


Running to Light 


the river and the snow 
are taken by their shadows 


becoming darkness 
with a sound 


searching light: 
finding the moon 
it thrashes it to ribbons. 


Rewound at an eddy then 


revolving whole and 
cold. 
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Nuit Blanche 
What is it 
Love in you 
Won't sleep? 


Still false 
Night thins the dark 


Trees and drifts 
Where fields grow 


Light. Of a 
White hush will you float till 


Sky is rose. 
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Round 


What is round is not a river yet 
the sun is pouring forth 
its rivers of light 


and round the sun light- 
rivers course and heat 
itself is round 


it's found 


all's round, 
each line. 
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Dusk, Izmir 


and we are of a darkening 
gold our clothing in- 
digo. Such a fire in 


sky and bay afloat 
where ferry hoves 
to sable, 


a toy,its lights 
pinpoint our eyes. 
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The Grove 


Those leaning pines with sparse and floating branches, 
the sea behind thinned here and there by light: 
A Japanese print before I'd seen one. 


Does the scene exist before the artist makes it so? 
He makes another and he makes it too. 
As I do once again listening to music. 


I don't think such nonsense at 20 at that sea-brushed 
Imperial Navy Hotel as then the giggling maids clean up 
after Americans. I know they giggle more at us 
than they ever did at them,the cultural differences-—— 
the way we laugh at signs like NOT TO BE SAFETY OF SWIMM. 


I can't put Galway out of that young place 
woven like the fragrances from sand and pine 
through notes running from my record here,his 
flute clean-cut along the trees and sea and funny signs. 


Weaving in and out of time. 
Folk melodies from turn-of-century Japan he plays 
and I sense that scattered grove a century before 
hotels and such,a farmer hums a tune from his own life 
and that is history. 


The wind in from the sea is not benign. 
But one day it is again and the painter 
sets his easel up. He has had his coffee 
and needs nothing 
more today than the trying to make art 
the way and not the way the wind is music 
the way and not the way the light informs. 


Whatever we find out there is there for us and despite us 
and despite the heartbreak years. 


Tell the composer at Auschwitz,the dancer at Hiroshima, 
all your fine ideas. 


=F2= 


Years 


teens horrific 
hormones 


twenties terror- 
istic comedy, 
leading most inevitably to: 


thirtyastrophe! | 


forty facing it 
fifty fearing death 


sixty up with health 
an oxymoron 


7~-zero 
if you 
make it 


throw him in the ground 
throw her in the ground 
we must get on 


i 
| 
| 
| 
| 


-73- 


Viewed as Drama 


the war's a 
disappointment 


thus gaid D. W. Griffith, 
FILMMAKER. 


Anthony Sangrosga, 
BUTCHER, rocks 


his cleaver,its 
discs of dreaming light. 


ii a i a al gag aise es Shs 2 So 


Thinking 


Things in their quickest 
time oh yes it’s living 


life hot,but don’t we 
think and feel and intend, 


yet not knowing about 
what it is? A sickness 
let us say whose cure’s so 
slow we cannot wait it out? 


And shouldn’t wish 
at any rate. What can you ex- 
pect? It has always been 
the same--though dreams give 
a bit--cold matter in the end. 
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The German Lesson 


THE WOMEN 

in one camp fucked 
the guards for 
toilet paper. 


To what 
BASE USES 
do we all aetc.? 


To see us walking 
now so PROUD and FAT. 


275s 


Borrowing at McDonalds 


Hey there’s a crazy guy out there 
so let’s get going huh? thus whispers 
polyblonde to bluehair, 


then the hissed, huffed 

imprecations whirlingly 
approach, all but trapped 

in tangled hair and parka: 


did god intend all nuts 
to come to me? 


A head balloon-immense a- 
gainst signs with immaculate conceptions 
of food flowing from the room, 
florescent-gold,he left. 


What’s the matter? 
(ist to ever ask am 17) 

Just need lousy nickel! 
Here! 


Thanks! Wideeyed still at miracles 
among hygene 


he will get his pastel shake 
Big Mac and fries, 
sit at his persona! plastic table and so 
slowly eat and think and drink, 


wishing up a little island 
full of geese and stars with all 
the natives smiling blurry nickels 


threaded by a French Fry 

threaded by a French Fry 

threaded by a French Fry 
Train. 


| 


Daymist 


Night flattened us 
and our scenes. 


At the rising 
shape of river we 


drift round 
as trees. 
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Beauty hasn't time 


thus you turned 
from ordinary light. 


The cabs lengthened past 
like suns. The clouds 
punched about brightly 


darkening you cracked 
the exact moment apart 
with that accelerator,heart. 


16° 


Movieola 


Where a carousel 
whipped past I 

flicked a handle 
to bare dancers. 


It's been cubed 
like everything | 
into apartments 


by beings who first 


eg ger le 
the hot old 
machines. 


Then the photographs 
of princesses 
c “@own 


whose fairest sones 
had been exfoliated 
by sadists 
with cigarettes. 


Anyway the loitering 

, perverts 
no longer have to be 
molested with immediacy 


as they ply their seizin 
trade in a more surrea 
place. The moon 
never checks in 
on a new life. 


The Battia ast Waterlionon wash BOR 


on the playins €ielitde of Etan. 


--tellingtan 


Civilization 


On the playing fields of Eton 


1 assumed my fair turn in 
New Haven Yalie bells held us 


as in a vise, 


through mine fields since 
missing the notices 


haphazardly posted a- 
mong the swells 


of cricketeers and footballers, 
the rise of dust in dusk, cool -edged. 


There’s a good chap when 
you miss 


your middle-class leg. 
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CONNECTING LIGHT 


Poems by Frank B. 


Ford 


CONNECTING LIGHT 


Both Scoring and The Varieties of Agitation 
appeared in FULL MOON; 


Prayer To My Daughter in THE WIDENER REVIEW; 


Again These Two in THE DEKALB LITERARY ARTS 
JOURNAL ; 


Sung To the Tune of Anything At All 
in PARNASSUS ; 


Korean Patrol in THE DELAWARE LITERARY REVIEW; 


After Hopper in GRYPHON. 


Run at Lit 1 Mad Hater 


Home 


“Where | come from we 
never really lived 
(so we said and did) 


and here I'm stranger 
still for some 
place won’t answer. 


There’s pleasure 
on paths that birds blur 
ahead. They’re 


joining us 
to song. 


The Empire of Desire 


It's the rain drumming the 
trunk lid. Bent under,creased 
suit...cigarette,a cold 


calling salesman conducts 
his jokes in tails 
of smoke,a run- 


through as with free hand deals 
catalogs,samples,then 

roots out (scene or girl de- 
pending) calendars,and ballpens 


the petty corruption 
of life obtains 


a history 
as grand 
as any. 


Apostrophe to Box 


0 Peacock Brands 
Early Foothill 
Pomegranates 
Produce of the USA 
Distributed by Blue Anchor 
Sacrament- | 
| 


0 California! 


Prints of the Natural Numbers 


Wind shapes us 
what we see 
and hear.A 


supple fir 
unfolds 
a fan 


in time 
dissolving 


to tree 
in still 
of field 


all solidity 
keens 
to sound. 


Overlan 


Hate? A point of vie. 

er Dast ve, though, * play, 
ay, che schoolboy, . 
soy Leaking ouk the edge. 
reCauing the naivete. . 


ERS ote 


ate,whatever hac us Sere 


“es Bh GbS core ,als 

fog j Pe recrrers 

Pai ougosence makes flo Reger g 
“ s Weare gy 
abe, 

a ee 

ar a 
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Ow 


Ages of Man 


Saint Norbert's would remain. The 
rectory doors are opened out to stars now 
shimmering past the infinite 
globes of rain 


on the magnolia. Into the aromas 
of the garden Rev- 
erend Brill puffs 


a Cuesta Rey, muses 
for a second of the rose- 


wood pulpit in the darkened church. 
God drifts these stars from such infinities away. 


Now there's a gap for you! Indeed! 
Not this “Generation Gap"...how they prattle on! 


The puny, secular man 
reinvents the world 
by fad. 


But try to tell Father Quince--anything. 
No no no! For they were duty-bound to 
get them thinking, to promote a dialog, 
so-called, wake them up to the seventies! 


It naturally ensuing that young 
and old would henceforth seem in Sweet-sung 
concert at St. Norbert's, ah yes. 

And thus it came to pass 


that Quince booked ACID ROCK GOD, 

or some such mess of patch- 

y beards,shudder- 

ing lights and flashing, polar chrome. 


Brill stood paternally in back 

to let Quince handle it, the...music 

putting styrofoam cups at some small risk, 
his coffee in a shaking, dancing fit. 
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And when the young persons sang and chanted 

he could hardly guess a shattering word of it. 
(Though now he makes the evening out as sweet 
among the stars, the dripping flowers, the smoke 
from his cigar.) 


What he finally gathered in the trash and blare 
was the fact St. Norbert's deserved burning. So 
remarked a black youth larger than a bear, 
shouting all the amplifiers down. (Their 
rushing idiocy of lights to mark our latest fall? 
Brill thought.) : 


Mercifully, a total, final feedback bade 
all flee. "Well!" breathed William Cardwell. 


His flushed,unbalanced wife upon his arm 
they veered at seas of rain. 
Well he nor wife would sleep that seething night, 
chiseling out together all the more 
than requisite future phonecall to the rectory. 


Brill poured himself a cognac 

for the chill. Well Cardwells 

and their ilk are very like 
the kids. Expecting God 


to give them candy; gnashing 
at the way life served up ashes. 


Old Burns breaking him in: Their 
souls and only that is our concern. Old ignoramus! 


And now Brill needs persevere through Father Quince 
and his pronouncements ex cathedra 


as to opaque "systems" and their foggy "inputs"-- 
all lurching, presumably with him, through the mush 


of media and from out the "uptight" seminary. 
God protect us from his fresher advocates in Time! 


And now remembering his cigar, Most Reverend Brill 
blows forth a final cloud. 


Thrusting through the wash of air he's 


heading for the Buick. He'll get the Simonize 
to rub the pulpit in the dark, exquisite church. 
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ST ARE. PTL: 


From the Car 


Sky a January recession 
of grays, 
a black edge- 
wise disc 


comprised of birds twists 
full-on to flash- 
ing white then streams across 


the dark lake of clouds, 
streaming and flashing 
over the inching road, the 
verging trees, 
beside the brilliant actual 


water as God 

in the spiritual 

on the radio 
flows by. 
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The Walk 


Three night-blooming primroses 

Opening together on the instant 
defining yellow,splitting that 

benchmark in my mind 


and above all of this 
fine thought, blonde 
loving the blushing telephone. 
Of tropic dusk her tan,her hair 


becoming lamplight. One brown hand 
twirls the rosy chord. 
Laughter devours the moment. 


But,then,a scarlet strain along the throat. 
The twirling slows and stops. 
And she,for all loveliness,wants. 


In the prim morning you can 
pick the dead blooms off all right, 
the window's blind thrust at light. 


But evening's 
the beauty of 
instants 
(as when a she once arrowed,tight-lipped, hooded, 
through some ancient wood, 
lush moon smashed in twisted trees above ) 
or another overflows the light with hunger. 


It is when 
life can be 


briefly of a color of a portion of eternity: a music 
bright and dark and urgent beating 


: pr imrosepr imrosepr imrosepr imrosepr imroseprimrose. 
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Carcinogenic Blues 


In my mother's womb 

I married death 
they say 
particles sped by 


air got her 

and are getting me, 
benign, overweight I 

am being 


roundly poisoned, my 
very language too 
engorged with the burlesque 
patter of propositions 


to any and all 
survivors. I had thought 
to play it out 


fitfully, a last teens 
flaunting fine things. 


Wrong on all counts & move right 
along says the chemical cop. 
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Generation 


Joe and Madeline 
graduated Cornel! & went on 
to Ph (got married) Ds @ NYU. 


gestured intensively 

as they rapped a concept 

till it, surrounded, 
surrendered. 


Somehow though it galled 

their living for thought 

the rent was scrounged up 

& the bread got bought, 

bed often enough made & unmade etc. 


Two kids 
bridged their discussions 
like afterthoughts. 


They tuned out 


Joe and Madeline’s 
mouth 
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Overheard 


4 
} 


I aint no 
CHURCH person 
you know 
what I MEAN? 


All that STUFF! |! gotta 
get OUTA 
there. But everybody 
should go- 


The Friend 
Whither thou,ghost? 
I will go with thee 


along the sailing sheets 
of newsprint,the cold leaves, 


all dull sounds 
with their edges 


curled, threatening 
to rasp 


me well within that inch 
you've passed. 
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The Hand In the Future 


We are composing ourselves 
as the photographer composes. 
Qur being 
guided and 

guiding him 


and each solely directing such 
limited chaos making us 
free in a way 
of the result. 


For one certainly can’t hand it 
to the photographer. The moment 
shown over and over must not be 


an accident or the prejudice of 
one eye and one waving arm. 


But to say 
it is us we 
were vital- 
ly promising 


everyone. 
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Three Shortstops 


Feat 


you’ve gotten the intellectual shove: 
reasons for everything and no love. 


Corona River 


You a- 
nother. 


Centuries: 
which? 


The Necessity of Sleaze in Language 


I looked up her dress 


in the Sears’ catalog 


Ay 


There is 
and is not a rub. It 


has acquired 
your wearing thin. 


Times you thought 
you gave up. 


Dreams are in themselves 
arguments. 
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Hope 


go there and let your veing drink 
where veins were let, 


kneel where blood was 
scrubbed from stones, 


all acts including this 
as useless. 


To a Young Poet 


you end it somewhat 
bitterly i say 
so what 


you shouldn't 
please it's 
a disservice 


you'd answer. for someday 
even though the ones who do don't 


pay,so that's your 


burden, you, 
and the favor God has done. 
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Scoring 


Tuck drove at the basket as the rocket curved, 
released the ball to find its softest high be- 
neath the swinging bulbs. We never saw it drop 
at hands thrust up.They dug out the both of us 
from the others & we fuzzed through hospitals. 
A year ripped off,we met again, something like 
blood with anyone not blown away.His last trip 
here was made on snow so back we go at frozen 

tracks and beg of a sunken doctor 

once more to mark him down enough 

in his fast-darkening room, where 

ice is eating out all the windows 

he must ritually punch towards me 

"Keep at the books;just don't..." 

Turn away from his cracking looks 

& "Why?"I ask then, why anything? 

No answer for his face falls off. 
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Korean Patrol 


They drift back of me 

as do the sparse trees, 

blue on charcoal. 

I'm at their lead, 

dark bones in cast-off clothes 

as the moon finds three brass 

chevrons on my streaming cap. > 


A face sketched lime, 

with wide salt eyes, I'm 

a drowned man in this slow wind 
sea that carries moon and brush, 
floats ashen, apparitional light 
to trailing gray eyes who blotch 
together as I wave and darken. 
And I am twenty. 


Twenty years old 

among bushes of ink 
and the floating 

men of my patrol whose 
seashell ears roar 

at silence. 


Twenty when facing 

the quick phosphor line 

of the Chinese patrol 

Twenty when I fear the best 
and twist my cheek for irony, 
a way to put a face on. 


And those behind. Do they 

come from Texas, Boston, on and on? 
Did they jitterbug before the blood? 
Which movie did you see? 

Will they breathe eloquently 

the widest reason to die? 


Which movie did you see? The one 
shaking out to leave a 
blur-face man, mouth 0'd? 
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Pores cratering 

a tearing face 

before the screen rips, 
murdering the nerves. 

In my own war movie 

I and he wave, just wave, 

no apotheosis of the butcher 
after all the butchery, nor 
light bubbling through mud 

like reflected Christmas bulbs. 


And we both go back 
in order to report 
"No contact." 

the only lie 

we understand, 

the one I own but 
cannot have. 


Something tells me he is near 

and near the moment never 
understood--to understand a moment 
and not be forced to turn that screw 
into my cheek and swear, 


a moment 

when the curve 

of a windowlit shoulder 
is fragrance 

of rain 

ox snow whirled 
streetlamps and 

I, drunk, sang. 


Recalling in the spectral slog 
of our patrol a yellow-wet 
world gone soft 

shoulder on fall-lit 

incense of rainair... 


and there had been 

beer freezing the lips, 

the lengthening pools 

of roads under leaves, 
’ wind exploding us 

as we drove. 
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But now it's seconds before blur, 
the soaking shock, the soar. 

Time to remember to forget 

so many unweighed moments, 

so many things from books. 

We meet on a rise, 

a milky cloud for Light, 

and I see that orange hand 
coming up 

in the gray solidity of that 
half second, the blank 

in his eyes 

like a screen fled of color, 

and I must dissolve blank screens 
to make something mean something 
or nothing mean more. 


I don't know why my carbine 

swings, my finger shreds 

inside that trigger's curl, 

but I look up to see him 

going under 

with still-raised hand and bland, 

down sliding eyes. And now I'm hit and hit 


and fall a child at play, arched 
sweet childache in my throat 


I fall, 
falling in soft falling in green 
falling in falling in soft green woods. 
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From the Fishing Pier (Nam Decade) 


Far out the surfers start their ride. 
The day is gloss and wind and wide 
And I have come to get a rest 

From Time and Kodachromes of death. 


The wind makes dervishes of sand 
And bathers shroud their shiny tans, 
The surfers now are coming fast, 
Upright, tight, then slickly past. 


The clouds would seem to shred the sun, 

The sea threads white and slides down spun, 
The last wave peaks and surfers sag 

While plunging into rubber bags. 
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From dark the empty 


voice where I had gone 
to feel more 


alone and now this 
sergeant floating 
his words. The wind 


extracting melodies 
from tent ropes out- 
side. “You okay now?" 


Yeah they said little 
flu. Pills they give me. 


"Others. Gone." / know. 
"No. Hit mine. Got word. Radio." 


Shoving us boys onto the throbbing 

truck, renewing all the laughter by hauling me 

back off for the medics--"His war 

begins tomorrow!" But they jeered and hooted 
and are still 


lurching away from 
the sun, faces 
like singing 


grapefruit. 
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The Truth Squad 


sails in as jesting pirates 

grabbing what the other gang pinched 
& back in the van as the sun is col- 
lapsing the West like a tomato 

how nice to gauge a brew & know 
laughing like bloody gods. 
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Human Geology 


A wall makes a crack 
of surprises 
when the threatened 
war arrives. 


Causes, that is 
what the family did in 
common quarrels or omissions 


all, all forgotten 
while mortar sifts 
over corpses, rubble 


nudges others through 
the inequality of circumstance 
we survive 


to build 
another wall, 
each brick 
an argument. 
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The Terrorist 


I 
wait as 
have others. 


You 
strike 
at your wish 


or may not 
I know 


your demands 


and have al- 
ways. 
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Places 


How do you get 
to a certain place 
stay in that place 
when it's true 


not true about 
other places? 

true and not about yours too 
so it makes 


no difference 
never did 
all the times you felt 


drained by moonlight 
the same moon shone on 


another nothing. 


Knowing now 
leaves you dead. 
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Shy 


the shy experience daily pain 
those moments so benign to others 
are really Being 
forced to Crisis 


and even knowing that this too shall pass 
they do eventually wear thin, 
then breathe a bit 
before they breathe their last 


Amen 
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Voyaging 


My son’s gift to me, 

a picture of his boat 
starting to 6° at the sea, 
at the sky all blood- 


orange, this bristling glow 
that pulls my breathing out with it 
as water rolls 


the boat beyond the slip, 
to leave me every instant 


further from his sight, 
a blurring wave within 
the swarming light. 
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Night At Stonehenge 
comes a song 
round you, 
takes us in a Druid Eye 


we plunge at solar carnival 
our bodies light. 
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Design 


We thought of it 
as vast and busy 
so began 


subtracting till 
we had it 
irreducibly intimate. 


But where would one 
less move whip 
the liquid core? To a 


no-return,the too a- 
brupt, the seized, 
spun-brittle? 


A sort of sand. 
The risk of losing everything 
is everything 


worthy 
of lovers 


as we must love 
those bartering behind 
for love is a form 


of suicide. 
They start in wariness. 
We weary, 
learning 


to lighten up 
so that with luck 
there will be grace 


inside our dance. 
They move naturally 


in order 
to betray. 


What they brightly steal 
will never finish well for us. 


We become the clowns of spite 
to poison what is passing. 
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The Matter With Us 


It is cold 
we have made 
once more 


narrowing 
the blaze to this 
still point 


to turn and 
to ponder 
dispassionately 


concentrating 
grains of fire-sung ice 


keen as the 


much folded tip 
of a Japanese sword. 
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At The Elevation 


of the Host St Mary’s 
paint smell mixed 
with cloying 


cold cream + HEAT 
pipes HAMMERED 


you out of drifted sleep CLAMMY 
and there IT is BAD BOY and 
growing 


on 12! oh my GOD 
and what NOW? 
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Distinction 


They blur together, 
and I’m sorry that they do. 


I once did for them too 
I know. It’s how 
pain drops in, 


discrete at first and then 
won’t go. 
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Obligation 


You went in off: 
why they went in in 
bright turn,knives 


stringing light 

and you hmmmmnd 
through the various masks 
confirmed a good boy 


sewed up back 
go you at wife kids 
dog and conical trees, 
dinged and rusted Cavalier, 


whatever ruckus and grace is 

baptised as your "estate" (Once- 
morbid math being the wholly designated 

course now.) These few months catch 


you staring and smearing the sun- 
light. Hey say I, squanderer! 
Fuck you! The life you're losing 
is your own. Rare enough don't you 
feel? Your last right too 
when you think about it the 


communion of flowers 
and birds and rocks and dirt 
needs you free of life in order 


to jazz up their equitable job. 
Your death's a thank you note to God 
so begin 
composing. 


a es 


In Our Cold Stars 


An old car waits 
in the terrific sun. 


We turn away 
a moment 
to adjust 


our shapeless clothes 
and stand 
for it,the 
camera, 


dreaming and haste 
in our mouths. 


We want no part of it now, this ferocity 
of self. We have terror in our mouths. 


The wind blows stinging grit. 
Where is it from? 
We must find out. 


It is not history. 
It is not photographs. 
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The Peach Boy 


I bring my GI Orient and Paul,4, 
his dubbed cartoon of Saturday morn- 
ing monsters in outer space yet 
he hasn't much to lose as I 

exclude Sigmund's and Karl's 
inner space hardware store cause 


the play opens with the father 
discovering a great peach ina stream 
and once home the old couple find 
a baby inside as samisens bridge my life 


in sound to a small dim room of a 
Tokyo club where a guy picks a tune from this 
white baby grand and I'm in raw company 
alone then,with my girl better and worse 
I'm tearing at a steak and throwing back Nip- 
pon beer. Cocksure,but she's hushing me now, 


because the guy's a top composer. The pale 
lid floats on his smoky progressions 
in my sliding mind the Peach Boy has grown 
up,is searching the audience when from his 
peach silk light widens over Paul 
beautifully glow meets glow. Where's the 
dragon asks Paul just so we're all peach 
children,grand babies born to save 
the world,rope the ogres round, 


as now the Peach Boy's finally up to 

on stage the witch knifing in she's run through 
for her trouble. It had to be 

to move us past appetite to 


a place 
where a far dark house and tree 
press the moon and clouds between. 
Water spreads to us from there. 
In the muted air 
and soft lit spill 
are all of my selves still 
with yours. We name all we see 
and think eternally, 

a lake. 
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What I See Is 


enough 
of grace. The usual 


days blur. 
We net the light 


becoming 
us. 
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When 


you say 
it's close in here 
I pose 


the atmosphere 
like a lover worn 


against a burnt-out day 


S612 


There Is A Time 


I turned my head. 
You deepened. I'm 


ready I said 
next,addressing the light 
where you had been 
weeping soft- 


ly. Out among the leaves 
and the death and the cold 
this memory still 

of your bright hair. 


I turn from loss, 


from a window's frost 
like a breath of gold. 
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Clothesline Visitation 


She releases 
sheets to wind. 


They snap 
brilliances 


rowing the swollen green 
earth at 
Him,a nave 


radiating blacks a- 


gainst blinding, 
bellying waves. 
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Stream 


our part 
in stopping 
forever 


fails,I place 
the boat mid- 


spring past 
a wave 
of light 


blossoms 
by your glistening 


wrist always 
desire 


trails it back,the mind 
listening, 
listening 
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Prayer 


Earth wave 
what rushing shelves of fire? 
The sky wave’s spill! across the gilass- 
y form of air,suns 
of flowers on green-great clouds and wave 


of water thrust wind-shapes, white swirl and swir]- 
ing breath inside al! Salt,star-bits, lift to love. 
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Her blond face swims in the dark lavender water inside an acorn—shaped 
globe of the type once seen in druggists' windows. Bits of old varnished 
surfaces and the rest of that room's mellowing .clutter surround her. 

Eyes the color of that liquid ,they have become blank in it as now she leans 
forward to put a finger on the bluish globe, blocking out everything but 
cylinders of honey-colored hair. 

The face reasserts itself, blond and dreaming, the now-small finger 
tracing, too slowly, a rising carbonation. 

She Be teenehes an the water instantly warms from the heavy burgundy 
light of the roon,,that immediately replaced by a salmon-red face of a 
young man, the carbonations curving up from his gaping mouth. She has said 
something to him, slowly muttered, and ending with "state of undress,"--it is 
almost as though her first few words had been sucked up into the heavy light, 
the burgundy drapes, the spongy rug with its circle of faded roses. 

He has sprung up, his fingers like the shadows of minnows in that 
lavender water as he is undoing his shirt, its buttons magnified to the 
size of quarters. 

"I see nothing!" he is yelling over the globe. "The future's out there 
not in your dream-globe or in this dusty room makes you choke! You! 

Staring and mooning and reading I don't know what kind of morbid books for 


lady undertakers or something!" 


"Red! Don't! Please!" But he has taken off his shirt, has cropped it 


where you can"t even breathe in this room your dad should rent to the undertaker 
cause it's like being dead to stay here instead of running down to the 

Delaware River out there and ripping off all our clothes and swimming 

like crazy maniacs!" In his enthusiasm he slaps the enormous piano and 

pain snakes across his forehead like lines on a complex chart. Wis voice 

hops an octave: "The war is over! Today!" 

Verna slides along the piano and by him to plop into a mushy 

after a moment 
and nondescript Victorian chair, <n pensively rearranging the ends of 
her kerchief to make them fall evenly upon her light blue blouse. 
"The war," he is enunciating, "to end wars''--both hands on his rising 
red and white pot belly as she makes a little tent with her fingertips 
under her chin and stares at that flaring belly with resignation. 
"The...Great...War...is over." 

"Thank God...on the one hand! “she sighs, her gaze going down to the 
gummy buckles on her shoes. 

The dispiritedness he had gathered from her tone he will remedy in a moment 
from the center of the room after brushing past the globe with his shirt over it, 
setting it to rocking, the glint of the blue liquid visible through tiny holes 
in the gray workman's shirt. 

"I will love and respect you until the day that I die," he shrieks 
at—her to make her Vift her head. 

"Oh I don't know," she whispers, "I just don't." The tiny lights 
from the still-rocking globe catching at her eyes. 

"The day of the beginning! The very day of the beginning!" This from 
the center of the rug, inside the rim of faded roses, where. lie; is.jumping. 
veut} Back in her characterless chair, her shoes turn in, almost toe to toe 
as shejsobs iffto his "We're going into a new era Verna! I'm ready to 


explode with it! You can't cry onthe very day of the beginning!" 


He is an orator now, slowly raising a finger. while 
"Oh put your shirt back on, Red." And he watches his finger drop, amb he 
sets a scowl on his face, it becoming as red as his naked belly. She is 
rubbing her eyes with both fists. "You get excited and then I have to 
hate myself for weeks." 
"Oh I don't care aboutthat today,"' he snaps cheerfully. “No offense, 
but how can you even...? Why so much is changing out there" he's 
waving both arms "you won't even recognize the world next year. Why it'll 
be like coming here from some lousy little flyshit country in Asia 
or somewhere. Excuse my French. Why there'l1;be ia ies to fly you from 
here to hell and back." 
"And back to hell," she pronounces quietly, dropping her arms on the 
arthritic-looking wooden arms of her chair and pusiy Back further, 
denting. : 


her cylinders of honey hair its horse-colored 
plush. 

As if reviewing a parade he waves one hand and then the other. 
All of his visible skin glows. "I'm needed out there, Verna. 
President Wilson needs me." 

"He is sick., You'd finish him altogether," She strains, -rs—rf 
speaking forth from some crushed and exhausted vein. 

"Verna! Darling Verna! We have made the world safe for democracy 
and now it's time to get on with the future!" 

"Hmph! Sure it is...if you're a boy that is." 

“Everybody! ." proclaims Red, "even girls." 

"andthe farmer took another load away!" Her golden head snaps up 
in the dim and heavy light. 


"Verna you are much too sweet to say such a thing!" 


She lets her head fall into her hands. "Oh I'm so sorry. My sweetness 
Mushy chaly 
is sorry too."" He stumblingly approaches herve tear her hands away 
pwd. then |. 
from her face and then stare, ferociously into her eyes. Bat, ees blazing 
eyes all of a sudden go blank as he hops and grimaces, digging at his 


chest and stomach as she becomes animated in the attempt to grab 


his arm. "Now you stop it!" she is scolding, 'the more you scratch the more..." 


"I can't I can't I can't!" backing up from her outstretched hands, 
the piano at his back finally stopping him, his sliding along its curved 
lid as if she threatened to pursue. "Maybe it's this dark damn room or 
this summer in November weather andthat damn false armistice they called 
it ‘two or three days ago when everybody thought the war was over. 

I went half crazythen itching! It took everything I had out of me. 
I got nothing left." He forms both hands into fists, thrusts them down 
at his sides. 

UP 

"Thank God," she exhales,into the deepening burgundy light. 

'"verna! The world!" 

"Again?" 

"It it it it is going by seventy miles an hour!" Red jerks his 
head upward as if following the path of a rocket. "Oh sure your dad 
is a good fellow but this!"pointing gravely and revolving around the 
whole heavy room "is him." 

"His brown study." Her small bubbly laugh at his perplexed forehead, 
the freckles sliding into folds. 

th. Right! I have to take my shirt off here just to breathe. 
The air here is all dead, Verna. Jiminee!" 

“Appropriately enough," she comments, her eyes distant and cloudy, 


"for me." 


We don’t remember him. We can hardly remember him. Even Mac. 
He’s fading [from] you too. Just natural. I can’t remember mama 
and she’s alive. Alive! Holy shit! Life exceeds bullshit! 

Such happy happy horseshit! Even if Jimmy had been tons of 
substance [we] wouldn’t-- 


Mac 
Not true! Thousand things! 
Fern 


Well good luck to you and your thousand things. Or millions. Or 
fifty-eight thousand. What do I care? I°11 give you what you 
want. I’m just here to give you what you want. My mission! 
You’11 see! 1?11 make you equal to Jimmy and then you can forget 
all the nonsense forever. 

And find some peace. And find some peace. Then we can 
relate to your totally totally totally fuckin insane 
crazy-fuckin-alive mother! (She seizes Magic Marker from table, 
leaps up, raises it over her head with both hands as if she is 
going to plunge it into MAC.) 


Georgia (Escalating tone) 


No-cooococccoas! (Then FERN writes "MAC™ in huge script on wall.) 
Fern 

There! Your name all by itself. All honor [tol] you! You! 

I?ll get you fuckin rose. Hey! I’?11 get you sunflower! Larger 


one than that, I’11l get that. You, Mac! Life’s [al struggle, 
not Ca] jerkoff smile! 


Georgia 
The old man’!1 shit! 

Mac 
Fern! For Jesus Christ’s sake! 


Fern (fires marker into wall) 


See that! Ninety-five miles per hour. I’m another Dwight 
Gooden! 

Georgia 
Gross. 
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Fern 
Where you going? 

Mac 
[To get] Mr Clean! 

Fern 


What else? 
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2 Waiting room. Enter FERN and GEORGIA. 


Fern 
Whew. 

Georgia 
Smells! 

Fern 
Didn’t even notice. 

Georgia 
That I don’t believe. 

Fern 


The day the dead live and I should sniff? I’d have to utilize 
the sliver of my brain that’s left. I mean, worry about mere 
stinks in the presence of miracles? 


Georgia 


Then you must be dead. How could you help it? Gag! Puke! 


Fern 


You’d expect urine, wouldn’t you? This is a dead-end 
convalescent home isn’t it? For all the P.R. that is. The TV 


commercials showing the old loony-tunes weaving the basket of all 


our dreams. 


Georgia 


Urine huh? That’s piss! And it’s been, whatchacallit, aging. 
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Fern 
Appropriately enough. 

Georgia 
Ugh! I really might puke. I don’t even wanna walk around--even 
outside. Let’s go. Yuk. PISS SMELL KAYOS STARLET. Why not 
flatter myself? (muses) Hey Fern. Ever notice that no ugly 
broad is ever murdered? "The statuesque blonde” really means 


enormous slob who fucked the town and was starting on the 
outskirts. Then she met Mr. Wrong. 


Fern 


Would that life were a tabloid. 


Georgia 
Too weird. Life that is. Listen, what’s going on in there? 1! 
mean speaking of weird. 

Fern 


They’re still working on mama. One minute she calls Pop, Pop, 
and the next -- 


Georgia 


Dwight somebody when I could understand her. Some old one. 


Fern 
Eisenhower, this time. 

Georgia 
Christ! 

Fern 


Something she didn’t resolve back then. Probably when she ate a 
birthday cake, candles and all. And speaking of gifts. flips 
something aside) 


Georgia 
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What’s that? 


Fern 

[An] Altzheimer Honey gave it to me when we came in. 

I was so out of it [1] didn’t notice. Little rosette, of shit. 
Georgia 


Now you’ve done it! You have duh-un it. Grossed me out. Why 
don’t you go wash your hands at least? 


Fern 
When I can get up. 

Georgia 
I hope God never forgives you. I didn’t think it was Possible 
anymore for anybody to gro-- 

Fern 
The truth’!1 do that. Too much of it. 

Georgia 
CIf] I get like that, Fern, simple, blow my brains out, will you? 
You have my permission. 


Fern 


You come and you go, Georgia. I won’t know you then. And 1 
wouldn’t want to be reminded of this day in any case. «So where’s 


that leave us? 


Georgia 


But I want to. Stay friends. Lode. 


Fern 
What for? Get away from us. We’re poison. We infect. 
Georgia 
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You’re not. 

Fern 
What can | offer? Stale wisecracks. Shit. Excuse the metaphor 
when the real thing’s so close. I was totally bored with old 
Fern when this day cracked my skull open. 

Georgia 


You’re excused right now, but the thing is we can talk. Even 
Mac. 


Fern 
Is that what you call it? 
Georgia 
Hey! So it’s not Channel 13. In my family you scream or it’s 
nothing. No one ever talks. I mean I’m...so lonely. 
Fern 
We waltz the streets of life alone. 
Georgia 
You didn’t say that. 
Fern 


Thomas Wolfe the Former had the original impulse. 
I fucked it up. 


Georgia 

You’re strange Fern, or wanna be. 
Fern 

Why I came into this family, to look normal by comparison. 
Georgia 

Well, she aint fat no more anyways. You gotta say that. 
Fern 
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Little trembly-white old lady. 
Georgia 


A killer. Don’t know what I was ex- pecting. Somebody...younger, 
tell teeth. I pictured Mom, the mom Jimmy introduced me to. 
Disapproved my makeup. Lovely without anything she said. Me! 

What I remember. Made her real. Oh God if ! could stuff some 
cotton up my nose! Hospitals scare me even though this aint one 
really. Makes you think about...I mean you walk around inside 
your body, right? Don’t think about it? And then come to place 
like this and nothing’s really covered over here. People dying, 
really, right before your eyes. Some smell like dirt itself or 
worse. I think about my breasts and, well it aint like 

like standing in a certain way make sure some guy can get a view; 
I mean men are crazy *bout--You see those women on TV news 
bare-breasted on some beach cause men can? Hey, one says, ’Ss 
only tissue. We got more of it is all. Whatsay Fern? This only 
tissue, hey? I believe her and I don’t, but gets the men 
completely nuts, that much I! know. 


But you know what I think about in all these places like this? I 
think about how you get cancer, breast, and have to-- Why I! 
can’t stay. ’Cause these places all are cancer and all horrible 
goddamn things. 


Forty. Life begins. What crap! Death begins. O11 get so 
scared. Let me tell you Fern, it’s Death begins, 


But Jimmy. Wow! Let me tell you. Said I didn’t remember but 
there’s one thing--but you’re right. Don’t remember much-- 
flashes, 


It...Jimmy...wouldn’t’ve gone nowhere. Know that now. 

Know it from the other Jimmies. All wanted [to] hang on, really. 
Breast. Suck, [bel] babied. Oh how you get your heart set hard on 
something you don’t even want! And then you die to have it, what 
you didn’t even give two shits for first. Then you get walled-in 
and want the hell right out! Can’t breathe! 


Can’t figure it. Can’t figure nothing. Like you and Mac, so you 
aint perfect and fuck up, but you do have a hand on something, ! 
don’t know, can handle things--even this weird day which’d 

kill most people. And and and lunch Mac talks to waiter, asks 
about the wine, whatchacallit? "Sha-blee” the way Mac says it. 
Great! Like a little island at lunch, talk about everything 
under the sun. And yet we’re heading to this awful place all the 
freakin time and everybody knows how awful it’d be and still 
could cool it, talk and laugh. Christ! Amazing. And I can hold my 
own, that’s the beauty part. I know you’d say that was the 
craziest of all, we could stop for lunch and eat and anybody 
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watching us’d think we’re havin this nice time. 
Fern 


You’re right. Mac got this free book on wines when he joined the 
Literary Guild. It’s just a class thing that you so admire. 

You learn that there’s an etiquette, too, in tragedy and in 
despair and pain. And even when you’re dying. You Smile, you eat, 
you listen to the others, you nad. I.did at lunch but was in 
shock. If I behaved quite nnaturally I wouldn’t have stopped 
screaming till I was carried off. When I think of it now, of my 
mind then, it--what I saw when we talked at lunch--was a 
battlefield, city full of black, smoking craters and people 
trying to get out of there on trucks,buses, all kinds 

of horrible screaming. I didn’t hear of course, saw the mouths 
ripped open, frozen. This this this this was out the window, 
restaurant with the SUN blinding,in the parking lot, off the 


cars. And it became like movies I saw as a kid and 
everybody fleeing, 
Chinese, pushing homemade carts through bomb blasts and smoke 


and hanging 
onto tops of buses. Hundreds 
and thousands of people gonna be dead. And children. 
I was never ina place like that 

but I think I got one inside, you know, these images, 
pictures, and if something scrapes the sur- 
face it’s it’s it’s all nightmare underneath and 
never stops, endless loop. Endless. Horrible forever. 

Georgia 
Holy shit! 

Mac Centering) 
Don’t take it so hard, Georgia. We’1l1 get ole Mom moving. Hey! 
Space Woman of New Jersey! 

Georgia 


Don’t call her that. Don’t you think she’s been through enough? 


Mac 


All of us. Your wish is my command. 


Georgia 


I’? ll pass. 


63 


Mac 
If you wish. 
Georgia 


You oughta learn something. You oughta listen to your wife for 
starters. 


Mac 
I have. 

Georgia 
Yeah, but you don’t hear. 

Fern 
{[l] wear out. 

Georgia 


You and your stupid burnout all the time. She’11 be the one 
who’ 11l-- 


Mac 
Well, she’s forty. Before she caves in 1’11 trade her for two 
twenties. 

Georgia 
You’re heading for something bad I think, Mac. Ask her about 
the...dream she has. 

Mac 
Georgia, my dear, it’s bad every day. You get used to it. 
Be a man, hey? As for dreams. I don’t need to bother. is Chee Ge Si 
just ask Metropolitan how long I’m going to live, throwing high 
blood pressure and C-over-C stress into the equation. They’11 
give me the number and on that birthday I1’11 blow my dreary 
brains out. 


Fern 


Why don’t you just get out of that school? Why don’t we get away 
from there? From that town and all the misery? Your father and 
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now your--I can’t even say the word. 


Georgia 


People oughta stay dead. lt aint: fais: 


Mac 


Sure! Woods and bunnies on half a stinking pension. Or become 
what? A Kelly-boy, your counterpart in the wolf from the door 
brigade. Thanks but no thanks. I’?1l stay at old Allowell. 
There’s more dignity there believe it or not. I mean like one 


percent when the rest of the world runs on empty. If it kills me 


it kills me. Malox might prevent farting to death at least. 
Georgia 
Not a bad way to go here. Might speed up a few of the 
wheelchairs. That there’s a joke everybody. 
Fern (to MAC) 
Yeah, well I’m stopping today’s pretending right now. I’m 
overdrawn on nerves like right this very second. I can’t hear 
any more from anybody. Nobody! Got to get home, [1] know that. 
Don’t know how 1I’11 get there; if you don’t take me I’1l call a 
cab. 


Georgia 


From here? Hundred with the tip! 


Fern 


bial slope bt ffs) don? +-- 


Georgia 


Hey, he don’t take you I will--we’ll split the fare. It’s enough 


[to do] what we did today! I mean your mother’s dead [and then] 
she aint dead. Give us a break. Go look at the roses and the 
wall with the two old nuts yourself. 

Mac 


Please! Come on! Fern! Trooper like you! We came this far, 
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today andin LIFE!, 1711 tell you, the doctors are most of the 
trouble. (imitates two doctors’ voices) 

She should go, best thing in world. 

She maybe not just yet go. 

Well, perhaps you take responsible. 

What you think here Doctor Hong? 

Maybe I don’t know here Doctor Kong. 


All this sounds at least understandable. The sentiments 1 mean, 
not the language. I mean, today’s doctor, right? Ask him about 
a coughdrop, he’s on the Phone to a malpractice lawyer. But 
these particular pill Pushers don’t speekka duh English, not 
really. It’s not required in the slippery medical schools they 
were shot from; probably not required here anymore either. 

Anyway we got rid of those two yapping medical fools who 
suck the Medicare tit I am positively sure! Pisses me to death 
these thieves! Thieves! Fuckin thieves! 

Well...anyhow...he’s softsoaping her in there and we’1ll be 
taking off in ten minutes guaranteed. Hey we’ve got to get 


there! It’s important to everybody, not just me. 
Trust me on this one, girls I can feel it in my bones. In 
my sunken bones! Get there in hour and a half and we won’t stay 


long. Ten minutes be enough I know it. Please? 
Georgia 

No-o way, Ho-o-zay. 
Mac 


Listen! Get with it, Georgia. You’re not the little 
gum-snapping tar[t]-- 


Fern 
Mac! 

Georgia 
What was that word gonna be? I know some nice names too, anda 
lot of them are on walls. Your precious walls! (cries) 

Mac 
Aw come on Georgia! You’re over forty! Cut the boo hoo shit! 
It’s a joke. Nobody took Barbie or Ken away, did they? 

Fern 
Now you’re simply being a prick. 
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Georgia 
Yeah well I’11 tell you one thing, joke-man! I’m fuckin glad 
Jimmy is dead. I coulda married into this goonball bunch. 
Mac 
Then celebrate his death at the wall. Come on! 
Fern 


You’1] say anything, won’t you? 


Mac 


j 

I’m sorry--that 1°11 say anything. 
i 

| 


Fern 
The game has to be won. i 
Mac | 
Game? I don’t think (two beats) so-- Couldn’t think of so, hard | 


word. Shit! I gotta keep it together, this trip: 
Don’t know why. [Do] one fuckin thing right in my life maybe. 


Fern 
You’ve done many things ri-- 
Mac i 


Won’t ask [youl] name one. ; 


Fern (weary) 


Male. Keep banging your head against the wall. i 
It won’t fall down but you can show the blood. i 


Mac 


Can I put that in Cinlsight file? Sight file? Whatsamatta you, i 
mouth? IN-sight file! i 


Georgia 


I can tell you another place. 
Mac 
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Fuckin alternator light keeps coming on but just test [of] 
almighty, right? Right! "Let’s let’s let’s let’s let’s let’s 
let’s let’s IRRITATE piss out [of] him!" God says. Irritate 
P--! We we we didn’t (two beats) did it before [and] we’1ll do 
it. A-a-a-a-nother. [We did it before, we’1l1 do it again.] 


Georgia 
Whaaaa--? 
Fern 
You flatter yourself. You really do. God and Mac. 
Mac 
Sin--, uh, sin--uh, pol, gies. Cere. [sincere apologies] GOD! 
Fern 
Sit down and catch a breath. There’s no red hot male obligation 
to hold together anymore. Cry! For Jesus sake cry and let it 
out! Shout! Scream. The old caved-in nuts won’t care here. 
Georgia 


I still aint goin and you can turn yourself inside fuckin out 
apologizing till you’re blue in the face. So there! 


Mac Clurching into GEORGIA) 
I’m sor-- 
Georgia 
Watch it Buster! 
Mac 
You! wahhhhhhh[{tchi!--(collapses into chair) 
Georgia 
Holy shit! He is looking sorta...blue! 
Fern 
Mac!? 


Georgia 
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Holy shit! 


Mac Cunintelligible) 
Fern 

Honey? 
Georgia 


His face! All like silly putty or something. Jesus God! 
Fern 


Oh no! I should’ve stopped him. 


Georgia 
Purple-y...face. 

Fern 
Can you help? I-- 

Georgia 


Should we slap him or something? 


Fern 
I don’t know! 

Georgia 
What’s that C. P. R.? 

Fern 
I don’t know! 

Georgia 
1711 rub his neck. 

Fern 
Not too hard! 

Mac 


Stroh--ohhhhhh. 
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Fern 


Oh why didn’t he tell us sooner? About Mom? All the back and 
forth! 


Georgia 
Fern! Who cares? You better sit down! 


Fern 


No 1-- 
Georgia 


Shit he’s turning--I don’t know--all water or something! 


the two he met. He didn’t, did he? 


Fern 
What’11 we do? 

Georgia | 
What’re we thinking about? We’re numbnuts’es! Shit! Call a 
doctor! Doctor! Emergency! We need a doctor here for | 
Chrissake! 

Fern | 
But Mac didn’t like-- | 

Georgia | 
Emergency! In here! | 

Fern | 


Georgia 
Sit down Fern! Really! You can’t order from the menu for 
Chrissakes. : 
Fern 


Doctor! Oh it’s my fault. 


Georgia 
No it aint. Don’t be ridiculous. Shhhh! I think I can hear ’em 
coming--jabbering in several foreign languages. Yoh! In here! 


Doctor Rameriez-Hong! 
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Fern 
We shouldn’t’ ve-- 
Georgia 


been fuckin born! My uncle Freddy had something like this. It 
was whatchacallit, Ball’s Palsy. (shakes her hand) 


Mac 
ohhhhhhh 

Georgia 
His hands [were] active enough before that. (demonstrating with 
both) Sorry. 

Fern 


Just keep him from falling! (now trying to get MAC sitting up 
straight in order to study his face) Can you feel anything, Mac? 
On the left side? This side? ° 

Georgia 


That’s his right side; it’s your lef-- 


Mac 
ohhhhhhhh i 
Georgia 
Hey, maybe it just looks worse than-- : 
Fern | 
Stroke. 1 think. Oh God! 
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twenty-four hour flu? Oh where are those (shouts) DOC--!? 


Hey! You’re no expert! I don’t see no medical diploma hangin’ 
from your ass! Come on! Could be virus or something or or or i 


Fern (school-teachery) 
Noy “itis a: stroke. 
Georgia 
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No! Aint! Now just shut up! Everybody! 
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3 A Guidance Counselor’s Office. She works on great 
Piles of paper, shoves one onto chair next to desk. 


FERN enters pushing MAC in wheelchair. He wears a suit and 
a sweatshirt with a college seal. Great difficulty pushing 
wheelchair over papers, books; shoving a chair aside. COUNSELOR 
ignores her plight at first. 
Counselor (brightens) 
Good bit of work! 
Fern 
Yeah, I’m getting better at it. 
Counselor 
Sweatshirt’s a funny item...1 mean, what with the fancy suit. 
Fern 
Catches the drool. 
Counselor 
Some...supplies? 
Fern 
Beside him in there. The one bottle of supplement lasts him the 
day--sucks it through straw. His head sorta naturally droops to 
5h as 
Counselor 
Day? Do you expect us to buy more? 
Fern 
But I thought--? 
Counselor 


Who knows how long he’11 be here? 


Fern 
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But I’11 be coming to take him home in the evening. 

Counselor 
Don’t bother. Leave him with us. Just deliver a case or two of 
the supplement. He’s sort of self-contained, no? Toilet also? 
Like a Winnebago. 

Fern 
But I don’t understand. 


Counselor 


Soccer game or something? We’1ll shove him out as assistant 
coach, get him some overload pay. 


Fern 
But the man is almost d- 
Counselor 
School board doctor says he’s fit for service. 
Fern 
Oh my God! 
Counselor 


Just what our union doctor said, but we gotta play the cards 
we’re dealt. 


Fern 
Beyond belief. 

Counselor 
People think corruption is hand in till, but most of it is evils 
perpetuated with benign, even Christian, grins. A thief’11 just 
rob you. Competently. 

Fern 
Pte 1) KEL shim. 


Counselor 


Our doc says a few months, enough for you to get some caps on 
those teeth with the dental plan. Pretty teeth. Se why not 
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perfect? 


Fern 


Thank you. 


Counselor 


I got some facts and figures here for you. (looks) Some-um-where. 
Well the hell with it! In summary, it’s better every which way 
if he dies in service--poor honey hit the wall, didn’t he? Yoh! 
Mac! Out to lunch. 

Fern 
And if he doesn’t die in service? 

Counselor 
God forbid. 


Fern 


Just keeps on going? 


Counselor 


Then we’11 use his overload pay--chaperoning at the dances, 
riding the bus to the planetarium--to buy back his army time 
»--hayrides he’d be good for. 


ai as I AR a Co GS a 


Fern 


He was never in. 
Counselor 

Yeah he was, three almost four years--exact figure depends. 
Fern 

No way. He was jealous of his dead brother because-- 
Counselor 

He’11 be joining him. They can talk about it. 
Fern 

We can’t lie about it. 
Counselor 
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Don’t you think the school board would lie? And the 
superintendent? And the principals look the other way or lap it 
up? If I had a dollar for every lapping principal -- 

Fern 
All this is-- 


Counselor 


War, Honey. Get used to it. You’re out in the working world 
now, right? Full time? Toughen up! 


Fern 
I’m trying, but they look at you funny. 
Counselor 


I’m sure. And they wink when they hand you your submarine 


sandwich, right? And all the alleged “cute” stories at the water 


cooler? 

Fern 
Don’t worry. I won’t find my fun where |! find my bread-- 
if indeed |! ever find any fun at all. Too down to even think 
about anything like that. 

Counselor 
Save yourself the trouble. Talk out of their peckers. When 
you’ve known a few more than a few--as I have, believe me--you 
find it’s all more the same than different. In the Biblical 


sense. 


Fern 


Forget it. Don’t talk about it in any way shape or form. Don’t 


want to be any deeper down than I am. 
Counselor 

I could take you way down in the alley. 
Fern 


I don’t believe so, thank you anyway. I recognize that 
expression from the blues. 


Counselor 
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Let’s see about changing your major from that--in a manner of 
speaking. ' 


Fern 
Mac’d love you. : 
Counselor 
Maybe he’11 get the chance. 
Fern 
He thought everything was--a matter of speaking. 
Counselor 


Forget it. He’s a dead letter. 


Fern 
Still postage due I’m afraid. 
Counselor 


We’ll pay it. (writing) Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri. That has a 
nice ring. IT) fill out the rest of this later. 


Fern 
But somebody’!1 have to verify it there. won’t they? And won’t 
we be doing what they’re doing? I1 mean the principals and the 
whole lying administrative shitload? 
Counselor 
We’re recruiting everywhere, but we’re still far behind the other 
Side. At any rate, if he lasts six months, he can retire with 
full benefits. You can take him to Disney World--got some 
discount coupons here someplace. Nah, Great Adventure. 
Fern 
We’ve been. 
Counselor 
And forget the girl scout oath somebody belts you with baseball 
bat what’re supposed to do? Ask for it a little harder? What 
hubby here did? Being docile in this country is asking the 


Fortune Five Hundred, or however many rich-bitches there are, 


Pars 


plus their mealy swarms of personal cocksuckers, to kick the 
living shit out of you. 


Fern 


Say it -right out. Don’t soft-pedal. (laughs) I used to be like 
you. 


Counselor 
I doubt that. 

Fern 
Now I hold back. And in some way shape or form I guess I’m 
working in the midst of that aforementioned swarm. 

Counselor 
Who could help it? But you don’t have to Unca-Tom it either. 
Now this poor shluv here has really been through the wars so 
let’s get him some retirememt credit, yes? 


Fern 


I still don’t want to do anything dishonest, and my place is at 
his side. 


Counselor 
They always want you to know your place, don’t they? 

Fern 
On the job training. 

Counselor 
Well your place is as far away from him as you can get; and these 
are dark days, Honey. Oh they're great for the guy who’11 rape 
you while his buddies hold you down. But let’s not talk 
history. Or Reagan. 

Fern 
Let’s talk Mac. 


Counselor 


Hey! What did they do when he got his head bashed in by that 
jigaboo-spick-ghinny-reecan? 
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Fern 
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He didn’t want to take a sick day. 
Counselor 


So he took a wall job. The principal hushed it up. The kid 
wasn’t caught and therefore went on teacher bashing. 


Fern 


Well it wasn’t Mac’s fault. 


Syme spent ap teersreprtcenn yen omarnanoiarayntomnamn negotiate rit Ora meeancscaeterett 


Counselor 


Sure? 


Fern 


aint Shee sameraltt AYE tempi tee manatee 


Are you seriously--? 


Counselor 


sero verpennipscimpniry 


Playing a little Devil’s Advocate, but our devils don’t play, my i 
dear. And never underestimate what that ferocious head-smashing i 
did to him. 


Fern 


He...was never quite the same. He talked the same...still had 
jokes, but-- 


: 
Counselor i 


He was nice. If you’re nice you fade into abstraction. If they : 
remember you at all it’s only to do a number on you. j 
i 


Fern i 
I know there’s a vein of truth but-- 


Counselor 


I’m understating. If I told the whole truth 1I’d choke to death. 
(chokes herself) 


FERN looks around the office; after a beat, COUNSELOR 
follows her gaze. 


PENCE A WARREN 


Fern 
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Fine thing to die for. 

Counselor 
Did Christ do much better? Besides, some of the youngsters 
probably liked him and--despite the sabotage efforts of the 
country, the state, and the community--learned something from 
him. 

Fern 
I suppose. It isn’t much. 

Counselor 
Many, grimly enough, are forced to be content with less in this 
land of the brave. Now let’s see. (pulling out another form and 
writing) Two questions. Telephone skills, and foreign language 
proficiency. 


Fern 


Talks to his father in the evening. I just hear...creaks when he 
talks to me. 


Counselor 


He can answer the phone. We have a new system and anybody 
reaching him’11 just assume another line’s gone bad. 


Fern 

He studied Spanish for a month in Mexico. 
Counselor 

I?11l put down fluent. 
Fern 


That’s a laugh. We both went down there. Me for the sights. 
The guy running it was from a bush little college in lIowa-- 


Counselor 
So long as it’s accredited it can be moronic through and through. 
Fern 
and his one teensy ad in the A. F.T. newspaper drew five 
students, one woman among them, so he saved a bit by renting 


space in the worst neighborhood in the town. The whores were 
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pounding on the door before he checked attendence. 
Counselor | 
Shall I finish? Soon a roll before lunch was considered, uh--? 
Fern i 
Conducive to academic standards. i 
Counselor 
Poor teachers! Have a party for ’em you gotta order twice as i 
much food and booze; if sex is on the menu and it’s practically | 
free--? i 
Fern 
Right. Gluttons. They were [while] in Mexico all right. 


Counselor Middle class. Comes from always thinking you’re 
being ripped off. Naturally enough. 


Fern ( feigned shock) 
Oh my!. 3 


Counselor 


You don’t have to fake it. Or fake faking it. You come off as 
more innocent than he’d remember you, yes? 


Fern 


Accurate. As |! said, I had to get a real job, and get along on i 
it. So I play along and rest my brain. 


Counselor 
And that other woman, back there in the white, passionate heat of 
our penurious, down-and-dirty southern neighbor? Acrid dust, 


panting. Getting six to twelve credits. 


Fern 


She played it both ways, took on a dusky whore in the morning, 
one or more of the fellows who were still standing in the 
afternoon. 


Counselor 


A woman after mine own heart. Don’t I wish! Did she have her ‘ 
doctorate? ' 
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Fern 


Of course. But she still knew better than that. 


Counselor 
And would she give him a good reference? Another letter in his 
file wouldn’t hurt. If only he had sucked a little more ass! 
Nobody’s too good for politics. Don’t make the same mistake 
yourself. 

Fern 
I hope I eventually have the strength to be just like him in that 
regard. 


Counselor 


Then don’t throw the wheelchair out. Anyway, Dr.Whats-her-face 
amid the seamy musical beds? 


Fern 


She gave him a social disease; the whores gave him the A+ that’s 
on his transcript. 


Counselor 

That could be considered good, no? From such professionals? 
Fern 

He dripped for the rest of the month and ! drank. 
Counselor 

But you didn’t leave him. 
Fern 

What for? So his cock is substituted for a brain? 
Counselor 

And you didn’t seek revenge by--? 
Fern 

Too expensive. You gotta listen to too many assholes. 
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Better the one you’re married to. Oh my God when I! think of it. 


When I think of it all! Hell, when I think at all! 
Counselor 

Don’t bother. That’s why I’m here--and the union. 
Fern 

His mother was dead and then she wasn’t dead! 
Counselor 


Uh huh. Well that’s too much family for me. Just keep it to 
yourself. We got enough trouble with Drooling Delbert here. 


Fern 
If it’s going to be too much trouble I-- 

Counselor 
Do you mind a very personal question? 

Fern 
Doesn’t everybody? 

Counselor 
A gestion’s not usually an answer. Ask Teach here. 
(a beat) Never mind. (to MAC) Ever pop a wheelie on that 
thing?...a little smalltalk what the hell. 

Fern 


Go ahead...she winced, did sensitive Fern. 


Counselor 


Ouch. Anyway, can he, uh, still get a hardon? 
Fern 
Come on now. I really don’t wanna talk about such-- 


Counselor 


Aw you come on, please. Between us antisluts. Such a natural 
curiosity. How could I be ashamed of it? How could you? Can 
you, uh, shift him to a higher gear? Hmmmmm? (punches FERN’S 
arm) Hmmmmmmm little lady? [CIs hel] Porsche or Escort? 
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Fern 
I really rather not-- 
Counselor 
Give me a hint. 
Fern 
Let me off the hook on this one. Just this once. 
Counselor 
Bitsy-witsy hint? 
Fern 


I don’t think so. In the concentration camp of the workplace, 
I’ve taken to maintaining decorum. 


Counselor 
That’s temporary, much of it at least. You don’t feel free yet. 
Now, since I’m taking him off your hands--? One extraordinarily 
good turn, don’t you think? Can he? Fern? Honey? 


Fern 


Is the pope an arab? 


se senate nares a renner ented ttt eet teenie ttn americana iesienn 


Counselor 


Sypeeanenewegee 


Hmmph. Well...too bad cause (rising and then demonstrating) you 
could use it to pull him along when you’re sick of pushing. 


Fern 
(also standing up and demonstrating) Or r-r-r-ratchet him him up 


a few notches so he can see all the luscious Lolitas passing by 
that window. 


STEUER Rep RENT Te RNR OER NE 


epee ine 


Counselor 
Don’t they? It’s a...fringe benefit of this job. 


Fern 


Might bring him back to life. 
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Counselor 
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How far? 
Fern 

Fifty percent wouldn’t be that much different. 
Counselor 

Unfair, most men come up to that. 
Fern 

So I’ve noticed. In a former life. 
Counselor 

Hatrack? A useful use to be sure. 
Fern 

An idea. 
Counselor 

Make him a kind of Bauhaus fixture, Art Nouveau. 
Fern 

He used to say “Art is a fart blown through the asshole of time.” 
Counselor 

That’s only because Life is defunct, really. 
Fern 


Besides, he’s not high up enough. A girl tosses things like 
this! 


Counselor 
Right! Like a sissy. Do it again. 
Fern 
Like this! 
Counselor 


Charming! 
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Fern 


Thank you. It’s what exercise should be--not much harder than 
breathing. 


Counselor 
And most feminine too. 
Fern 


I wouldn’t know about that. Most of the time I feel exhausted 
and could care less how I look, or like some gawky boy. 


Counselor 
That’s my department. 
Fern 


And the clothes don’t help. These new clothes--I had to get 
something to go out to work every day. 


Counselor 


A shame the fairy designers didn’t have Marylyn Monroe for a 
mother. But, show your body off anyway. Flaunt it Fern! 


Fern 


I sort of want to fall in between the Flaunt and the Mouse. What 


the bosses want. As I say, I used to use the left side of my a 
mouth for politics also, but I’ve learned to-- 


Counselor 


bite your tongue, I know. But never mind them, the 
male-asshole-raised-to-the-asshole-power establishment. 


Fern 
You taught math! 
Counslelor 
As a woman they wouldn’t let me. Anxiety. 
Fern 
Oh? 
Counselor 
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Yeah, I thought six inches was this long. (indicates short 
length with fingers) 


Fern (pushing COUNSELOR’S fingers 
together) 


Push them in further. 
Counselor 


No, I’11 bring you out rather. Then 1’11 nail him up on the 
wall. Make it easier to toss your pretty Easter bonnet. 


Fern 
There I draw the line. That’s cruel. I’ve been so smashed to 
shit that I can accomodate anything in my mind and even relish 
it, but doing (thatl]--? 
Counselor 
What, uh, might you be relishing now? 
Fern 
Lots of things I never even thought about before. 
Counselor 
Give me a hint cause I’ve thought about everything, believe me. 
Fern 


Couldn’t begin. 


Counselor 


Well I’11 tell you one thing. Once you do get it up it’1]1 never 


go down again if you catch my drift. 


Oh my! Fern 


Counselor 


So don’t worry about putting me out. If I cash in on that payoff 


1711 be happy enough. 


Fern 
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Poor Mac. He won’t enjoy it. 
Counselor 


Not likely. Any signal to his brain is liable to arrive around 
year 2050. 


Fern (laughing) 


Do you actually mean that you’d--? (the rest will be 
unintelligible.) 


Counselor 

I’?11 paint the principal’s face on it, another schmuck. 
Fern 

How would I bury him? (hysterical and embracing COUNSELOR) 
Counselor 

Turn him over and screw him into the ground! 
Fern 


The Earth Mother every man seeks! 


Counselor 


Blindly. 
(They are laughing, dancing with amazing slowness.) 


Fern 


Like moles. 
Counselor (kissing FERN) 

There! There’s so much for you! The world is so much wider now. 
Fern 

I (two beats) don’t know. 
Counselor 

A stroke. Of luck! Has given you a life. Renewal! 


Fern 
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Neo-Fern. 
Counselor 
You must try everything! Literally everything! 


Fern 


Figuratively exhausts me. I’m getting tired just thinking of the 


one you seem to be, uh, suggesting. 
Counselor 

Such cautious language. How male. 
Fern 


Coitus (pulling away) interruptus. (FERN gets the wheelchair 
between them, moves it as COUNSELOR chases her.) 


Counselor 


Really, dear, I just represent life, and he can no longer pose 
between you and life. 


Fern 
Well, just a little while longer. 
Counselor 
Don’t be afraid, I represent the union too. 
Fern 
I appreciate that but can’t we kinda keep things separate? 
Counselor 


Men don’t have such nice concerns. They do whatever gives them 
erections. It’s your turn. 


Fern 


Yes. I see. I think I see anyway. Or dont; Six: of -one,; 
half-dozen of the other. 


Counselor (tossing it) 
Here’s the key to my apartment. I do hope you don’t think that 
I’m too forward. I have to be aggressive for the union, of 


course, but on my own time | just like to cuddle up. 
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l-couldntrs, Fern 
Counselor 


Most people can’t but they eventually get to it--no matter what 
itis. 


Fern 


I’ 11 keep this but I’m not making any promises--and nothing ever 
ever in front of--(nodding) 


Counselor 
What do you take me for? 
Fern 
I just want it to be clear. 
Counselor 
Besides, that’s the big time. We want to start small. 
Fern 
You’ve been so educational. 
Counselor 


My job. Speaking of whiiiii-ch. (Returns to desk; FERN comes out 
from behind wheelchair.) 


Don’t be modest. You’re ee willing to give more. Serve. 
Counselor (indicating a place for FERN 
to sign) 
You’ve got it. And so sweetly! Perceptive and lovely. 
Fern 


Be gentle with him. 
Counselor 
I promise. With you too--at first. (taking pen back and not 
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letting go of FERN’S hand.) 
Fern 
You’re too...(jerking hand loose) kind. 
Counselor 
Not at all. 
Fern 
A friend in need. 
Counselor 
So sweet. 
Fern 
So many people today won’t put themselves out. 
Counselor 
Don’t mention it. And I’m sorry if I-- 
Fern 
Do I look all right? 
Counselor 
Walk away from me. 
3 Fern 
Like this? 
Counselor 
Is that natural? 
Fern 
Like everything else. Yes and no. 
Counselor 
I’d like to take both of you around the world. 


Fern 
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Mac and me? 
Counselor 
You and you. 


Fern 


You’re so forceful! 


Counselor (advancing again as FERN 
withdraws even more rapidly, exits) 


I’ve another side too. 
Fern (off) 
You’11 show it to Mac? 
Counselor 
Put it right in his face. 
Fern 
Just know you two’1l be great friends! 


Counselor [te LT be) 
wheelchair and MAC tumbles to the floor.) 


Fern 
What’s that I heard? 

Counselor 
Music. Love song. 

Fern 
Lovely! 

Counselor 
--like a honeymoon. 

Fern 
Aces! 

Counselor 
1’?11 carry him over the threshhold. 
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like a-- 


(shoves 


4 GEORGIA on the phone, Simultaneously cutting her 
toenails--could use an extra hand. She is dressed in a long 
t-shirt. FERN at aerobics class, moving, it would seem, 

a beat behind everybody else. They are separated by 
flimsy wooden crates. MAC, in wheelchair, is in another 
such little island. 


Georgia 


Yeah? Well you’re wrong. Georgia knows herself all right. 
More of a wallflower. That’s right. Shy. A shy one that’s me. 
A busy shy one if you get me. I mean lots of activity but still 
you don’t change. You stay the way you was. 


Do what? Well that’s a first. I thought I’d heard 
everything and tried most. I1’d be dead if I had good sense. 
Uh huh. Well 1°11 tell you one thing: you heat up that sexed-up 
brain anymore [it]’11 explode. 


. Deter: Sorry but I°m busy £111 2000. Take a number. 
Anyways, I’d feel funny using that word. Date! Kiss MY ass. 
What?! Just an expression. Boy! 


Oh? Both before it and after it? Whew! That’s quite a 
Promise I’d say. I’d have to consult with my cute young 
doctor--see if I’m up to it. Or him. Or he’s up. 


Listen! That other family member I knew didn’t promise 
anything but he delivered--if I! can remember correctly--and some 
stuff kinky for its time. Anyways, lots of great events [have] 
come and gone. Water under the bridge. And assholes. No! Not 
under the bridge. You know what I mean. 


Hey! That’s enough! Now slow it down! And talk is cheap, 
Old Baby. Now don’t repeat yourself. Uh huh? I got that the 
first time. And too bad I did. 

Don’t hit me over the head I always say--1 wanna be 


conscious to enjoy it. (a few beats) 
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No I don’t get it--and if | do it aint funny. 


I’m gonna get it? Oh don’t I have to watch what I say? 
Holy Crap it’s like junior highschool everything dirty. Like the 
Allowell School 1 guess. Well of course I don’t have a ruler 
right here. Do you? Idiot. 


Love is like football, a game of inches? Yeah? It’s like 
football all right, complicated and dirty. 


But real love talk don’t have to be that dirty, fella. Lt 
has whatchacallit, ceased being funny. Now I’m gonna hang right 
up if “you don’ t-- 


(From this point on, FERN 1) exercises more 
vigorously, 2) sarcastically imitates a rigorous young i 
instructor, 3) makes faces in reaction to a scolding, 4) slows i 
her actions drastically when the instructor’s back is obviously 
turned, speeds up when being observed again, then 5) imitates the 
mincing quality of the instructor’s departing walk. 


(Each action can stop the flow of GEORGIA’S words, even f 
though we can still see her talking in the silence, 
simultaneously concentrating on trimming her toenails, 
sometimes placing the receiver a foot or two away.) 


Georgia (cont) 
Hey! That’s real nice. I take back half of what I thought. 


I walk in beauty like the night, right? Will you read me the 
whole book? That’s better. It might cure the sex on your brain. 


Your sauteed brain. Hey I love it! I should write songs. Liver 
and onions. What else is sauteed? SAUTEEING: KEY TO KITCHEN 
SUCCESS--Food Section of Times or something. --"How sauteeing 


saved my marriage.” Poisoned my boyfriend. 


Listen. Now listen. If we’re gonna do it--and we aint, 
fars I know--we’ll eventually get to it. Don’t worry so much. 
You aint gonna die, [at] least not today. And if you do, well 
that just one little bit of heaven you’re just gonna miss. Then 
you can ask that other member of your family what it was like. 
So hot he left it, right? Glory does weird things. (covers 
mouthpiece with hand) GLORY’S WEIRD SAYS DEAD MARINE--National 
Enguirer. ; 


Now don’t take off on weird. If we do it we’ll stay, : 
whatchacallit, convention--at least for a while, hey? 


Convention-AL? Thank you. I wanna talk good English--!I 
mean after the shit you talk 1’11 wanna bath in a minute. 
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Whew! Do you think up those slimy things by yourself or--? 
Good girls go to heaven and bad girls go everywhere? Well that’s 
cute. Where’d you hear that one? Go on! The stuff you make 
up’s at the bottom of the garbage pail. Bumper sticker? Well 
they do come up with them. Well now | don’t know. Maybe 
somebody could make up a bumper sticker about a girl doesn’t know 
one moment to the next whether she’ll be good or bad. Have to be 
big bumper. (beat) But sometimes I know. 


SHE KNOWS AND SHE DON’T KNOW--New York News. That’s not a 


good one is it? Oh? I might keep you around Cif] you keep up 
the compliments. Ooooops. 


Well now that isn’t a compliment. It.-is: and it isn’t. 
Listen! How about all this church work you’re supposed to be 
doing? Uh huh. Get out! I heard that one before. Gotta test 
some sin out [to] get to know the enemy? And I’m the sinful 
vessel, right? A bible verse and then they get worse. 

And blame us for your fantasies [the] way you blame the faggots 
for your other ones. And beat ’em up. Poor bastards, they can’t 
win for losing. 


I had some AC-DCs and they were the sweetest. Sautee a 
little something in the pan--I remember that from recipes. Just 
a hobby if you ask me. Cooking? Nah, I mean religion for a lot 
of people today. Tomorrow [it]’11 be something else. Hang- 
gliding or something. 


No I never heard of Hung-gliding, but would you believe that 
I enjoy that role? Sinful vessel I mean. Not always, but 
sometimes it’s as good as a hot-fudge sundae or something. No, 
don’t bring one over. I’m unavailable. 


SINFUL VESSEL--LOCAL GIRL LOVES IT! 
(Someone shoves MAC and wheelchair into the crates.) 
There he goes again! 1’?11 tell you you better bring a nice 


Present [if] you do come over here, [after] forcing me to listen 
to all this warped shit. 


You will? From Fredericks? What? Just leave the receipt 
in there and I’11 know how much to give you back. That stuff 
must cost a thousand bucks a pound it’s so-o flimsy. Model? 


I try things on for myself--if you happen to be here--? 


Hey! See-through pee-through, what do | care? I can’t 
believe I’m saying this to you. (a beat) Oooops! Sounds like a 
heart attack. Gurgle gurgle. You take your pills? Oh oh. Now 
don’t talk when you’re dying. Didn’t your mother ever teach you 
nothing? 
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What’s that? 


Don’t need pills for anything. Nothing, huh? 
Terrific. 


Oh no! Uh uh. No more bragging. Uh huh? Yup. No more 
bragging, and no more gagging. All right? 


Yeah. Uh huh. Well you just bring that old man’s shrunken 
Pee-whizzle over here and we 


"11 see. SHRUNKEN PEE-WHIZZLE’S 
AMAZING!--The Star. 


Uh huh. Yup. 1 saig! We. Will. See. Not! 


(GEORGIA laughs and hangs up, FERN colla 


pses and flings her 
headband away, 


a crate falls just after BLACKOUT. ) 
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